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One cold, rainy evening, late in fl 
spring, there sauntered into a tavern k 1 1 
in Water street, Philadelphia, a man I 
beyond middle age and somewhat ah b- 
bily dressed. It was a tavern, not onlj 
the strict old sense of the term— to w t, 
resort of the thirsty, where wines d 
sundry hot potations might be had at 
tail, as eighteen hundred years ago th y 
were in the ther-mofiolia of Pomp 
(whose marble tabula are cup-sta d 
still) — but also taken according to th 
modernized American phraseology 1 
its hearty, bright-eyed owner furni h d 



m grant and to the chance trav- 

and lodging, as well as grog 

Terence O'Reilly was an 

1 every inch of him : one saw 

■mce. The high cheek-bones, 

color, the touch of the brogue, 

mistakably from the Green 

he world had gone well with 

He liked it : he thoroughly 

e, and sought to make it as 

o others as to himself. He 

ed a sorry mode of doing so, 

not being satisfied to dispense 

cups that " cheer but not in- 

" 1 d \ h h d not heard 

1 tu e, J p b bly had never 

ht to whether 
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manufactured of nights in a smal d 
ground still, of which the mask d 
trance could be reached only thro 
intricacies of an Irish bog, and h d 
escapjed, for years, the argus-eyed 
nue officers. The lad grew up 
hearted, jovial, but not intemper 
yet without a wholesome ambi 
better his condition, and attain th 
pectability which he saw that mo as 

wont to bring. 

His first step in hfe had been 
tier in a country Inn. There th ird 
working fellow served faithfully fl 
attracting the attention of a you ffi 
cer in the Guards, the eldest son 
Honorable Patrick Halloran, a b 

landed proprietor, on whose p p 
Terence's fether lived. Captain H 
ran, pleased with the lad's spiritand ood 
humor, took him into his ser 
groom, promoting him, in gay li 
a seat behind his stylish curricle when 
he drove that fine-stepping pair of bl k 
limbed bays of his in Hyde Pa k It 
was not a situation to improve th y 
groom's morals ; for those of his mast 
were none of the best, especially n h 
relations with women ; and the 1 t 
cravatted, black-clothed valet whom the 
Captain had picked up in Paris, and who 
stood high in his confidence, pandered to 
vices from which the scoundrel well 
knew how to profit. But here again, as 
in the article lOf potheen, Terence es- 
caped any seriqus contamination. This 
happened partly because of the (act that 
though the yourig man's ideas on ethics 
were of the vaguest sort, he had a sturdy, 
rude-feshioned sense of the fair and the 
honorable ; partly because he had an in- 
born dislike of anything French, and 
barely tolerated his fellow-servant, who, 
on his part, looked down with supreme 
contempt on the rough young Irishman. 

Had Terence been less of a favorite 
with Captain Halloran, this mutual aver- 
sion would probably have cost him his 
place within the first few months ; but 
Louis Villemont — so the valet was 
called — was a man to bide his time, and 
let his revenge sleep till the moment 
came when it could be safely indulged. 
He was rewarded for his patience after 



d g Terence nearly a year and a 
Reckless self-indulgence, long con- 
readily hardens into vice when 
mpter is at hand to encourage and 
e. So it was with Captain Hal- 
Aided and prompted by Louis, 
h mitted an act of villainy from 

wh h n the early part of his career as 
g man of fashion, he would have' 
ru with abhorrence. His victim, an 
ng and accomplished young girl, 
fl d e night, in an agony of despair, 
n knew whither. Terence, getting 

the main fects, and stirred by 
h p rit of rude chivalry which is not 
tr q ently found in his class and na- 
oke forth upon Louis, calling him 
vhich caused the Frenchman's 
d k es to Hash with fljry ; and not 
fi d with that, his indignation once 
usei3, he proceeded to denounce 
h master himself in no measured terms. 
Thereupon Louis' wrath subsided info a 
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Captam Halloran that be had no further 
occasion for his services. Terence found 
himself possessor of a sum sufficient to 
pay a steerage passage to New York, and 
leave him a hundred and fifty dollars to 
begin life with in the NewWorid. Nor, 
up to this stormy May evening, bad he 
ever once had cause to repent his change 
of country. 

The shabby stranger sat by the stove, 
leaning forward, drying himself ; his 
white hands (for they were white) rest- 
ing on his knees, and gleaming tlirough 
the dull steam that rose from his wet 
clothes. Handsome, most people would 
have called him ; yet it was a bad coun- 
tenance, furtive and gloomy. The large 
gray eyes were well formed, but they 
seemed not to look straight at any one ; 
the features well cut ; brown curling hair 
and whiskers of the same color. One 
could see, however, that there was power 
about the man. Though the forehead 
was low, it was a fair-sized head, fully 
developed above the eyes and beliiud the 
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lai^e ears, of which one was somewhat 
disfigured by a purple line across it, as 
from an old wound. The features bore 
the stamp of self indulgence and some- 
tiling of the flusli of dissipation A 
sullen frown passed over tliem from n e 
to time, prompted, it was euiden by 
thoughts that were anything but plea an 

After a time he rose and approa hed 
the bar. "A glass of grog, landlo d 
he said : " I want it stiffi A hell of a 
wet night I've had of it !" 

"In a minute," replied the other: 
tlien to a man with whom he had been 
conversing: "You haven't got that last 
sack of potatoes down : how much is 
the bill, altogether ?" 

" Seventeen dollars and a half, Ter- 
ence ; but I don't want the money now 
if it isn't just handy." 

"Never handier," said Terence. "1 
don't buy till I have the cash ready." 
And producing from an inner breast- 
pocket a stout linen bag, he poured on 
the counter its entire contents, consist- 
ing of a number of eagh 



6 d 



k-bills. 



, " city bills at 
oing South t< 
s well give me 



As it was, Terence was 
scious of the man's prese 
latter repeated his request 
brandy and water. 

" Faith, an' I clane f 
said, pouring out a libera 
if to atone for the delay. 



The man tossed off the potent dram 
with a relish. 

Several lodgers came in. Then he 
asked : " Can I put up with you, Mr. 
O Re 11 to-night ?"' 

Te n e stopped in the act of closing 
1 e ba hence he had poured the gold, 
looked 1 rd at the questioner, and hesi- 
t e 1 The man spoke, as if in answer 
o he I esitation : 

Y ouldn't be turning a poor man, 
3cd a countryman of your own, out in 
a stormy jiight like tliis ? I'm from 
Tipperary." 

"What's your name ?" 

" My name ? — Byron — Byroti Cassl- 

"Well, Bryan—" 

" It's Byron, not Bryan, I told you," 
retorted the other, more sharply than the 
occasion seemed to call for. 

" Well, Byron, then ; ye needn't flare 
up. Bryan's a better Irish name, any 

" If you're afraid of tlie pay, there's 
my watch," pulling a silver one from his 
fob. 

" Wlio said I was afraid ? Put up 

your watch. It's an ugly night, and I'll 

not turn you from the door," pushing the 

register toward him, in which the man 

entered his name, with the address, 

" Port Richmond," and the remark ; 

n working in the country, but 

t from Port Richmond." 

H an write, any how," said the 

d o himself, glancing at the name: 

he's dacent ;" and he led the 

w small bed-room, setting a can- 

n the washstaud. 



d exammed the festenings of 
om door. There was a lock, 
ey inside. It locked readily, 
did not seem to satisfy him. 

it, he wrenched the key for- 
le left. Something snapped. 

tried repeatedl)' to lock the 
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door again, but tailed each time The 
lock was evidently spoilt. Fin 
relinquished all effort to secure I d 
took the candlestick from the wa 
and placed it on the floor of the p g 
outside, undressed partially, an 
tossing restlessly for an hour w 

and gazing occasionally around tli 
dropped into a heavy sleep. 

Next morning, after breakfast, h as 
again in the bar-room, where 
watching the demeanor of his 1 d 

Terence was behind the coun 
changing jest and banter with w 
three early customers, and h b d 
clieery voice rung out from a bai p 
careless heart. The embodim 
good-humor, he was, notwithstan 
man whom It might be dangerou 
tate. There was a flash in his I h 
eye, and his broad slioulders and b 
large-fisted arms would not ha d 
graced the prize-ring. 

Cassiday eyed him closely, s 
about to address him ; then, as if h d 
thought better of it, sauntered d 

the room, examining various mar 
art with which it was adorned, 
centre of the principal wall was ' W 
ington's Deathbed," the garmei d 

the countenances of the attendan 
lugubrious ; and this was flanked 
one side, by a portr^t of tlie wo d 
horse with white legs — the pride 
English race-course — that was 
during the great eclipse, taking h 
from his birth-dav ; and on the o by 
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db 

Finally, when he had suthciently ad 
mired these ambitious productions of 
fancy, and when all the customers had 
departed, the stranger slowly approached 
the counter. 

" I wish I had stayed in the country," 



" I didn't ax ye to leave it," said 
e. " What's the matter ?" 
&< tter enough I Bad luck to your 

re uncivil, stranger; ye had a 
bed and a good breakfast," his 
rising. " If the accommodations 

uit you, pay for what ye've had 
b off with ye." 

e paid pretty dearly for them 



r nee flushe 

d himself; 

h that's I 

the chanc 

ked tired an 

dollar thro A 

■enty dollars an 

d make one part o' your slory 
tlie rest," 
tallies well enough. Do you 
was going to show my hand be- 
your lodgers ? It wasn't quite 
seems, to let them know tliere 
hundred and seventy dollars to 
d in my bed-room for the fetching 

ok ye here. Mister Cassiday," 
1 landlord, "you'd best be gone 

h p g d b 



m m k q h h 

police yourself, sooner than jou think 
for." 

Terence just touched the counter with 
his left hand, and was over in a single 
bound. With the right he throttled his 
man, forced him back, as though he bad 
but a child in his grasp, to the street 
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door, which he iJung open, and there re- 
leased him, at the same moment dealing 
him a hearty kiclc, which sent him & 
gering down Che steps, over the sidewalk 
and half-way across the street, where he 
fell prostrate, but where, luckily for hin 
no vehicle was just then passing. The 
whole transpired in less time than it ' 
taken to relate it. 



An hour and a half had elapsed ; and 
Terence, the scuffle of the morning al- 
ready forgotten, was standing at the 
street door, somewhat anviously await- 
. ing the arrival of the owner of the house 
he occupied, with whom he hoped, that 
morning, to conclude a purchase of the 
premises, when a police officer stopped 
before the door. A cloth cap, turned Lip 
with gray fur, which the young m; 
wore, seemed to attract the attention 1 
the officer, who, after eyeing him for 
few moments, said ; "Is this Terence 
O'Reilly t" 

"At your service," Then, as th 
other hesitated, he added, cheerily, " It' 
sort o' chilly, if it is 'most summet 
Come in and warm yourself." 

The officer entered ; Terence drew 1 
chair for him before the stove, and they 
sat down together. 

" I'm sorry," the policeman said, after 
a pause — " I think there must be somi 
mistalte — but — I have a warrant for you 

" A warrant !" Then, with a smile 
" Oh, for 'sault and battery. So the 
rascal bears malice, does he .' Well, if 
he didn't deserve the kick I gave him, 
nobody ever did." 

" I wish it were nothing else," said the 
officer, gravely; "but it's on a charge 
of larceny. The man lodged information 
at our station that you robbed him last 
night of a hundred and seventy dolla 

For a moment the poor man ■ 
utterly confounded. But he rallied : 
" It's me lodgers he charges it on. But 
a man isn't a thief because money's 
stolen in his house." 



" He didn't say a word about your 
lodgers. He swore, point-blank, that 
you came into his room in the middle 
of the night and took bis money, and 
that he saw you and knew you." 

" The Lord above !" 

" I'll have to take you before the 

Terence sprung from his chair. The 
officer also started up and stood between 
the door and his prisoner, but the latter 
did not even notice the action. He had 
turned to a lad who was tending bar for 
him; 

" Pat, d'ye like tny service ?" 

" Is it your service. Mister O'Reilly ? 
And don't ye know I do.'' I'd go through 
fire and water for ye." 

" I'll never forgive ye the longest day 
I live — I'll send ye packing afore the 
day's out — if you say one word o' this 
to Norah. It would kill the lassie." 
Then to the officer : " At your service." 

They walked some distance in silence. 
At last O'Reilly asked : 

" Can they send a man to prison for a 
thie^ that never did a dishonest thing 
since the day his mother bore him ?" 

The question was a deeper one than 
the young man thought for. The officer 
evaded it ; "A man that's accused of 
larceny need not go to prison till he's 
tried and convicted. This is a prelimi- 
nar 'ft' d th 'II t k b 1 " 
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Cassiday was then called as w tne^ 
Terence stalled as the nan c m f 
ward; then molu t'lrlj drew p fi t 
one sleeve and then the other e [ 
as he did so, a ring of white h 

wrist above the large, tanned h d 
The mayor's quick eye detect d tl 
movement, and he turned to ti fE 
apparently to give an order ; th n gl n 
cing again at the prisoner, from h 
fece the flush of anger was fad g h 
seemed to think better of it, and n ly 
said .to the witness, "Goon." 

Cassiday deposed that, the p 
night, he had lodged in No. 36 II 

front hall bed-room on the third fl f 
the house kept by the prisoner th t n 
the middle of the night he h d b n 
awakened by the sound of som 
moving alMut in his room ; that he re- 
cognized the prisoner by his general ap- 
pearance, but especially by his cloth cap 
trimmed with liir ; that at the moment 
he first saw him the prisoner was stoop- 
ing over a chair, just beyond the wash- 
stand, where he (the deponent) had laid 
his coat before going fo bed ; tiiat he 
(the prisoner) remained for some time 
in this stooping position, as if searching 
for something, then turned to the wash- 
stand, so that he (the deponent) could 
distinctly see his srde tace, took up a 
candlestick which was standing there, 
and passed out of the room on tiptoe ; 
that in the inside pocket of the coat he 
(the deponent) had a hundred and sev- 
enty dollars in a stout linen sack, and all 
in gold eagles, which, on rising after- 
ward to search his coat, he found was 
gone. 

Terence sat like one in a stupor, till 
awakened by a question of the mayor 
addressed to the witness ; 

" Did you lock your door before go- 
ing to rest ?" 

'I No ; I tried to, but 1 found the lock 
wouldn't work." 

" That's a lie I" burst forth Terence. 
" Divil a lock out of order in my house 
from garret to cellar !" 

"Wait your turn, prisoner," said the 
mayor, a little sternly : " you shall be 
heard in defence." Then to the wit- 



Vou say you saw the prisoner. Had 
y 1 ft your candle burning ? There 
moon last night, I think." 

No, your honor, but there was a 
ism] n the street just opposite, and 
1 was no curtain to the window ; so 
I Id see well enough." 

Why did not you stop him and raise 



th 



d" 



vas scared, just waking up, and 
afraid he might murder me if I 



Tl contempt on the prisoner's bold, 
f k face was something refreshing to 
' The chicken- so wled, perjured vil- 
1 n he muttered, under his breath. 

L ok at that money-bag," said the 
m J to the witness ; " is it the one 
J h d ?" 

After what seemed a carefiil examina- 
tion the man answered " No." 

" Officer, see what it contains." 

Seventeen gold eagles, ten half-eagles 
and twenty-two dollars in hank-notes — 
two hundred and forty-two dollars in 
all— were the contents. 

"Prisoner, where did you get these 



"A peddler paid me fifteen of them, 
to-morrow will be a week." 

"For what?" 

"Fora gold watch and chain and some 
jewelry." 

" How came you lo have a watch and 
jewelry for sale ?" 

" Sure, an' I took them IVom one of 
me boarders, for a debt of two hundred 
and twenty dollars, bein' I could get 
nothin' else." 

"And you have kept the money in 
that bag in your pocket ever since f" 

" Till this blessed day, yer honor." 

"Was any one present when you 
traded with the peddler .'" 

" 1 disreroember exactly, but ! think 

"What was his name !" 

" I never axed him." 

The mayor reflected, then made a few 
memoranda in pencil and handed them 
to the pohce officer; "Bring me word 
whether the lock in room 36 of the house 
occupied by the prisoner works well or 
not. Observe whether the window of 
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that room has a curtain, and whether it 
is opposite to a street lamp. Then ask 
the chambermaid of the house if she 
found a candlestick in No. 36 when she 
went to make the bed. Prisoner, we 
shall have (O det^n you til! the officer 
ruiums. In any event, the offence you 
are charged with is bailable, and you 
may send by him for any of your friends 
in case bail is required." 

In an hour the police officer returned, 
reporting that the lock of No. 36 would 
not work, that the window of that room 
was uncurtained, that there was a street- 
lamp just opposite to it, and that the 
cliambennaid declared I hat when she 
went, after breakfast, to do up the room, 
instead of finding the candlestick there, 
•Eis she expected, it was on iiie floor of 
the passage outside. 

After listening to this report, the 
mayor again called up the case, asked 
the prisoner what he had to say for him- 
self^ listened patiently to his vague, in- 
coherent protestations of innocence, and 
then ordered that he find bail for his ap- 
pearance to stand trial at the next term 
for larceny, and that the money-bag and 
its contents be meanwhile ret^ned. 
Two of his associates, whom he had re- 
luctantly sent for, came eagerly forward 
with the requisite bail, and Terence was 
released. 

Among his friends once more, Ter- 
ence soon regained, in a measure, the 
habitual flow of high spirits wliich had 
contiibuted to make him the general fa- 
vorite he was, 

" Norah," he said to his wife, from 
whom it had been impossible to conceal 
the ti:ansaction — " Norah, me darlint, is 
it crjin' ye are ? Hold up your head. 
Ye know yer husband isn't a thief. Ye 
would swear to that any day, wouldn't 



ye, 

The young wife threw her arms about 
his neck, hid her face on his shoulder 
and sobbed out: "Afore the throne 
o' God, Terence — afore the throne o' 
God !'■ 

" Then she's the true grit," said her 
husband, kissing her. " Now hearken to 
what I tell ye : I axed that officer — he 
was a dacent man, Norah, and a civil- 



spoken, if he was a policeman — I axed 
him could they put the dariiies on and 
make a prison-birdji' me— me that never 
stole a red cent in me life. And he said, 
says he, ' No, sir, they can't ; they 
dar'n't touch a hair of yer head til! they 
prove it on ye.' Them was his \&fj 
words. An' sure ye know, Norah, that 
they can't prove what never was. Could 
they prove that I wasn't yer lagel hus- 
band, acushla, or that them two children 
ye bore me wasn't mine ? Tell me that 1" 

That was putting (he case strongly, 
but the wife's lingering fears suggested a 
contingency : 

» What if that bad man swears a lie 
to get yer money ?" 

"And isn't there the judge sittin' on 
the bench, with his gown and his lam- 
in' ?" (Terence's ideas of judicial dig- 
nity were somewhat old-country-fash- 
ioned.) " D'ye think a low, lyin' scoun- 
drel like that can chate him out o' the 
fkce ?'■ 

So Norah dried her eyes and was 
comforted. For didn't Terence know 

Six weeks later the trial came on be- 
fore Judge Oswald Thomas. He wore 
neither wig nor gown, but, as he turned 
to look at the prisoner who had just 
taken his place in the dock, Terence's 
heart was lightened of a load : it was 
an honest, kind-hearted face. " It's all 
right," was his thought, and that helped 
him to bear up under the infliction of the 
public gaie. 

The usual question as to whether he 
was guilty or not guilty was repeated 
twice before Terence had collected his 
senses to answer : " Is it whether I stole 
the money ? The rascal knows I never 
did." 

A smile passed over the audience as 
the clerk recorded the plea "Not Guilty." 

"Who is your counsel, prisoner f" said 
the district attorney. 

" Me counsel ?" with a vacant stare. 

" Yes ; what lawyer have you engaged 
to defend you ?" 

" Is it a lawyer ye're axing after? I'll 
leave it all to his honor, there. It's only 
a thief that needs a lawyer, and do ye 
take me for a thief?" 
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"This is a veiy grave charge," ; 
the prosecutor, addressing the coi 
" the prisoner ought surely to have 
counsel." 

"Have you no money with which i 
pay a lawyer, prisoner ?" said the judge 

"They took me bag with more'n 
hundred dollars, but I've four hundred 
in. the bank yet." 

"Then you had better take a part of 
that four hundred and get a lawyer to 
attend to your case ?" 

"Does your honor think I'm a thief, 

" Never mind what I think. Take 
my advice : it's kindly meant. The 
court gives you three days for prepara- 
tion. Can the next case." 



le heyday oi this SDliloqily 
tobelhalof acliild.^likh 



nor chUd, I nent out witi 
my relimi back through th 
worda repeated mice over 



Terence fell into good hands, Carrol 
Bagster was an. upright man and an 
earnest, eloquent advocate. He ran his 
eye rapidly over tlie notes of the case. 
" Terence my good fellow " said he 
"this IS a bid 'icnpe Three 
and the court uilt prohabl) d 
two days nore Look here ' 
have to charge you a hundred d r^ 
it will take e\ery hour of mj m 
the tnal con es on and its on 
ing good money afiei bad. Pie 
then tlie sentence will be ligh — 
three or four months only, 
best chance." 

" Does everybody think I'm 
" I didn't say I thought you h 

money. The evidence is strong 
you, lout I've known it to be g 

more than one such convicted m 
I advise you lo plead guilty." 



"You want me to say I'm a thief?" 

"Well, do as yon think right, I only 
tell you how I beheve you can shorten 
the term of your service if it goes 
against you." 

"And Norah is to be a thief's wife ! 
And the blessed young ones are to be a 
thief's childher I And the ould man 
there In Contiaught, that used to nurse 
me on his knee, and was Just beginnin' 
fo be proud of his son — " 

Here the poor young fellow fairly 
broke down, and he sobbed till his sturdy 
frame shook like a child's. The lawyer 
looked at him compassionately and with 
a mingling of curiosity till the gust was 
over. Then he said : 

" 1 do believe you never touched the 
money, Terence." 

" The Lord in heaven reward you for 
that blessed word ! Then ye don't want 
me to be afier telling the lie and making 
a thief of myself?" 

"No: I'll stand by you and do my 
best to show that you told the truth 
when you pleaded not guilty." 

" It was a lucky day for me when 
Lawyer Hartman wouldn't look at me 

" Ah ! you applied to him ?" 
"Yes, and he told me to go to the 
divil, and so I came straight to your 

" Much obliged to you for the com- 
pliment," 

" Sorro' a bit ! It's little me and 
Norah — that's me ^vife — c\a ever do for 
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return. The peddler, too, who had pafd 
the fifteen eagles to Terence for jewelry, 
had left the city, and all trace of him 
was lost So of the lodger who \.%A 
given the jewelry in payment of his 
board-bill. 

Nor were the efforts to obtain some 
knowledge of Cassiday's antecedents 
any more successful in (heir results. It 
was on the ninth of May that lie slept 
at Terence's tavern. He had recorded 
Port Richmond as the last place he 
came from. No one there knew any- 
thing of Byron Cassiday. His name was 
not on the register of any adjacent 
U n, 

B 



I where he got the hundred and seventy 

1 dollars which he alleged to have been 

1 stolen from him, he replied that he had 

worked for two years and three-quarters 

! on the farm of a rich German name^ 

' Gottlieb Bauerman, living in the western 

' part cjf Berks county, with whom he had 

stipulated that the money paid to him 

I should all be in gold ; that the hundred 

and seventy dollars were the savings of 

these two years and three-quarters ; that 

he had left Mr. Bauerman's on the 

second day of May last, and had come 

to Philadelphia to deposit the money in 

a savings bank. The man's look was 

in his favor, but his testimony was 

en with great clearness and an ap- 

ent desire to be strictly exact His 

meanor was far from being that of an 

erate laborer : the Irish accent was 

dtly to be recognized, but his lan- 

g ge, with slight exceptions, was cor- 

t and to the point. 

The policeman gave the same testi- 

m ny which had been contained in his 

port to the mayor touching the lock of 

room and the street lamp imniedi- 

y opposite. The chambermaid of 

tavern, Arrah O'Neil, an unwilling 

ness, whose testimony was elicited 

y by direct questions on the part of 

prosecution, testified that she found 

candlestick, on the morning after the 

g d h h fl 



evidence he had given before the mayor ; 
nor did a searching cross-examination 
elicit any thing contradictory or sus- 
picious. He never lost his self-posses- 
sion. Interrogated as to whether he 
could swear positively to the identity of 
the prisoner, he replied emphatically in 
the affirmative, adding tliat he had a view 
of his features for as much, he thought, 
as half a minute, at first in profile — 
afterward, as he turned to leave the 
room, his full face ; and that he (wit- 
ness) was aljsolutely certain he was not 
mistaken in the man. When asked 



h b 



No. ra 

light ff ded by h 
and, finally, that she had heard her nr 
ter, on the Sunday morning before his 
arrest, when conversing with his wife at 
broalilast, say that his landlord had of- 
fered him the house he was living in on, 
verj' favorable terms, provided he could 
pay a thousand dollars down within a 
week ; that he told his wife he would 
jump at the oiFer if he had or conld bor- 
row a couple of hundred dollars more, 



ab,Google 



BBTOND THE BREAKERS. 



but where to find tliat he didn't know. 
This testimony produced the more effect 
upon the jury because it was evidently 
wrung from a witness who was particu- 
larly anxious to say nothing that might 
prejudice the case of the prisoner. 

For the defence several tradesmen and 
others, chiefly Irishmen, were examined 
as h g 1 h f 1 

cus d N h g Id b Id 

tor5 1 1 m h y m d b 

the ff f h k d bj h 

very 1 d an p 1 h 

wh I y 1 d h mm d 

tion B d h p f ood p 

vio h h g as p d by 

the I f 

h 1 y beh d 

tole bl) 11 H p d h po 
ind d, h q iy b m h 

migh h be pe d f p i f 

prof J b f 

distinction, speakmg in a laige court 
room that was crowded to its utmost ca- 
pacity. How little men usually consider 
what a terrible thing it is to set the sat- 
isfaction of professional success against 
a liuman reputation or a human life ! I 
think that an attorney prosecuting in the 
people's name fails in duty if he conceals 
from the jury whatever may have come to 
his knowledge in extenuation or defence 
of theaccused; since, though this be more 
especially the province of the prisoner's 
counsel, or of the judge in dehvering his 
charge, every officer engaged in judicial 
proceedings ought to feel conscience- 
bound to aid, to tlie full extent of his 
knowledge, in bringing to the surface all 
facts bearing on the case. Is this a fas- 
tidious refinement in morality ? So is a 



was found on his person on the morning, 
after the larceny ; that the prisoner's oc- 
cupation, that of retailing ardent spirits, 



was not one calculated to encourage or 
preserve a high tone of morality, espe- 
cially when strong temptation presented 
itself; and that there evidently was in 
the prisoner's mind a motive such as 
might tempt, and had often tempted, to 
crime even those who had hitherto borne 
a fair character before the world — 
y, a craving desire to become the 
of tiie house he lived in. .Such a 
d he remarked, was often the one 

b bing ambition of a man's life, par- 
I ly of one bom in humble rank in 
ntry where the possession of land, 
m polized by the rich, was an almost 
1 pe ss prize to persons of his condi- 
But the points which, to judge by 
h ountenances of tlie jurors, chiefly 
Id pon them were contained in the 
1 g argument of the prosecutor. 

entlemen," he said, "in cases of 
crime, committed under the veil- 
ing cloud of night, small incidents, such 
as are usually called accidental, often ex- 
pose and convict the most wily criminaL 
Of this truth two striking proofs present 
themselves in the present case. The 
accusing witness lost a sum of money ; 
the exact amount was a hundred and 
seventy dollars : the exact form in which 
the witness possessed that sum was in 
gold-pieces of ten dollars each. Now 
precisely that amount, in precisely that 
denomination of gold-pieces — seventeen 
eagles — was found on the prisoner's per- 
son a few hours after the scene by the 
washstand. Was this chance? What 
a strange chance ! Supposing the wit- 
ness a peijurer, how could be, an entire 
stranger to the prisoner, possibly guess 
that the prisoner had precisely that num- 
p y that denomination of 

n his pocket ? What an 
m of chances against such 
Was it accidental ? Is 
be believed that it was 
d d b Providence that the infatu- 
d man uld retain on his person 
ess of his guilt ? Nor 
fi f God, which reveals so 

in d wickedness, less evident 

m another apparently unim|w>rtantacces' 
sory to the deed. The prisoner, intenJ- 
ing, no doubt, to cloak his retreat from 
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tiie scene of liis iniquity (in case some 
eye should spy him), picks up the ca 
Slick and carries it from the room ; 
he does not take it to his own 
chamber, lest it should testify ag 
him. Finding everything quiet in 
hall outside, he deposits it on the f1 
A trifle light as air in itself, if you 
and yet even such a tnfie has ere w 
brought home to the conscience of 
blood stamed cnininal the truth of 
adige that Murder wdl out T 
witness O Neil, the chambermaid 
luctanlly confesses thit di ring 
eighteen months she had spent in 
prisoner s house such a. thing had not 
htppened Why should it happen ' 
What imaginable motive could any one 
have to take that i^adlesfii-k from the 
washstand and deposit it On the floor 
outside ? — what imaginable mot e save 
the whisperings of guilt ' God moies 
in a m)Sterious mij in biing ng sinners 
to punishment The Great md the 
Small — the revolution that unseats a tj 
rant and the \er eat act of insignificance 
which enables us to track crime through 
the dark less in which it seeka to en 
shroud Itself— are alike of His ordainiUj, 
whose hnger appears in ilL 

Bagster had upl ill work no witness 
lo piove that Cassidayhid seen the gold 
in Terences possession— no evidence as 
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home to themselves. 

Theie is not a man among you," he 
said though he be law-abiding to the 
utmost verge of religious scruple, who 
may not h mself be placed in the same 
posil on now occupied by my client. 
Theie s not a father or a mother among 
the h indreds who no h ar m y 

not find a son or a d h aigl d 

tomorro« in the h bl n 

appeal n^ lo Heave f 1 j 
which men on eartl f gr n 

struggl ng in the h hi 

pic on and abasement 1 d ai d 

them till their very c n o tak n 

captive turns traitor nd 1 If p uad 
them that they re.illy h g 1 y 

wretches which the \ Id u d 

m 1 t, 

d d d Ik Hm 
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in darkness, 


however 


. that 
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of comfort. 


On tw 


D sides of his du 



geon there were small windows near the 
roof, two on each side, giving a dim, 
reddish light, reflected from a lamp as it 
seemed to him, for it did not resemble 
the light of day. 

"But where was the door by which 
he had been carried in, gagged and 
muffled ? He felt all over the seitnie^s 
walls of his cell — carefully at first, ner- 
vously at last — but neither sight nor 
touch could defect even the slenderest 
fissure indicating a possible means of 
entrance or eSit. He listened Not 
a sound ! Hour passed after hour, and 
ever the same unbroken stillnesa He 
had cast himself on his pallet and closed 
his eyes to shut it all out. But his 
thoughts choked him, and at last, as if 
motion might shake them ofl", he sprang 
to his feet. Just before him, some three 
feet from the ground, was suspended, by 
a chain from the ceiling, a metal tray, on 
which stood food and water. He turned 
from it in utter disgust, and paced his 
cell, impatient in his desolation. His 
steps awoke not the slightest footfall : 
they had placed on his feet sofi, flannel- 
soled slippers, of which the tread gave 
back no sound ; but he scarcely noticed 
this at the time. Again he threw him- 
self on his couch, seeking sleep in vain. 
Whether half an hour or an hour passed 
he knew not, but when he looked up the 
tray and its contents had disappeared, 
though not the slightest noise — not the 
creak of a wheel, not the clink of a 
chain— had reached his ears. After a 
time the light from the windows waned, 
went out, and he supposed it night. Tu- 
multuous fever-dreams, that could not be 
called slumber, wore out the hours of 
darknes.s. The lurid light gradually re- 
appeared. With it, at last, came the 
cravings of hunger. He had refused 
food — would they leave him to starve ? 



When hour p sed tfter 1 



h d 



d. T 



, he 



shed 
animal 

' Tno days, as the captive reckoned 
them, passed by — the second like the 
first then the third night As light 
dawned, he gazed eagerly toward it. It 
WIS his one visitor — the single incident 
that broke the dreary monotony of his 
dajs But what was this? The light 
shone tlirough three windows only : some 
shutter or curtain must have darkened 
the fourth. He thought but little of the 
matter, and only hoped that such an ac- 
adent would not happen often, for he 
needed all the light he had. 

" Another day, and still the fourth 
wmdow seemed veiled. Another night. 
How ' Were his eyes cheating him ? 
Tv.0 windows only ! He sprang up as 
if some one had stricken him a blow. 
Could it be ? He grasped his mattrass, 
rolled it up as tightly as he could, set it 
against the wall just under one of the 
veiled windows, stood upon it on tiptoe. 
His hands nearly reached the lower line 
of the windows. His eyes peered eagerly 
tlirough the dim light It was no shutter, 
no curtain that obscured it. The •win' 
dow itself find disappeared, leaving not 
a trace beliind ! 

" Words are weak to picture the pris- 
oner's dismay. One sense had already 
lost its earthly correspondence. His was 
an existence without sound— as utterly 
still as if there were neither life nor 
motion in the world, or as if the man, 
breatliing still, had been a tenant of the 
tomb. He had stamped for very rage, 
but his footsteps fell on that ice-smooth 
floor as mute as snow-flakes on the sea. 
Was another sense to be reduced to 
impotence ? 

" He gazed around him, a look of en- 
treaty on the upturned face, almost as if 
he were imploring the lost windows to 
reappear. In the diminished light his 
dungeon seemed to be contracting in its 
dimensions) or was it his senses, thus 
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office. But he forced tht 
— a single step : he was 
the dungeon-ivall I 
' " The touch flashed 
him. It was all l)efore him now. It 
burned itself into his brain. Light go- 
ing, Hope gone ! All human effort as 
vain as against Omnipotence itself! 
Window after window, inch by inch ! 
He felt— ah how vividly !— what was 
coming. In utter silence, in brooding 
darkness, slowly, slowly advancing, a 
creeping Fate I Was ever death of 
horror conceived like that !" 

The orator paused amid a hush that 
. almost typified tlie scene his fancy had 
summoned into existence. The jury sat 
entranced, as by magnetic glamour, their 
eyes riveted on the speaker. ]n lower, 
more level tones he proceeded ; " I pur- 
sue the terrible story no farther. But 
kis it no counterpart here, in this nine- 
teenth century, amid our civilisation ? 
We have, indeed, no dungeons of ada- 
mant, with windows that vanish in sue- 
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admit, day after day, the light of Heaven, 
yet hope.s dearer than Heaven's light 
will go out lliere, one by one — the hope 
of a good name, of a happy and con- 
tented lot— the hope that his wife may 
rejoice in his fair fame, that his children 
may honor his memory. The walls of 
his solitary cell will remain stationary ; 
he need not fear that they will close 
upon him ; the grated, iron-bound door 
will continue visible, and will open daily 
to the under-keeper — now and then to 
the chaplain. But can the words of 
jailer or holy man undo what you will 
have done? Can they persuade him that 
when, at the close of his term, he shall 
emerge to the world, it will be the same 
man who in the time gone by went atiout 
his avocations careless and light-hearled, 
with many to love and to trust him — with, 
none lo make him afraid ? The man of 
God may declare to him that if his con- 
science be void of offence a day will 
come when the Great Judge of the quick 
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and t^ie dead will reverse the verdict of 
a fallible earthly tribunal. But what can 
he assure to him upon earth meanwhile? 
Here, at this very moment, are hundreds 



H 

need not live under aperpetual lie— a lie 
that his associates may, any day, delect. 
But if he conceal not the Cain-brand 
that is upon him, whither shall he flee 
where it may not, some day, show torth ' 
Among strangers he may win back atjam 
a fair name, he may build up, once more 
3 thriving business. But shall not abird 
of the air carry the matter ? Go ivl ere 
he wili, there stand up around h m al 
belt unseen by stranger eyes, the adi 
mantine walls of public opinion, a pei-- 
petual menace. He sees them ; he knows 
that, under the impulse of an invisible, 
intangible mechanism, which a breath 
may set in motion, these mysterious 
walls may dose around him, crushing to 
tragments honest reputation, bright busi- 
ness prospects, respect of neighbors, 
trust of friends, honored rank in the 
community — everything that makes life 
worth having. Better the tyrant's dun- 
geon of tangible adamant A s ngle 
agony, and its victim was at rest for 

Again the speaker paused H s e es 
were moist and his voice was tre nulous 
as he resumed : " Terrible n u t 1 e pen 
alty be regarded, even wl en tl e gu It t 
requites is flagrant as the sun at noon 
day I But of this I make no complaint 
I bow to the majesty of the law, I re 
member it is written : 'The wicl cd flee 
when no man pursueth.' So be it ' I 
but ask that you will not take wickedness 
for granted, I but 



othe 

who, for aught that appears a| 
may be innocent — the doom — 
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Indian Pariah's ! — the lifelong doom of 
outlawry which fthat society may obtain 
protection) a stern code has provided for 
the guilty," 

effective, for the moment, was 
ch of which these extracts give 
nperfect idea. Had the jury re- 
soon as Bagster concluded, the 
vould probably have been of ac- 
But there was interposed the 
charge ; and its calm, dispassion- 
s contrasted strangely with the 
pe us appeal of the advocate. 

have been greatly moved," he 
he jury, " and i confess to hav- 
ing shared the emotion. Eloquence is 
a noble gift, yet it behooves us to be on 
our guard lest it encroach on the prov- 
ince of reison and ob'^cure 'JOund iudg- 
ment In a case 1 te Ihit before us one 
si ould look rati er to the phm mailer 
ol fact deHds thin to ^bttenng generah 
ties which apply in a measure to all 
humin decisions Undoubtedly inno 
cent persons in all ages have been con 
victed , bi t this mvst sometimes occur, 
so long as judges are men and jurors are 
fallible creatures. From the very dis- 
position of lawlessness to cloak itself, it 
often happens that for the worst crimes 
we can have circumstantial evidence 
only. Again, certain offences are of 
such a nature that one witness only can 
be obtained to give direct evidence. 
Such an offence is that with which the 
prisoner stands charged. The lestimony, 
positively sworn (o by the witness Cas- 
s day s tl at the pr oner en ered h s 
bed chan ber n tl e leid of n ^ht and 
took tl ence a bag of n oney Unless 
so ne one 1 id seen the accused enter 
the roo n or leave t — and aga nst the 
happen nc of such an nt dent there are 
ex ren e n probib 1 ties— vhat d rect tes 
timony except that of the sufferer was 
possible ' But the law never demands 
impossibihties It is mj duty to tell 
you thit It 13 not sufficient reason for 
acquitting the prisonei that one person 
only WIS present when the alleged thefi 
was committed If jou see reason to 
behcie that tl e witness has sworn to a 
falsehood of course \cir verdict should 
free the prisoner Lut \ou ought not 
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hastily lo conclude fliat he is a perj 
because he has a pecuniary intere 
bringing about convictioa. In e 
case where a man has property st 
from him, and that property is found 
the thiet the same pecuniary int 
exists. You are the judges how fa 
man's counteiianca and demeanor 
against him ; but it is proper I sh d 
remind yoii that the defence was un b 
on cross-examination, to breali down 
evidence, or at all to weaken the s 
by drawing forth a single contradic 
admission." 

Then the judge called the jury's a 
tion to the various corroboratory cir 
stances going to sustain the testin 
_of the main witness — the unexpla 
incident of the chamber-door lock, evi- 
dently tampered with by some one 
shortly before the alleged theft ; that of 
the candlestick found in an unusual 
place ; the coincidence between the 
seventeen eagles found on the person of 
the prisoner and the sum said to have 
been stolen by him. This last, however, 
he said, was not to be taken as evidence 
of the same grade as that obtained when 
a specific piece of stolen property is 
identified. One eagle precisely resem- 
bles another ; there was no allegation 
thatany of the stolen eagles were marked, 
nor had any testimony been adduced by 
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minds ^ reasonable doubt whether the 
offence was committed, give the prisoner 
the benefit of that doubt. If, on the 
contrary, it produces conviction of his 
guilt, do not scruple to express this by 
your verdict, leaving the culprit lo be 
dealt with according to the laws of that 
country which he has voluntarily selected 
as his own." 

The jury were all night in session. 
Half an hour after the opening of the 
court, next morning, they brought in 
their verdict— Guilty ! 



' we, for a season, the fortunes 
Cassiday — not an interesting 
anything but a good or a 
yet of such among others — 

1 better, a few worse — is this 
world of ours made up. If 

d the making of it, we should 
ided — should we not ? — the 
sidays from our scheme, for 
an element which could well 

' To us, in our earthly wis- 
ms so. I am not willing to 
in my admission, being, in- 

sposed to spend much time 

ueslion of questions, that has 

en ever since they began to 
origin of evil. We have not 
h by which lo answer it here. 
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We look at it through a ^lass, darkly 
Had we not better postpone Ihe inquir\ ? 
— it need not be for long. By and by 
the solution may be within our reach 
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fair chance. Th II ■'i f 
Irish peasant-gi 1 B d t 
whose good lo k d 5 y 
attracted the att t f S( 

lorny, the keen E f h t 
eager horse-rac tl 

been suffered, b\ h I dl 
mother, ti 



fulnf 
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duty by the cliild in giving his mother a 
few pounds ^eiily to teed and clothe 
him in sending hm for two 3r three 
jears to a countrj school, where tlie lad 
I d qiickness and deaire lo learn j 
ly nhen he wis ol 1 enough to 
lile a hotse, m promot ng hiin 
pr nc pal jockej H s j outhful 
ereafier were chiefly spent in 
ng-stable, his bed beside the 
and his associates the stable- 
bo other hangers-on of the place, 
exciting, dissolute hfe, one of 
tions being the handsome gra- 
hich his father handed him, frotn 
me, when he chanced to bring 

e age of seventeen, finding that 
th had outgrown the proper 
oc eight, the Squire apprenticed 

neighboring miller. There he 
ve done well enough, had not 
cedents engendered disgust for 
dy occupation. He bore it, in 
ing way, for two years, then ran 
ff merica. 

H for several years, he found em- 
t in a livery stable in PhiladeV 
habits, the while, degenerating. 
D a drunken frolic one night he 

a serious difficulty with the po- 
rn which he was extricated by a 
an, a recent acquaintance, form- 
led clerk to a conveyancer, but 
lately set up for himself as at- 
-law. Better he had been left 
nds of the authorities, for his r 
uaintance led him from vice to 
The legal profession in our 
s seldom disgraced, even among 
blest members, by lawless men. 
B OS Cranstoun, smooth and plaus- 

xterior, was one of these. His 
a^ clerk had been low : he wanted 

a start in life without working too hard 
and waiting too long for it. Yet he greatly 
disliked to incur the penalties of the law : 
he had no intention of emplojing hazard- 
tool except for a season, Jniit to get 
■ the first roughness of poverty. 
Nay 1 s natural caution might have 
' ■ ed him. in default of belter motive, 
o erstepping legal bounds at all, 
ot a tempting lawsuit, involving a 
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large amount of property, been put into 
bis hands by a young profiigaie, just as 
his own small savings, laid up during 
his clerkship, had nearly run out, while 
his meagre practice scarcely defrayed 
office-rent. He saw that liis client's 
case, whether just or not, was hopeless 
stood There was lacking 
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Id t w t J f h Ip t any 
swindhug," Cranstoun said to him; ''my 
client has justice on his side ; but a 
main witness is not forthcoming— dead, 
no doubt. All I want you to do is to 
swear what he would have sworn if 

" But if I know nothing about it, that 
would be swearing false." 

" For a good purpose." 

" Maybe !" with a contemptuous smile. 
Tlien, his face darkening, he added: 
" What is your punishment for it ?" 

" A year or two in the State prison ; 
but do you think I would propose such 
a thing to you if there were any risk ?" 

" Don't you see, man, that I am in 
the same boat myself?" 

" I see tiiat if I get paid for such a 
piece of w ii k you 11 get fai belter paid 
and so far we are in the sane boat 
But I'm I l.e to be caught and joull be 
sure to cone off free 

"Thats a mstike Suppose t were 
a fiUse oati if I procure jou to sweir 
it I am gu Itj of suborialion ot perjirj 
and that is a St-ite pr son offence Do 
you think I would chance a prison cell 
if ! thought there was any risk worth 
talking of ? 

" Can vou show me how such a thing 
may be done w thout risl^ Mr Cran 

" Eas I\ He look fro n one of the 
pigeon -h cl es ot his de>!k a paper which 
he read oier to Cassiday slowly repeat 



ing several passages. " That's your 
lesson. You must learn it so that no- 
body can put you ouL When you know 
it all, I'U cross-examine you," 

'i Yes," taking up another paper. 
" Here are all the questions the opposite 
lawyers are the most likely to ask you. 
If you can stand my cross-examination, 
you can stand theirs. You'll have it all 
as pat as the catechism before you go 

Cassiday paused, and tbe other re- 

" Two hundred and fifty dollars, 
\vhether we win or lose. How long will 
it take you to earn tJiat, rubbing down 
horses in a livery stable ?" 

The last question touched Cassiday's 
weak spot. Not even daily intercourse 
with the dissolute retainers of his father's 
racing stable had so demoralized the 
young man as the large sums he occa- 
sionally received when victor in a race. 
These came so easily, giving him for 
weeks or months at a time the means 
of prodigal indulgence. It was as fatal 
to after content in honest labor as if he 
had won prize after prize in a lottery. 
No prizes at the mill where he had been 
apprenticed ; no prizes in a Philadelphia 
livery stable— nothing but dull, toilsotne, 
tedious work at a dollar a day. He 
wanted to put into the lottery again, and 
the old Serpent tliat cheated Eve gave 
him a chance — a chance to win two hun- 
dred and fifty dollai-s in little more time 
than it had taken him to ride a winning 

When the suit came on he was per- 
fect in his lesson, impassive under cross- 
exarnination, won his prize, and squan- 
dered if, ere three months were over, in 
reckless dissipation. 

About the time when Cassiday's purse 
was exhausted, volunteers were called for 
to serve in the war against Mexico. 
Fighting, he thought, was better than 
working, and he enlisted. 

Just according to the motives that 
prompt a citizen to become a soldier are 
the results on his character of two or 
three campaigns. Tiiese may make out 
of an unfonned stripling a self-pos- 
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sessed, energetic man ; or they may 
CDnfirm a rogue in a spirit of lawlessness 
and harden habits of license and excess. 

The latter was the result in Casslday's 
case. He served under Shields; fought 
creditably enough ; fell, stunned by a 
sabre-cut from a Mexican dragoon, on 
the same field on which his commander 
was shot through the body by an esco- 
pette ball ; and came home with a heavy 
bag of niexican dollars. " To the vic- 
tors belong the spoils" was his favorite 
maxim for some time after his return. 

The Mexican dollars soon went the 
usual way of ill-gotten gains. Then 
came several years of poverty and sor- 
did expedients ; so bitter in tlie recollec- 
tion that Cassiday, wilh purse once more 
filled out of Satan's lottery and with an 
unwonted ly decent coat on his back, began 
to doubt whether work, if it was not too 
hard, might not be preferable to his re- 
cent struggles against starvation. 

Either work or another prize out 
of the lottery ; and that brought his 
thoughts back to Cranstoun, of whom 
he had lost sight since he first e 1 t d 
After several days spent in baffl d 
quiries, he learned that he had ttl d 
eight or nine years before, in W t n 
Ohio, having become a resident f th 
village of Chiskauga, situated at h t 
distance from one of the stations th 
Riverdale Railway. 

In the afternoon of the second d y h 
reached the station ; and, leaving h b 
gage to come on by the stage in the 
ing, set out to walk to the villag — ft 
miles distant, they told him it wa 

The road, chiefly through the f t, 
was bounded, at intervals on either iide, 
by farms — some with comparatively spa- 
cious and comfortable dwellings and out- 
houses i others of more recent date and 
scantier accommodations. 

Soon after leaving the station, as he 
was ascending a hill, a horseman over- 
took him, and suffered the animal he 
rode— a stout hackney— to drop into a 

" You are bound for Chiskauga ?" he 

" Yes, for the first time. Is it a large 
place;- 



" A village of some fifteen hundred 

" I thought any settlement out here 
that had reached a thousand inhabitants 
was above being called anything but a 

" Ours isn't. It's a village — looks 
like a village, and has village ways. 
You'll find the houses, except along part 
of the main street, set back from the 
sidewalks, each in a garden — small 
houses, most of them. We have scarcely 
any rich people, but very few who are 
not pretty well-to-do. It's a place that 
likes pic-nics and strawberry parties and 
blackberry gatherings, and Fourth-of- 
July celebrations, and Christmas balls, 
and theatre-going about New Year's 
Day." 

" Balls, theatres ! — out here in the 
woods !" 

"Why not? We're not in such a 
hurry to get rich that we can't enjoy our- 
selves as we go along. When the girls 
have washed up the dishes after dinner, 
they get up their horses, saddle them 
and m k p d p Wh tl 

J m t t d 11 d y g I 

th y t t t— t ft -n th 

k ra yb — f tl mm 
K h C k t pi y bas b 1! 
A d h t b t th 1 p 



t 



SI 1 
d t 

d th y 



I Oh J 

Wi> tl 
bb d 



f 



th 



t f 



lip I d t d y 
t call tl J 11 h p- 

k 1 f > t d t t y 1 W 

I 1 p pt 5b t I d 

barbers — yes, and a blacksmiths or a 
carpenter's shop — that will pass." 

"I'll be careful; but do the stores 
take care of themselves till the game's 

" No, there's a clerk left, and he 
senda a boy to the play-ground for the 
owner, if he's specially wanted. Next 
day they let the clerk take his turn. Then, 
on Saturday afternoons, if it's fine, they 
generally shut up and go boating on the 

" Are there no rich men in the place ?" 
" Yes— Mr. Sydenham : you'll see his 
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house or the hiil, about a mile west of 
town, on the left as you go in : Rose- 
bank he cills it. You'll know it, for it's 
the hamlsomest house in the county, 
with stables and coach-house, and a 
barn good enough to live i 



round here 



t thous 



i of land 



clean limbs and a muzzle that could 
drink out of a pint cup ; a good feeder 
and a good goer, I'll warrant. Can 
make his fifty miles a day and never 

"Seventy of them, easy, with your 
weight. I'm rather heavy for him." 
The speiker must have been in his 



"You 

"Or . J 

But I did hear that some young fellow — 
I've forgotten who they said it was— is 
courting her too." 

" Is Mr. Sydenham married ?" 

" A widower — near on forty, I should 
think ; a good citizen, that has done 
more for the neigliborhood than e'er an- 
olher man in the country. The village 
has doubled in size since lie settled 

"You haven't named yourself, stran- 
ger, on your list, I think you must be 
pretty well off. That's a capital road- 

" I'm Nelson Tyler, owner of Tyler's 
Mili^that road just before us to the 
left turns off to it. Yes," letting the 
horse's neck, "the gelding's not amiss." 

" Shoulder fine and high ; hips well 
up i just room for (he saddle ; thick 
thi'ough the heart ; good round barrel, 



n tell that by your eye, Mr. — — 
" Casslday — Byron Cassiday i 






"Well, Mr. Cassiday, if you conclude 
to stay here, come and see me at the 
mill. I'm not rich ; I work hard for a 
living, but it's a pretty good living, and 
something to spare for a friend. Our 
roads part here. It's less than four 
miles to the village. Good- evening." 

Cassiday walked on, musing: "After 
an heiress ! He'll leave no stone un- 
turned, if some of them are pretty deep 
in the mud. He goes in to win. Mi 
bet on him if the stakes are only large 
enough." 

Occupied by such thoughts, he reached 
a point wliere the road had been cut, 
with a gradual de.scent, on one side of a 
picturesque ravine, the opposite slope, 
on the left, being covered with a wilder- 
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ness of blackberry bushes, among which, 
had he come a month or two sooner, he 
might have seen women and children 
busy gathering the fruit. 

" Is it fiir to Chisiiauga ?" he said to 
a j-oung girl whom he met, her willow 
basket filled with templing cantaloupes. 

" It's close by. You can see the 
place, and ever so far round it, from that 
hill," pointing to a small eminence on 
the right, a blue-grass pasture, where 
sheep were feeding 

"D h m d p vTlk 

"W k d h g h 

large b n d w h 

tonishm ^'h h d 

Cas d y d h p 

fence, a a, nd d h 

Even mp u 

influen N ha 

pects, b buy 

rural scene that stretched out for mdes 

The rounded knoll on which he .stood 
fornied portion of a semi-circular range 
of undulating hills, rising sixty or seventy 
feet above the plain below, and sweeping 
round, about a mile from the village, on 
its western side. Where these were too 
steep for ordinary cultivation, they were 
laid out in vineyards, terraced, Else- 
where they furnished building- spots 
("each with a charming prospect), gar- 
aens, orchards, pasture-fields. On tlie 
left, where the range of hills increased 
in height, and some half a mile or three- 
quarters north of where C d j od 
be noticed, through the & 

which he set down as ^ Syd 
—a pretty villa built m 

reddish stone, standing p f 1 
up the hillside. It fro d 
garden and meadow o h 1 
front ; and beyond there were vin 
reaching north to a small stre m 
creek as it was usually called. A 
way up that stream could he 
rustic bridge, crossing to what seemed a 
cemetery ; for one could discern, Iiere 
and there, under the evergreens with 
which it was dotted, small white monu- 
ments, .shining in the evening sun. Lower 
down, 3 light mist or spray seemed to 



indicate a waterfall. Beyond the creek, 
the hill-range swept round to the east, 
half enclosing the village common, the 
resort of those truant lovers of base- 
ball to whom the burly owner of Tyler's 
mill had alluded. 

In front, directly east of him, was tlie 

village, literally embowered in trees, the 

rows of black locusts marking the street 

lines. Several large buildings stood out 

above the foliage — a produce waiehouse, 

a <Tanary, a mill for the manufacture of 

d d rn meal, four or five good sized 

nd the hke. There weie dso 

n pie churches, and several dwell 

be p k' tl t 



On he 
Cassiday 
leading in 
side, witl 
sheltered 

On the 

raagnifice 
slight un 

richest q 
that dire 
of prima? 
of the vil 
this plain 



m b ga 

been called by the aborigines, doubtless 
because of the multitude of grasshoppers 
seen on its banks.* It was approached 
" ith the vil- 
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lage, by an avenue, usually called the 
Eim Walk, from the double row of elm 
trees which bordered it on either side, 
and which had been planted thirty years 
before by Mr. Sydenham's father. This 
picturesque bit of water was some three 
or four miles in length and a mile and a 
half or two milea wide. On its south 
and west shores its Irinks of fine gruel 
and Slid were low and slopmg but the 
nnge of hills which swept lound the 
village common struck the lake on its 
northern bank rising into steep cliffs 
seveitj feet in height, Clowned with 
cedais Thus as Ciss day looked at it 
from his commanding standpoint he 
could see that its shores were low and 
level toward the village Irom wh ch it 
-was distant about half a mile, but rocky 
and precipitous on the left almost to its 
eastern extremity. 

In that hard profligate, who had sent 
to prison among felons an innocent man 
whom be had robbed, there must have 
been, underlying the selfish, reckless, 
lawless propensities, some dash of good 
—a little leaven, though the lump, the 
growth of lax self-indulgence, proved too 
large for it. It did not amount to much 
in practice ■ vet it kept him there fice 
w h h p 
w h h w h h d 

n hal y fid 

p d h n m 

d b d 

d d h d 



g d 
h dhffi 
d b 



h h T h d d n 

piison, provided he could have been as- 
sured that the young fellow would never 
cross his path again. But to redeem 
his victim from penal servitude by paying 
back the sura he had gained by his con- 
viction, and donning his own shabby 
suit again — that never crossed his mind. 



29 

He began to wonder whether some of 
the dwellers in that quiet village might 
not be living happier lives than himself, 
even if they did work day by day. But 
he had no desire to change places with 
them and try the experiment. He must 
find a shorter road to a living 1 perhaps 
he could, honestly. If not— Then it 
occurred to him that he wis wasting his 
timewhei he might ahead) inie seen 
Cranstoun He ro'ie shook oft his 
thoughts and strode hastily toward the 
Milage 

Two hours later he knocked -^t Cian 
stoun 3 door 

The servant grl took fiom a small 
bov hanging -igninst the w^U of the en 
trance hall a scrap of paper and a pen 
cil, which she handed to Cassiday, say- 
ing, " Your name, please, sir." 

He wrote it, and followed to the 
office-door. Hearing Cranstoiin's voice 
repeating, in a tone of inquiry, " Cassi- 
day ? Cassiday ?" he entered unan- 
nounced. 

" Yes, an old friend of yours. You 
mustn't forget his name. You remember 
me, don't you ?" 

" Of course, but I thought yon were 
killed at the battle of Cerro Gordo." 

'A cut across the earr," pointing to 
"that was all — the scar of honorable 

rvice, Mr. Cranstoun. Shall I take a 

' Certainly, I didn't notice you were 

nding. I'm glad to see you again." 

Cran.stoun's face, as the other knew 

b experience, never furnished an index 

as to the truth or falsehood of such an 

OS ertion as that last. So his visitor 

ked bluntly ; 

' Do you happen to have anything on 

d that I can help in ?" 

'Nothing — that is, nothing in the 
d line. It is better we should be frank 

1 each other, Mr. — " glancing at the 
p per-— " Mr. Cassiday. I've done well 
since you saw me. This house is my 
own, with three or four more, and a 
couple of sections of good land beside." 
" I'm glad to hear it." 
" Now observe ! There's a time for 
everything. The time has passed, years 
ago, when I thought it worth while to do 
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" Nor 1." 

" Indeed ? What's become of my 
friend Bryan DeJorny ?" 

" He has disappeared : you won't be 
troubled with him any more. I've come 
out respectable," 

" You !" 

" Wliy not ?" — taking a linen bag from 
an inside waistcoat pocket and pouring 
the contents on the table, " I once saw 
a young fellow show his money like that, 
and he repented it bitterly afterward. 
But I'm safe with you, Mr. Cranslouo. 
We were ia the same boat together at a 
risky time, and we mustn't quarrel," 
pocketing the gold, 

"Why should I quarrel with you ?" 

" Not one reason why you should, and 
at least ten very good reasons why you 
sliouldn't. Could not j'Ou get me some- 
thing to do^Q the safe line, but not too 
hard work ?" 

" Wliat sort .'" 

" Well, suppose we say — coachman to 
Mr. Hartland." 

Cranstoun, off his guard for a moment, 
turned sharply on Cassiday, but the lat- 
ter stood tlie look wifliout the slightest 
indication that he noticed it. Tiien the 
lawyer asked quietly, " What do you 
know of him ?" 

" They were talking in the tavern, at 
the supper-table, about the match pair 
of sonels he bought for liis carriage last 
week. I hate sorrels, they're so hard 
to keep dean ; bat a man can't have 
everything just to his hand. They said 
a good deal about liim, and — " looking 
at Cranstoun and adding in an indilTerent 
tone — "about some niece of his, I 
think." 

This time Cranstoun was on his guard, 
and he merely asked, in a tone as in- 
different as the other's, " Ah I what did 
they have to say about her f" 

"Well, I didn't take much notice: 
some rigmarole, I believe, about a young 
man that was courting her, but I've for- 
gotten the name." 

Cranstoun never swore— aloud. And 
if he did sometimes curse a man in his 
heart, the spark of profitless, unregulated 



speedily went out. The tend- 
ency of his temperment was not to hate 
his fellow-creatures, but to use them. 
And this man before him, who had just 
turned up so unexpectedly — there were 
useful points about him, if he -a/as im- 
pertinent. Here the fellow had proba- 
bly been but a couple of hours in Chis- 
kauga, and it seemed doublfiil whether 
he hadn't already made some shrewd 
guesses at matters which he (Cranstoun) 
had no mind the public should know 
anything about. A dangerous man, tf«, 
to have for an enemy. He turned all 
this over in his mind, silently, for sev- 
eral minutes, Cassiday, the while, main- 
taining his look of unconcern, and ap- 
parently occupied in critical examination 
of a portrait of Chief- Justice Marshall 
over the fireplace. At last Cranstoun 

" I think you once told me you had 
been two years apprentice to a miller in 
the old country." 

"Ves, and I never was more sick of 
anything in my life. Just before I ran 
away, I went to see a girl 1 used to care 
a good deal about, and the hussy sang, 
right to my face, some old Scotch song 

' Dusty was TiiB coat, and dusty was Ms sill« ; 
Dusly YOS Ihe kiss that 1 gal IVac the milter.' 
I'd rather take care of the sorrels." 

" But Mr. Hartland has somebody 
else to take care of them, just at pres- 

" So you want to recommend me as a 
hand to Nelson Tyler ?" 

"Hang the fellow!" thought Cran- 
stoun. Then aloud: "When did you 
get to Chisfcauga?" 

"Just before supper." 

" You've been making good use of 
your time, it seems. Maybe you know 
that the miller has a pretty daughter ?" 

" No, I didn't know he had a daugh- 

" He has^-the best rider, too, in the 
county. She took the red ribbon at out 
agricultural fair last year." 

" Her father would want me to slave 
all day in the dirt for a paltry thirty' dol- 
lars a month, I suppose ?" 

I- He's short of hands, I know : he 11 
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give you tliat, at least, if I recommend 
you as a skilled mill-hand from the d 
toantry ; and tlien — hark ye, Ca 

" Well 1" 

" I'll make it as much more if y 
stay there a month 01* so, and do a si 

"Ah! But let us understand 
art. I've been think 
infernal ugly thing to 
e of them accursed 



another at the s 
it must be a 



t for t 



cages for five 1 
ing to risk it 3 
what you oifer me." 

" Didn't I tell you, man, that I 
out of that line myself ever so long a 
It's a good honest deed I want you 
. help me in." 

"Well, that is something new." 

" Let us have no sneering. I wan 
save a poor girl from destruction." 

Cassiday looked to see if all this was 
serious ; it seemed so, by Cransto 
fiice, as he added : 

" Tliere's a young fellow in this vil ag 
sets himself up for somebody. His name 
is Mowbray — John Evelyn Mowbray. 
He gets himself called Evelyn, as if 
John were not good enough for him." 
Then, seeing a smile on Cassiday's face, 
" Maybe you know him, too ?" 

" No ; but— now 1 think of it— that 
was the name of the spark they said 
was making up to Miss Celia." 

"Never mind Miss Celia. If jovi 
watch this young cock-of-the-walk, as I 
wish j'ou to do— ("don't go and forget 
liis name again — John Mowbray) — if you 
keep on his tracks a week or two, you'll 
find out that it's somebodv else he cares 
about— a Ian iM Ell Tile that 
1 saiv I m 1 elp fro 1 ddle last 

Septemb wl ea he w tl at red 

"You ll nk 1 e wa ts to n aTy her?" 
" Not I He does 1 1 le else all day, 
than ride a flea b Iten ^ j, w h A abian 
blood in him ; tlie brute's handsome 
enough, if he were only paid for. Then 
the fellow brags of the old family he 
comes of, and is down upon you with 
his fashionable 
a miller's daughter !' 



) 



So— that's the game. Well, Mr. 

you've made me a liberal 

y dollars a month to look 

p tty girl and her ]over. It's 

w , that suits me well enough ; 

U have to get up early in the 

they intend to do much court- 

t my finding it out. But I 

d the dust and the meal-bags 

one month. Don't you want 

ing done where a man hasn't 

ry acks on his back ?— at Mr. 

d or any other good place ? I 

s from Rarey after I returned 

CO, and I have a certificate 

(Cranstoun made a note 

If I don't understand horses 

keep them — me that have 

them for years — I'd like to 

well fitted for the place, and 
an get it for you. But as to 
and that girl, 1 must have 
assiday — evidence that would 
court of justice. Her father 
p t on his guard. I like the 
mustn't have her ruined." 
Cassiday was right when he took it 
for granted that Cranstoun would never 
have meddled with this matter, nor 
promised him a single dollar, if lie had 
not had his own ends to subserve by ex- 
posing Mowbray. But he was wrong 
when he concluded that there was noth- 
ing but sheer hypocrisy in these last 
words of his. Cranstoun did take a 
friendly interest in the brave, bright-eyed 
girl, and did wish her saved, just as 
Cassiday, sitting on that mound, had 
wished Terence out of prison. Yet both 
of these feeble stirrings of benevolence 
might have served to eke out a certain 
sublerrene pavement Neither of the 
men would have put himself specially 
out of the way, or made any serious 
sacrifice, to rescue from death the object 
of his barren well-wishes. 

Next morning Cassiday inquired the 
way to Mr. Hartland's house. He liad 
a curiosity about its inmates, and a vague 
idea that he might find out something 
Lg them by reconnoitring the 
ises. He was directed to a cross 
,, of which the continuation was the 
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avenue running south through the rirh 
champaign country already des b d 
He passed several pretty hous f 

humble pretension, but neatly kep d 
painted ; some having ivy stretch p 

between the green shutters ; m t f 
them with porches of trellis-work 
grown with honeysuckle or other c p 
— a!l suggesting the idea of home-c f l 
in a modest way. Harlland'a res d n 
ivas on the right, the last house th 
street, with a pasture of ' several 
adjoining. It was a spacious, vjell b It 
mansion of bright red brick, surm t d 
with dormer windows ; a nicelj \ pt 
shrubbery in front, and the entran Ly 
a pillared porch on the side. A 1 i t 
dearborn, to which was harnes d 
handsome, good-sized pony, sto I b 
fore the front gate : there were no I 

Cassiday sauntered on the opp t 
side of the street till two ladies d 

from the house and entered the ca 
Just as they were about to start, a g 
man, whom Cassiday had prev u ly 
noticed riding up from the direct n f 
the lake, turned into the street. Tl 
horse he rode instantly arjested C 
day's attention — a light gray of spl d d 
action and Infty carriage, with m 
mouse-colored spots about the he d d 
neck. The rider, good-looking and 11 
dressed, saluted the ladies, bowing low ; 
then, after a brief inquiry touching their 
health, passing on. 

Cassiday observed two things — one, 
that the younger of the two ladies, a 
girl of mucli beauty, wl!0 held the reins 
as driver, blushed deeply as the horse- 
man addressed them, at the same time 
glancing uneasily at the windows of the 



hoiiie ■ the other, that the elder lady 

d t the groom who had been holding 

tl p y, " Potter, if any one calls, say 

I e gone to Mr. Sydenham's, and 

h II b back in an hour or two." From 

all I h the said Cassiday concluded— 

F t That he had seen Mrs. Hart- 

1 nd d her niece Celia. 

S d, That the horseman on tliat 
> gray gelding was John Evelj'n 



M 



y- 



Th d, That Miss Celia preferred a 

I d me young man to a middle-aged 

F rth (this he gathered from the 
f t lance at the window). That the 
d , as guardians will, probably 
lilt a different opinion ; and — a co- 
ll y from the last deduction — that 
C t un's influence with Hartland was 

II I) t be considerable. Thence came 
I p that he himself might supplant 
P I slipping into a snug, easy place. 

B t e noon he had delivered Cran- 
letter at Tj'ler's mill, and made 
t f ctory contract with its owner to 
b ork wllh him next day. 

H etired that night well satisfied 
w h 1 self. It was all open to him now, 
I noonday— the rivalry, the re- 

nd all the rest ; he had looked 
C anstoun's hand and seen his 
d This was what Cassiday said to 
himself Yet he was premature in his 
self-gratulation. He had made good use 
of his first twenty-four hours in Chis- 
kauga, no doubt, and had found out 
more than he could reasonably have ex- 
pected ; but he overrated the measure 
of his discoveries. Cranstoun had cards 
in reserve which no human eye had 
detected. 
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land's niece — is driving he t C M 

Sydenham's, our readers si II 1 
information touching the e ly 1 f f tl t 
getttleman. 

A Pliiladelphian, of Q k f m 
Franklin Sydenham had left tl S 
of Friends, respecting them and by m 
respected. Having devoted a few j 
to the study of law, he bid fair t d 
honor to his profession. But, at th g 
of nineteen, having a handsome fo 
left him (consisting chiefly, howeve 
a large tract of land adjoining the v 
of Chiskauga), he was tempted t 
dulge himself in a few yeaii ot Europ 
travel. In London he met the S 
bournes, a delightful English fam ij 
resided chiefly at their country seat m 
Devonshire. In that retired and beauli 
ful spot Sydenham became almost do 
masticated among them, jomed with 
ardor in the iielcl-sports of the sons, and 
won the heart of the only daughter. 
Her mother, Imelda. Gherardi, of an an- 
cient but decayed Italian family, had be- 
come acquainted with Mr, Selboume at 
Florence, whither he had been attracted 
by love of art. 
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e improvisatrice, spirit-moved. 
S f mental gifts, strangely ming- 

T re was the calm good sense, 
y constancy, the unpaltering 
modest dignity of her Saxon 
without a particle of their cold- 
ruderv or reserve. Beneath 
h all) qu et bearmg there lay — 
d d from a more genial clime — the 
impulse the ready- kindling 
emotion qu ck sympathies noble en- 
thusiasm — Juliets warmth Arria's devo- 
tion When she give her hand to a 
friend, it was with her heart in it. And 
when, at the altar, she plighted to the 
young Philadelphian the love that was 
already his by ties far stronger tlian 
plighted vows, it was a guerdon rich as 
any which in this sublunary sphere man 
is permilted to win. 

I believe there are few thoughtful men 
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who liave not come to regard as one of 
the least explicable among the great nd 
dies of the earthly economy the raritj 
of well-assorted marriages. It might 
be so different, one cannot help thinkmg 
The adaptations for harmony so wonder 
ftil ! The elements of happiness so 
manifold and so rich ! Yet how often — 
how miserably sometimes— it all mi'i 
carries ! The waters of Paradise turned 
to fountains of bitterness— the gifts of 
Heaven perverted to curses upon earth ' 

1 do not mean that there are few 
unions yielding reasonable comfort, 
friendly relations, a life free from open 
quarrel or secret heart-burning ; but I 
speak of very marriage, without flaw or 
jar— a mating alike of the material, with 
its intangible affinities and its wondrous 
magnetisms, and of the immaterial princi- 
l)le within that survives the death-change. 
1 speak of a heart-home pervaded by har- 
mony not only unbroken — immutable as 
that of the spheres ; felt to be so by 
those whom it blesses, calms, satisfies ; 
a social state to which, when man and 
woman attain, there remains nothing in 
the way of earthly need or acquisition, 
save daily bread, io be coveted or prayed 
for. 

Some think that in this tnal-phase of 
our existence no such stite of harmony 
and hippiness is to be found Among 
the few who do find it none of these 
■ikeptics will have place ISo entrance 
into t! at temple except lor thcie who be- 
heve ' Without fiiih m ti e Good and the 
B 'f 1 1 Good h ■ f 1 



ce. In addition, the ;oung 
1 inherent love of excellence, 
even in such trifling matters 



as personal purchases, the best of every- 
thing Whate\er he did, triflme; or im- 
portant, his instinct was to strive therein 
to excel , not from \ulgar ambition, but 
because Jie found pleasure m the strife 
His future brothers in law had a touch 
of aversion to an Amencan alinnce, but 
Sjdenham s personal accomfhshments 
overbore the prejudice A "deuced 
gentlemanly joung fellow,' the} voted 
him among themsehes "<nande across 
country with the best of us, fence like a 
Frenchman, and then shame us all in the 
ball-room at night." 

But it was something else that at- 
tracted the sister. Sydenham was a 
devout believer in tlie Ideal. He had 
strong faith in his kind. He was a 
dreamer of what men may do and may 
become. Every struggle for popular 
liberty, or what he regarded as such, 
awoke his warm sympathies. Wilh'am 
of Orange, Hampden, Kosciusko, La- 
martine, La Fayette, these were his fa- 
vorite heroes. He had spent a week 
with the latter at La Grange, the genia! 
old man driving him out, in his own car- 
riage, from Paris, and recounting to him, 
the while, with charming garruhty, origi- 
nal anecdotes of two Revolutions. One 
of these, presenting the Father of our 
Country in a rare aspect, often recurred 
to Sydenham in after years, vividly re- 
calling as it did the tender eyes and the 
gracious, loving manner which made the 
grand . old Frenchman the idol of all 
young people who were fortunate enough 
1 r f ■ d r 

unmasking of 
med up during 
□gton had ac- 
orn Arnold to 
kf Vest Point on 

discovered, but 
ing his engage- 
m chance — by the 

m of an old officer, 

passed, to spend 

Next day, while 

gt wi staff, including 

La Fayette, weie sealed at table at this 

officer's quarters, a despatch was brought 

to tlie American general, which he im- 
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mediately opened and read and then laid 
down, without comment. No alteration 
was visible in liis countenance, and he 
remained perfectly silent. Conversation 
dropped among his suite ; and, after 
some minutes, tiie general, beckoning 
La Fayette to follow him, passed to an 
inner apartment, turned to his young 
friend without uttering a syllable, placed 
the fetal despatch in his hands, and then, 
giving way to an iingovernable burst of 
feeling fell on his neck and sobbed aloud. 
The eft p French 

marqu d s gene- 

ral (c( d d fi h -il man- 

ner) as d d al w knesses 

of hum m b m d " I be- 

lieve,' d L F ng this 

anecd h h y 



, hp 



Wishing- 



under a reverse of fortune ; and perhaps 
I was the only human being who ever 
witnessed in him an exhibition of feeling 
so foreign to his temperament. As it 
was, he recovered himself before I had 
perused the communication that had 
given rise to his emotion; and when we 
returned to his staff not a trace remained 
on his countenance eithei o ^r e or 
despondency." 

With such antecedents Sydenham is 
a welcome guest, especially to the m s 
tress of Acquabella — so tie fenlv seat 
in Devonshire was called 

The femily of Imelda CI erard had 
been devoted Liberals ; and il e tl o gl 
now presiding over an Engl si I use 
hold, retained all her enthii asm for tl e 
cause of her country's ndepeude ce 
" Italia Uniia " was the dea of 1 er 
life. An Italian republ c stretch ng 
frorn Switzerland to Sicily— of t a sl e 
dreamed ; for that, in her adopted coun 
try, she schemed and planned S en 
ham ivas charmed with her ea est zeal 
entered into her patriotic projects mth 
faith and sympathy, and became a great 
favorite witli Mrs. Selbourne. Anna 
sharing in a measure her mother's ardor 
listened to their discussions with kmd- 
ling eyes. In tRese discussions— under 
the influence of those eyes— Sydenham's 



sunny nature came out. His glowing 
fancy, his generous aspirations, his bursts 
of eloquence when encouraged by sym- 
pathy in his listeners, made a diily- 
deepening impression on the girl's heart. 
And Sydenham, on his part, uncon- 
sciously contracted a habit, as the con- 
versation passed from topic to topic, of 
turning inquiringly to the dark eyes for- 
approval or dissent Could it all end 
except in one way? 

With the intermission of a brief visit 
to Philadelphia, Mr. and Mrs. Sydenhani 
had resided for several years in England, 
partly in London, partly at Acquabella. 
There they lingered, fearing the result 
of Mrs. Selbourne's drooping health. 
Shortly after her death they set out for 
Italy, taking with them their only child, 
the little Leoline, then seven years old. 

After a brief sojourn in Switzerland, 
they passed, by Napoleon's wonderful 
road, the Simplon, into one of the most 
beautiful regions of I'iedniont. How 
amazing the change ] How lovely that 
first night at Baveno ! The sweet South- 
ern air— the moonlight on the placid 
lake, on the softly-rounded, olive-clad 
hills, on the trellised vines, so picturesque 
compared to the formal vineyards of 
France — all in such contrast to the 
scenes they had left behind — the giant 
mounta n-peaks of granite, snow-covered, 
p ere ng the clouds, the vast glacier, brist- 
1 ng w h ice-blocks, sliding down, an en- 
croocher on the valley's verdure — in such 
marvelous contrast to all that region of 
ock and ice, and mountain -torrent and 
rugged path, and grand, rude majesty of 
aspect— t seemed like passing In a sin- 
g e day nlo another and a gentler world. 

To Anna Sydenham a region of en- 
chantn ent and romance ! Her mother's 
nat ve land, that she bad never yet seen 
but n dreams ! Once the Mistress of 
the World, and still the Queen of Art. 
But t vas not of ancient renown or 
modem celebrity the daughter was thin k- 
ng It was of the fairy-land of her 
mothei s adoration — tlie Italy which 
that mother, even in her pleasant Eng- 
lish home, never named but with wistful 

And .\rna loved it now, at first sight. 
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oung hearts ; ihen gradually, iTie 
'6 way to gentler emotions. The 
s breath of Italy came over them, 
g, inspiring — In Anna's case sad- 
too. Is the fullness of joy so 
allied to fear ? Her hand in her 
d's, she sat long, in silence, tran- 
Then he felt her hand tremble— 
uddenly grasp his own. He 

rgive me I" she cried. " It was 

hat is it, Anna ?" 
N thing. A silly fancy. Are )'0U 
ell to-night, Frank dear ?" 
rfectly. Never in my life, I think, 

etler— or happier." 
ank God !" 

at is the matter ? Why, my 
ou are shivering. My poor, little 



viU be s 



r and banish such 



fa B La 



has all come from a 

ry, 1 think. You remember, that, 
rning from the Isola Bella, we 
close by that poor little Isola dei 
ri, and that there was a crowd 
rmen and their famihes assembled 
ne of their rude hovels." 
oticed that." 
B t you did not hear the answer one 

boat-girls gave me when I asked 

id not catch the meaning : you 
ow much my Italian needs brush- 

y because you devote so much 
me to German. This was what 

said: 'A fisherman was drowned 
ay ; they brought the body home 

she win be very, very lonely, the 
Oman.' I think a stranger's death 

o touched me before. 1 could 
a lalk to you about it." 

m.an excellent swimmer. You 
child, I shall not be drowned." 
N ," with a faint smile — " No ; but 
va.s more, dear Frank. You re- 
r what you were reading to me, 
■\y, in the boat as we returned 
siting that gigantic statue of SL 
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" Some very indifferent scrai'^ of 
trmsUtions, I believe^bits from Schil 
ler's ' Death of Wallenstein.' " 

"Yes, and among them that exquisite 
heart-wail of Tekla's. While I was 
sitting with my hand in yours, just now, 
looking across at that Fisherman s la 
knd, three lines of your translation came 
upon me so vividly i could not help 
grasping your hand, it actually seemed 
to me as if some one repeated in my 

' Tbou, lE^ther. in mercy thy child recall I 
Earth's liohe9t pleaeuTis I've tasted them alt ; 
1 have loved, 1 liane lived-let me die !■ " 

She shuddered — eyes moist, face pale. 
Sydenham put his arms around her, 
genlly drawing her head to his breast. 
He touched her hands ; they were icy 
cold. 

" We have been overdoing it, dear," 
he said. '- You must rest for a day or 

" I think it is this eerie, dreamy cli- 
mate," she murmured languidly, "and 
that moonlit pathway over the dark 
lake. It II ! tl' k f H 

Then, 1 dd b t Oh F k 
Frank, j t t e tl b f 

If youdd h /a" I 1 Ip p — 

like T kl 

At Ih t m m t 1 I L I m m d 
in her 1 [ d bl> S d 

ham's d d t d t tl f d 

Anna w bj tl I m m t 

kneelin I Tl hid dd t 

Ktir, h w I p dr ml 

The I tl d 1 1 b k 

to her h b d H f It tl t 1 

vras sobbin^— silently, with an effort to 
conceal it. During all their mirried life 
he had never seen her so agitated with- 
out external cause. He stroked back 
the black 'jesses again and again, passed 
his hand gently, repeatedly — scarce know- 
in" why or being conscious of what he 
did — over her fiice and person. The 
magnetic touch had a .strangely-soothing 
influence. Her sobs ceased. Her breath- 
ing came free and regular: the long eye- 
lashes drooped over her cheeks. Then, 
iu a low, contrite voice, " What has come 
over me ?" she said. " I am tormenting 



jou for nothing, Frank. You are not 
gomg to die ; and if you were. Is our 
little darling to be deserted ? Tekia 
was chddless. God forgive my selfish 
thought '" 

What a transformation maybe wrought 
by a single night's quiet rest 1 The next 
morning Anna was all her bright, racy 
self again, the light in her eye, the healthy 
color on her cheek. The morning was 
perfect, a gentle breeze from the lake 
coming in through the open casements, 
Lela's merry outcry as she arranged her 
flowers was contagious. 

" What a good-for-nothing wife you 
had last night, Frank!" said Anna, laugh- 
ing gayly. "Are you sure some felry 
did not steal me away, aud leave thai 
querulous simpleton in my place ?" 

" Likely enough. You look, this morn- 
ing, as if you had been among the fairies 
all night. You are radiant, wherever yoti 
have been." 

" I ought to look my prettiest, to atone 
for past folly. But the bad child begs 
pardon, and says it will never, never do 
y ra \ d the m^ei' is to be 

I I g w d. We are going to 
1 t 1 t II e are— oh, so old ! — 
t II 1 o many grandchildren 

1 mb r knees. And I shall 

t Id th m en if they do pull ray 

p I t II Al how we shall laugh 

I —y TJid I — over that eveniug at 

B th t d leful presentiments 1" 

B t y t me, even if you are a 

q 1 m|I t n." 

F H n you expect the bad 

h Id t f m f you persuade it it 

t b d t II You ought to shut 

!t up and feed it, for a day at least, on 

bread and water." 

"Too glorious a morning for that 1 1 
want to take it out among some of these 
vineyards back of the village, and give it 
grapes for luncheon. Will it go I" 

" Of course it will. Rogues don't 
fancy hanging, nor bad children being 
shut up in dark closets." 

Their child, who had been hsteniug 
attentively, opened her large, brown eyes 
in wonder. " Poor, perplexed Leia 1" 
said the mother, laughing. "She's not 
accustomed to hearing about bad chil- 
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)ren and dark closets. Your papa was 
>Ely laughing at me, pet. You've eaten 
ill the giapes fiom around that window, 
nid we are going out to get some more. 






gays 
large 

It 



suit 



tu 



light ta 

if proud of the load. Every face vas 
gay. The sounds of distant music, half 
lively, half plaintive, came over to tliem 
from the vineyards and oHve groves as 
the travelers passed. 

When midday came, they sought 
shade near a wayside spring, sheltered 
by a magnificent old chestnut. Ah, how 
every incident of that noonday rest 
haunted Sydenham's memory in after 

But now, with light jest and careless 
hearts, they set about preparing their 
frugal meal. The cushions from the 
calfeche furnished seats. Bread and a 
bottle of light wine of the country, with 
napkins and a table-cloth, were the con- 






K of ladies uuaccuslotned lo exercUe, 
, deuroui lo asand higli mouoHini^Vesu- 
aamplo. The MoitU MffiittroHe^ situated 
3 the Tillage of Bavono, between the L^o 



emptied 



basket which Sydenham 

the bank. 

Now I must fetch the grapes. This 

vineyai*d behind us looks promising, and 

tl b t ittl y off." Then 

vith me, little 

B ed some gay 

te side of the 

gr er temptation 



dine without 

empty basket 
lardian spirits 

re was Syden- 
may be, from 



Pietro, th 
theti 



little dist 
and feed 

a nosebag containing barley lo the head 
of the horse he had ridden, several 
dragon-flies darted, with the wonderful 
power of flight which characterizes these 
insects, right across the road to where 
the animals stood. One buzzed between 
their legs ; another fastened, with fero- 
cious grip, on the neck of the off-borse. 
Both animals stamped and snorted in 
terror. Pietro succeeded, at consider- 
able personal risk to himself, in master- 
ing the one he held ; but the other stal- 
lion, a powerful brute, maddened by the 
sharp sting, broke away and dashed 
down the road. 

It was Leia who first noticed the ter- 
ror of tlie horses. She set out to cross 



ab,Google 



BETOND THE BREAKERS. 



the road, but seeing one of the frantic 
animals loose and plunging toward lier, 
slie hesitated — stopped. At the same 
instant her mollier rushed impetuously 
to her assistance. The horse was gal- 
loping directly toward Lela ; but, with 
the instinct which characterizes his Lmd, 
even in his headlong speed percemog 
the child, he swerved to the right, avoid 
ing her. It was in the very moment 
when Anna had bounded forward from 
the other side, and this sideward move- 
ment brought him directly in contact 
with her. He struck her with his broad 
breast, casting her violently to the 
ground ; then bounded over her as .she 
lay prostrate, not touching her with his 

Susan, almost beside herself with 
terror, hastened, trembling, to her mis- 
tress' aid. Anna was insensible; and 
it was not until Sydenham, alarmed by 
the nurse's shrieks, reached the spot, 
that she was removed to the green bank 
under the chestnut tree. 



It avails nothing that I attempt to 
picture the husband's wild despair. To 
a brave man — if alone in this world and 
believing in another — a summons to die 
is a thing to be received with passionless 
equanimity ; it is but as a requisition 
issued to some sojourner in an indiffer- 
ent country to take up his residence in 
a better. A little pain or trouble in the 
transit— soon over— that is all.. 

It is when he strikes us through 
others that Death thrusts home his dart. 
He is victor, not when he takes us hence, 
but when he wrests from us the life of 
our life, and leaves us here exanimate 
save only in the faculty of suffering. 

Then holds the King of Terrors his 
carnival of triumph. Perhaps a brief 
triumph only. For the good and the 
wise there is ever, after a time, an exit 
from this valley of the shadow of death. 
After a time, not in the freshness of 
grief: not a gleam, then, indicating the 
way out. When the fearful blow first 
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j stricken down, help- 



falls, the vict 

less, hopeles 

him but the blackness of darkness, and 

belieiing, in his utter abandomnent, that 

such will be his lot for evermore. 

So lelt Sydenham at the moment it 
burst upon him that he had lost his 
Anna. The sun of his life had gone 
out He groped about in the gloom, 
stunned, as one suddenly stricken with 
bimdness. He noticed not even the 
chdd of his love, clinging lo the helpless 
form, moaning, "Mamma! mamma!" 

The unlutored servant-girl had more 
self-possession than he. He sat gaiing 
on the inanimate face ; she had brought 
water from the spring, and was bathing 
her mistress' temples. A shudder seemed 
to pass over the features. A sigh ! That 
awoke him from his stupor. " She lives ! 
she may be saved !" he cried, bounding 
to his feet. In another moment he was 
beside the postboy, who stood stupefied, 
the bridle of the remaning horse stiil 
over his arm. "A portantina, Pietro ! 
But instantly, instantly! It is life or 
death I In an hour you must be in 
Have no. Ask what pay you please. 
Do you hear ?" 

" Eccellenja, yes," said the man, re- 
leasing his horse from its harness and 
tightening the saddle-girths. " In an 

" No ifs ! In an hour ! Mount !" 
But as the man threw himself into the 
saddle, Sydenham laid his hand on the 
rein; "A moment! This morning a 
guide offered me a portantina in case we 
ascended the Monte. He lives nearly 
opposite the albergo. Do you know 

"Eccellenza,yes — Francesco Ribaldi." 
"Get it from him, and some convey- 
ance to bring it here^at speed, remem- 
ber 1 Twelve bearers, so tUey can re- 
lieve each other. Get carriages for them 
also. Any price, any price, so they are 
only here as fast as horses can carry 
them ! Away !" 

The man started at full gallop, and 
Sydeniiam, the flush of excitement fad- 
ing from his face, returned to the fiital 



little 



For the first hour there ' 
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change — feeble indications of life, but 
apparent insensibility. At last the eyes 
opened, eagerly seeking the loved face ; 
and the hand which Sydenham had been 
holding in his feebly returned the pres- 
sure. He touched her wrist— the pulse 
unnaturally low, as he made it out. He 
knew scarcely anything of medicine, but 
something seemed needed to sustain her. 
A few spoonfuls from the wine-flask 
revived her a little. 

Gradually she seemed to return to life, 
speaking but feebly and at intervals, 
however— broken words of encourage- 
ment and of love. 

Interminable, lo the excited watchers, 
seemed the delay ; yet Jn less than three 
hours the long-expected carriages drove 
up — theirhorses white with foam — bring- 
ing the litter and its bearers. 

It was evident that the sufferer en- 
dured acute pain as they placed her on 
the portantina ; but the well-trained 
bearers kept step perfectly ; the motion 
was easy, without jar ; and she did not 
seem worse on her arrival. 

Sydenham, unwilling lo trust any vil- 
lage doctor, and having ascertained the 
name of the principal physician in Milan, 
Dr. Lo Piccolo, instantly despatched an 
express courier to that city, with a letter 
to the doctor, imploring him to start as 
soon as the courier arrived. The dis- 
tance is forty miles ; the man promised 
it should be made, by the aid of relay 
horses, in two hours and a half, and he 
started about eight. Before four o'clock 
next morning the physician arrived. 

Anna had passed a restless night — 
quite sensible, however, gradually im- 
proving, and without fever. She yearned 
lo spedt lo her husband, but, fearing the 
excitement, he entreated her to desist. 
At her own earnest request, Lela had 
been laid beside hi;r for a while. But 
the poor little thing, after struggling 
bravely with her emotion till she could 
restrain it no longer, sobbed so plteously 
that they were obliged to remove her to 

After a critical examination, the doc- 
tor prescribed bleeding, expressing re- 
gret that it had not sooner been resorted 
to. " Her pulse is feeble at present," 



he said as he passed, with Sydenham, 
into the adjoining room, where he had 
left his instruments — " slow and feeble ; 
but fever will supervene in a few hours 
— by midday certainly. What have yott 
given her ?" 

" Only a little wine from time to time : 

The physician shook his head : " De- 
pletion, not stimulant, is the remedy at 
this stage. I do not think any bones 
are broken, but there are internal in- 
juries, it is impossible to say of what 
organs, or determine how serious the 
lesion is. Blood must be let to arrest 
congestion of the injured parts." 

The terrible question rose to Syden- 
ham's lips. He became so pale that the 
experienced eye of the medical man de- 
tected his secret at once. "The shock 
to the system," he said, replying as if the 
other had spoken, " has been very se- 
vere, nor is it possible is vet to predict 
the issue W P e 

lancets. 
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ispecially be avoided." He left 
an anodyne to be given in the evening. 

The prediction in regard to fever was 
verified. It set in about eleven o'clock 
in the forenoon, yet it was not so violent 
as lo be alarming, nor did it, at any time, 
seem to affect the mind. Anna was, in- 
deed, very restless : she experienced a 
settled pain on the left side, where, 
probably, the horse's shoulder had struck 
lier, and she suffered much because of 
the frequent change of position which 
her restlessne.ss required. But she bore 



ab,Google 



it all with wond m 

few words they m 

were calm, cons 
So passed th 
When the phys al 

ing morning, he 
and ordered lee be 

chief seat of t — 

ing pain, still 
impossible for 1 1, al 

not be pruden 
system," he sa S 

fever gives ar 

day, there will 

must fortify w V 

the pulse and A 

can do no more P 

her resources 

and not, I trust 

But a straw 
ham, sanguine 

thought, " to e\ ffi 

when confident ca m 

them. He may speak guardedly, so as 
to enliance the merit that will be due to 
him for success. Ah, how little oeedecl I 
If he could but imagine what he will be 
to me if he save her life !" 

Another day, with little change. To- 
ward evening she said to her husband, 
who had scarcely quitted her room since 
she lay there, " Frank darling, you never 
in all your life refused to gratify a wish 
of mine ; and you will not do so now, I 
think. Will you ?" 

Utterly unable to answer her, except 
by pressing the hand he held. 

" Two days and two nights you have 
been beside me, almost witliout stirring. 
See what a glorious sunset ! You must 
go out for an hour — nay, only for a single 

He moved impatiently, as in dissent. 
An expression of suffering came over 

" You don't want to pain me, Frank ?" 
Then, with a faint smile ; " Besides, ! 
shall have company. I want Lela this 
evening. She shall not see that I suffer; 
I shall forget that I do when I know you 
are out in the fresh air. The child— 
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ling ! — has already learned to 
herself. She will be quiet 
N all take her away, else." 

S ham was like one condemned to 
task. He took his hat, then re- 
Ihe bedside, gazed, through his 
the sweet face, but without a 

11 hour, Frank — for my sake !" 
H printed a kiss on her pale brow 

gone. 
J ne hour after, to the minute, he 

d the room. His wife was more 
an he had seen her since the 
" I am proud of my little 
," she said, drawing the child to 
kiss. " She has been such a 

been taking care of mamma all 
aid the child, triumphantly. Then 

ha came over the little thoughtful 

I can't make mamma not have 

she says it does her good when 

her. Doesn't it, mamma dear f" 

E r so much good, my child." 

T Leoline relapsed into a very 
grave, sad mood — quite quiet, however ; 
no sobs, no tears. What seemed to the 
father a sort of childish dignity now and 
then lit up her face. Were new thoughts, 
that had never been there before, busy 
in that little brain ? Sydenham wondered 
what mother and child had been saying 
(o each other. 

During the night Anna slept a little r 
at least she lay, for an hour and a half, 
her eyes closed, her face placid, without 
a symptom of restlessness, quiet as an 
infant asleep. When she awoke tlie pain 
in her side had much diminished. Syd- 
enham accepted all this as a good augury. 
Toward morning, however, the pulse had 
evidently become feebler. Lo Piccolo's 
instructions in such a case were strictly 
obeyed. Diffusible stimulants were 
freely given, and in the farenoon the 
patient rallied. 

About midday she said r 

" Frank, my husband, it did me good 
that you left me alone last evening, with 
Lela. Now you must let me have my 
own way once more." 

" Well, dear one ?" 

"I dou't want you to leave me, this 
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time, but lo stay and tit 1 
talk together. I have 1 

" But Dr, Lo Piccolo d— 

"Yes, dear, I know b t th 
matters as to which li I j d 

He wishes me to tie 1 f t 

tnent. I shall not be 1 1 I h 

spoken frankly to you." 

"To-morrow or next d y p h p 
Anna — when you are str g 

She hesitated ; " Part, at least, of 
what I have to tell you ought to be said 
to-day — now. You yourself will think 
so when you shall have heard it. \ 
entreat you by our love." 

" My own darling ! Not another 
word ! You were always wiser than I, 
especially when moved by impulse so 
strong as this. It shall be as you say." 

"Thank yoii I" extending her arms to 
him. Sydenham kissed her fervently. 
She lay quiet for a little while. Then, 

" I have been thinking of the life we 
have spent together. Eight years — yes, 
day after to-morrow ; did that occur to 
you, Frank clear ? — eight years since you 
gave me your name ; nearly two years 
more since I first knew you ! Do you 
know what you have been to me all these 
years f Do you know what the summer 
rain is to the parched soil ? — what the 
sun is to the flowers ? I wish you could 
feel, just as 1 do this day, how happy — 
how happy I have been ! Ten years I 
and, except those few dark weeks when 
we watched by my dear mother's bed- 
side and saw her pass away, not a cloud ! 
I wonder if you know how happy you 
have made me — hour by hour d-iy by 
day. I h d a lad th u 1 1 1 ays near 
me. It n 1 p n y breast at 

night and n tl n n n ti ugh my 
first wakn n n wl ispered 
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througl out tl day n tl e ro dst of 
other thoughts, there holered about me 
a sense as of some good news — a feel 
ing that I had something to rejoice at — 
vague— ^as it were veiled — while my mmd 
was occupied with daily duties, but m 
the intervals of these coming oiei me 
like a bit of sunshine through an fpcn 
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W h t h pp p 
— f my k — f my ak my 
own beloved — promise me that you will 
never forget this !" 

Sydenham tried in vain lo control his 
emotion. "Anna, Anna," he cried, 
"why do you say this to me — why now? 
You are better, quieter, the fever is 
abating — " 

"If I could spare you this blow— if 
I could ! But, whether I am here be- 
side you, or whether I am waiting for 
you^" She hesitated ; then, in a lower 
voice—" waiting for you where separa- 
tions are not — it ought to gladden your 
life that you have procured such a life 
of gladness for me. A life, Frank ! — a 
whole life ! More tlian the happiness 
of a lifetime was crowded into these 
years. How often, as they passed, has 
my heart cried out, 'What am I, that 
my cup should have been filled to over- 
flowing ?' " 

The husband was utterly unmanned. 
He felt what her premonitions were. 
They might bring about their own fulfill- 
ment! "I beseech you," he cried, "by 
the love that has been more to me than 
life— I beseech you, cast from you these 
terrible thoughts. You must not leave 

"Would I go if I might slay with 
you— and Lela ? ' The voice was calm, 
instinct with speechless affection, but 
calm with scarcely a tremble in its tones : 
the bitterness of death was past. "I 
have been thinking over it, lying here : 
it IS not terrible, but I must tell you 
just the truth That wine you gave me 
when tn\ senses returned, and through 
the fiiit night did me so much good,' 
Frank I thought then 1 might recover. 
I dare say Dr Lo Piccolo is a skillful 
man and I hue always heard that in 
cai^e of in icctdent hke mine one ought 
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to be bled. But wlieii he bled me the 
first day my life seemed to go out with 
the red stream ; there was— oh, such a 
sinking of heart and spirit ! When the 
fever came I felt a little stronger ; but 
after the second bleeding I knew — I felt 
— you must not weep, Frank darling ; 
this is a world where Death must be — 
where all we love lives but by his for- 
bearance. If you had gone first — you 
must remember this that I am going to 
tell you, Frank, and you must forget 
that evening of my weakness and my 
forebodings, and that prayer of Tekla's 
— yes, if you had gone first, I should 
have waited patiently: I should have 
lived for our little Leia — and so must 



yo> 



The strong man shook like 
" My burden is greater than I 



1 child. 



That was his one feeling for thi 
But he was awakened to a sense ol its 
selfishness by the increasing helplessness 
of the sufferer. The effort seemed to 
have quite exhausted her. Even the 
hectic flush was fading. He adminis- 
tered a stimulant. 

That revived her for the moment. 
Alas ! for the moment only ! Each time 
that the remedy was resorted to the 
effect was feebler and more brief. There 
was, indeed, much less pain, but Ihe 
pulse indicated a sinking condition of 
the system. Was her instinct in regai'd 
to the blood-letting correct? Had it 
drained the vital energies ? At all events, 
relief from pain and fever had come too 
late — had come when there was no longer 
force to rally. Even to Sydenham, hop- 
ing against conviction, this became ap- 
parent. Yet she continued to speak to 
him from time to time. 

How often, in after years, did the 
husband call to mind the beautiful 
thoughtfulness for himself and for others 
evinced by his dying wife ! She seemed, 
especially, to have considered every 
minute detail connected with the welfare 
of her child— its culture, physical, men- 
tal, spiritual. Never had her mind 
seemed more clear. " Do not fear 
to bring her up in the country," she 
said ; " simple goodness is better than 
brilliant accomplishment. And you 



have duties in the country, Frank. I 
have been thinking of that large Chis- 
kauga properly of yours. You told me 
there is a village there. How much 
you might do for these people ! I think 
you neglected them for me : that thought 
came to me last night. It came to me 
from — " She seemed in doubt whether 
to proceed, adding after a pause ; " Do 
you remeinber a text about dreams, 

" When you are better, dearest, we 
will talk of it ; do not trouble yourself 
about such things now," 

" Ti-ouble 1" The old fire lighted up 
the beautiful eyes once more, "Trou- 
ble ! Ah, the brightness, the unspeak- 
able beauty I" Then in a lower voice : 
" I saw mother there. Nay !" as she 
noted her husband's startled, uneasy 
look — "touch my pulse: see if I ani 
not calm, quiet. In my dream mother 
said: 'You are coming to me ;' and her 
eyes seemed to say: 'We shall be so 
happy!' Then I got the hnpression, 
though I don't remember the words, 
that she told me not to be sorry for you, 
for you would do so much good after I 
was gone. I try to do as she bade me ; 
but if you busy yourself about thinking 
and caring for others, who is to think 
and to care for you .'' If dear LeIa were 
only older! She will be such a comfort 
to you, some day." 

" Oh, Anna, I cannot bear fo hear 
you talk thus, as if it were all irrevoca- 
bly fixed ; and it was but a dream." 

" My poor Frank ! If you could but 
have been with me in that glorious 
dream ! Think ! I shall have every- 
thing there but you. And after a litUe 
while — a little while, dear — when your 
task is ended — then you, too. will find 
out that as we approach the Eternal 
Stream flowing between us and the sum- 
mer-land, soft airs are wafted over to us, 
and sweet voices come to us from the 
other shore. Oh, Frank, try to be 
happy till then. One of us had to go 
first, darling. Do you grudge it to 

Thus, with her loving words and 
her sweet faith, that brave soul sought, 
ei'en to the end, to wean 
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about to be left on Ibe hilber sbore, from 
tbe indulgence of his grief And not in 
vain was tbls last labor of love. Even 
in those supreme moments he came to 
think of her not as lost, but as going 
home the first : be came to realize that 
though, for both, there was a terrible 
parting here, for her there was a joyful 
greeting be}'ond. And in long after 
years she, being dead, yet spake. The 
balm of her parting words brought com- 
fort and calm to many a lonely hour 

Toward midnight she becan y 

feeble, having scarcely strength k 

that she might be moved before h 
dow that opened on the lake. Th 
brilliant moon, (he same track of ! 
over the dark-blue mirror, as h 

night of Anna's presentiment SI 
gazed dreamily on the calm effulg f 

the scene, and, pointing to the s k f 
light, "It is not brighter," s d 

faintly to Sydenham, " than the p I b 
fore me." Then gradually she s k 
a stupor. Half an hour after she d 

to awake lor a moment, with just 
to draw her husband to her arm d 
whisper, "Not for long, dear lo e — 
for long I" Her last words of 
to him who had made the happ 
her life. 

The trance-like condition int h 

she immediately relapsed continu d 
that earliest hour of ihe mornir w 
ao many have passed away. T 
stirred a little, her lips moved, b 
recognized no one. Altera time ra 
phic expression lit up her f 
What she saw, what she felt, 
never know. Except on the b k 
the Dark River eye hath not see 
ear heard. She threw up her as 

in welcome. " Mother ! mothe 
cried, in tones of fender ex 
Then the arms sank slowly, 
themselves on the breast. The 
ecstasy faded into one mingled 
joy and holy affection, and o p 
passing all understanding. And 
inefiable expression — earnest of 
world— lingered there long after glad 
spirit, freed from earthly surroi d g 
had passed to better regions, t 
take up its eternal abode. 



A little way up the Monte IWonterone, 
on a small, picturesque, secluded plateau 
overlooking (he placid lake — vineyard 
and olive grove around — there stands, 
inscribed with the single word ANNA, a 
simple monument of purest while mar- 
ble. Never was earthly minister of good- 
ness and beauty laid to rest in a lovelier 



O of Anna's last requests to Syd- 
h was that he should spend some 
passing through Italy with Leo- 
She foresaw the dreary void, to 
ill 1 ch, at first, change of scene and 
h healthy excitements of travel are 
g the best appliances ; but all she 
d d to him was, " It is my mother's 
d I I o Id ik 1 'Id t 
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pattiy in her face, he took her on h 
knee and kissed her in pas 
burst of grief. She wiped 1 
her handkerchief, and then t tl d 1 
by saying, 

" Dono' you cry, papa d It II 

make mamma so sorry !" 

" Your mamma, my cl Id ? SI 

"Yes, 1 know she is not 1 SI 

is up among the angels. SI t Id 
she was going there, to se g d m 
ma ; and she said 1 mustn t y ft h 
was gone, because that wo Id m k 1 
sorry, up there, in heaven. 

Sydenham called to m d th t h 
which the dying mother hai p t I 
with her child. Leia's mpl d 

strangely affected him. 

" I'm going to see he m d 

myselt;" she pursued, a sw t "r t 
the young feice. " Mamm p d f 

I was good and took car f j d 

tried to make you not sorry th h I 
was bigger I should come d b th 
her and grandmamma ; a d ft th t 
she would never go away d I 

And then she startled h on w th 
the sudden question : " P< p d t y 
think mamma sees us ?" 

While Sydenham hes ltd! 
answer, the child added : 

" Because, if she can't see «s from up 
there, how would she know whether I 
cried or not Don't the angels see us 
and take care of us, papa ?" 

How these little creatures with their 
daring questions sometimes stir up 
problems that the wisest among us may 
fail to solve ! And yet we talk to them- 
so heedlessly, and often say in their 
hearing what we little think they are 
noting and treasuring up for ftiture 
thought. 

Sydenham's nature was essentially 
spiritual : Spurzheim would have as- 
cribed to him a large organ of venera- 
tion ; but his religion had so far been 
rather a feeling than a system, and he 
had given little attention to doctrinal 
points. Leia's questions took him en- 
tirely by surprise. He had a vague re- 
collection of certain texts about minister- 
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" You were always a fevorite of hers," 
the letter continued. " She and I re- 
member so ivell the happy years of child- 
hood we spent with you, "Dayou still 
recall our going to school together—^ 
how you used to aid us in our tasks- 
how you used to join in the quiet sports 
which were all that the strict discipline 
of Friends approved or permitted ? 

"To you, tiie friend and companion 
of those peaceful days, I now come for 
counsel, and — in case my Celia, left 
an orphan, should ever find herself in 
trouble — for aid and kindness to her ; 
and I am sure that my appeal will not 
be in vain. 

"The report is — how true I know not 
— that after a few years you may settle 
in Chisfcauga. At all events, some day 
or other your large possessions here will 
probably attract you to the place. But 
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in case of my deatli, I 
my daughter here. I iia 
no brollier, DOr any sis A 

Her husband, Thomas H 
Celia's natural guardian ai 
house her natural horn 
will like my girl : a be I 

hearted child cannot be 
never given me an liou 
her life. Hartland is ai m 
racier, to whom I can fi 
trust my daughter's p 
is cold and impassive, a 
Httle sympathy, I fear, L 
and niece. On the o d, 

will be a mother to my d A 
is another reason why H 

as a guardian, and wb 
aid in case Celia should 
" There is a certain 
Amos Cranstoun, hving — m 
thinic, without principle rn 
dislike. He wormed hi 
how, into my husband' d 

even on his death-bed F 
jured me to do noth 
offend him He has b 



offering to attend witho 

bus ness ot mine and 

why 1 should imaa;i le g 

jure us jet I do A 

jou niil saj But Ml H 

to shate mj distiust and I believe it 

was that which finally decided me to 

leave Ceha in h s care. 

To th s letter SjdenhiTi immediate!) 
replied pledging himself in the strong 
est terms to carrj out Mrs Pembroke b 
wishes 

1 hev spent the wmter in Italy chiefly 
( h Syd h 
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— he dashing ardor of the South ; 
V seemed to him to lack practl- 
illties — prudence, steadiness of 

g and of purpose, power of endur- 
quanimity. His confidence was 
ly shaken by a confession from 
themselves, Don Liborio Libetta, 
guished Neapolitan lawyer, 
nor Sydenham," he said, " I caa 
'ilh entire confidence to you, for 
Anglo-Saxon, and that is a re- 
ace. We live here under one of 
rst governments in the world, 
s no security, for a single day, to 
or property. As regards persons 
rank or influence among us, the 
le, the intelligent, the industrious 
sidered dangerous characters, and 
ced under a system of strictest 
ge, dogged even to the privacy of 
ouses, tracked by spies, day and 
while the worthless and indolent, 
endthrift, the debauchee, are re- 
as safe and inoffensive persons, 
left at liberty, without annoyance 

bad as that ? 

IS the settled rule of pol cy — a' 

f such a sjstem is (erritly cor- 
g— so corrupting )0u think per- 
hat It ought to fall in th % nine- 
century by Its own weight. I^ 
has aroused the indignation of every 
1 friendly to human nghts But, 
I we have no trustworthy bond of 
m Do you know why we do not 
succeed against abuses so monstious ? 
Bec^use we ha\e no confidence in one 
another 1 ne\er feel assured thit my 
nearest friend may not betray me to death. 
The h-on, as one of your English writers 
expresses it, has entered into our souls. 
It is terrible to say, but we have no 
Troth among us." 
" Terrible indeed !" 
" And the result will be, that if, one 
of these days, we do get the upper 
hand, we shall not have sufficient faith 
in eich other to retain it." 

Three years aftei-ward— during the 
revolutionary uprisings of 1848 — Don 
Llborio's words were verified. 

Naples, in its physical aspect, had a 
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beneficent eifect on Sydenham. What 
a drive was that he took with Leoline on 
the far-famed Strada Num-a, leading ia 
and out along the rock-bound, vineyard- 
clad shore to Baia — city of wonderful 
relics ! The atmosphere, marvelous 
its transparency, through which distant 
objects showed preternaturally distinct ; 
the matchless bay, dotted with fairy is- 
lands — Capri, Isdiia, Procida, Nisida — 
its waters lying in dreamy, glittering 
quiet, sharing (Fancy suggested) the na- 
tional Luiguor, in that tliey were stirred 
not even by heave of tide : then, as noble 
background, a lofty Apennine range, with 
Monte Sant' Angelo, cloud-capped, for a 
summit ; and, more than all and seen 
from every turn of the road, the purple, 
lava- encrusted cone of Vesuvius nwakini^ 
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even lo the times when Xerxes led his 
many-nationed host, with Lybian war- 
chariots and Arabian camels, against as- 
tounded Greece, but to a period of which 
the records were ancient history to 
Nero and to Xerxes — to an epoch be- 
fore Homer wrote or Achilles fought. 
Through a dark grotto, partially invaded 
by water, Sydenham and Lela were con- 
veyed, on the backs of guides, to a stone 
platform, the resting-place, they were as- 
sured, of the Sybil who prophesied the 
destruction of Troy. The long record 
stretches back full three thousand years. 
They returned, by way of Marseilles 
and Paris, to England. After a brief 
stay at Acquabella, Sydenham's thoughts 
reverted to Chiskauga ; and there came 
to him as a behest, Anna's dyino- words' 
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in tbe place as Presbyleriin clergyman 
One of SydeDhtm s eailiest lecollections 
of this guileless enthusiast viis the re 
ceiving a visit from him when he fSjd 
enham) was but seventeen \ears of -x^s 

" My young friend sa d the ^wd 
man, "I like you Vou are eirneit n 
duslrious, perseienng and I haie !e 
marked in you a reverence for sacred 
things which, alas ' is rare n th s 
thoughtless age Have )ou lanlitj in 
learning languages ' 

Sydenham replied that his teachers 
had usually thought so that it nas a 
branch of slud^ he hid ilwajs liked 
that he had obtiined some ftcilit( in 
speaking French and was now studying 
German. 

" Ah, young mnn these are but pro 
fane studies, not to te despised m their 
place, yet as dust a the balance com 
pared io graver matters Are jou a 
good Latin and Greek scholar ' 

"Greek, no I am but an indifferent 
Hellenist; hut I beheve my knoiiled^^e 
of Latin is fair 

"loffertoyou mj deir young fnend 
an entrance info higher legions Come 
and study Hebrew i ilh me Thui shall 
you have the key to golden trea'iure'i 
The writings of man aie full of erior 
and uncertainty Come to me and we 
will study together the words of Cod 
not as Imllible men have translated the n 
but pure as they came from the great 
original Source i do not ask jou to 
come as a pupil for I do not tike pupils 
but as a son to his father It shall be 
to me a labor of love 

Sj-denham hid difficulty in parrying 
this cordial olter He urged his law 
studies, on which he had to depend for 
a livelihood, and the pioi.riely of first 
completing the hr inches of philolog) he 
had begun. It pained liim to reiect a 
proposal so ev dentlj made in E;enerous 
simplicity of heart In after je^rs 

perhaps," he sa d more in expression 
of gratitude, howeier than with serous 
intention of ever seeking to master the 
Hebrew tongue he mifht be in a bet 
ter situation to accept such kindness 

Thirteen years had elapsed since tl en 
whitening good Mr Harper s hair — ior 



he was now approaching threescore — 
but lei\ing unchanged his primitive pe- 
cul irilies and his pure and simple heart 
On making acquaintance with Dr. 
Mejrac Sydenham found that lie, also, 
was an original in his way. The follow- 
ing anecdote transpired through Madame 
Mej rac, a quiet, methodical, painstaking, 
well dressed, well-mannered person, who 
ruled her own household rigidly, except 
that in matters of importance, she was 
fain to let her spouse have his own way. 
The doctor's health was usually good, 
but in case of casual indisposition, to 
which he was liable, it was remarked 
that he never called in the aid of anj 
ol his brethren of the profession. About 
a year however, before he left Paris he 
was taken seriously ill; and madame 
proposed Io send for a doctor, an inti- 
mile Iriend of theirs. To this, as usual, 
he positively objected. The wife watched 
and nursed her husband with her utmost 
sk 11 but the symptoms, fever especially, 
remained unabated. One morning, when 
Mejrac was evidently worse, madame 
said Io him : 

My friend, this will not do. Your 
cise s getting beyond my experience 
and management, and you know you 
have often told me that a man who in- 
s sts on doctoring himself in a serious 
case has a fool for a patient. I must 
send for our good Montfaucon." 

1 thought," replied the sick man, 
very politely, "to have already adver- 
tised JOU, my dear, more than once, that 
I do not desire to have any doctor 
attend ng upon me ?" 

In an ordinary case, dear friend, 
veiy «ell and you will do me the justice 
to admit ll at I I a e 1 herto alwajs 
olejed vour w shes o tl s po t But 
the symptoms tl s morn ng are very 
senous I can ot take the espo I I y 
ot wa ting Ion er In ust ab ol t ly 
send for Dr Montfaucon n vhon I 
know loi I ave conH ience 

Before do ng o deat El se sa d 
her husband n h s qu etest tone do 
me the fe\or to r ng the belL Madame 
obejed and the servant appeared. 

Je^n," said his master, iMn my study, 
01 tr tl e fireplace, you will find my pis- 
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tols. Have the goodness to take them 
down carefully and bring them to me. 
And^a moment, Jean ; that is not all- 
in the left-hand drawer of my escritoire 
there is a powder-flask and a small 
package of balls. Bring them also," 

" My God !" .said the terrified wife in 
an undertone, "his brain is disturbed." 
Then to the sick man : " Dear husband, 
but this is madness. What can you 
possibly want with pislols, lying here 
on a sick-bed ?" 

" Montfaucon is a good fellow, and I 
should be very sorry to do him harm. 
But if you really insist upon sending for 
him; my dear wife, and if he enters that 
door to prescribe for me, I shall blow 
his brains out r that is all." 

" Just Heavens !" cried Madame Mey- 
rac, now thoroughly alarmed. " Rest 
tranquil, niy husband : if you feel so 
strongly opposed to having medical ad- 
vice, be assured I shall respect your 
wishes." 

"As you will, Elise ; but," turning to 
the servant, "let me have my pistols, 
Jean, at any rate." 

No doctor was sent for, and Meyrac 
slowly recovered. On the first day he 
was able to leave his bed, " You are an 
admirable sick-nurse," he said to his 
wife, kissing her on the forehead. " If 
all men were as fortunate as I, my dear 
Elise, we poor blunderheads would make 
but a sorry living." 

The villagers generally were friendly 
and social ; and without otiier division 
of class or caste among them save that 
which superior cultivation and informa- 
tion naturally bring about. 

Sydenham resolved to make his future 
home among them. In selling out some 
of his lands adjacent to Chiskauga, he 
had made reservation of a small farm of 
fifty or sixty acres, west of the village ; 
partly valiey-land, but chiefly picturesque 
hills — an old clearing, on whicli the tree- 
stumps had already decayed, and which 
ran back to the original forest. During 
a former visit to the place he had picked 
out a piece of table land, half-way up the 
hills ; and, intending some day to build 
there, had liad it planted out with clumps 
of shade trees. 



Here he ei-ected a dwelling of moder- 
ate size. The material was a fine- 
grained freestone, from the New Red 
Sandstone formation, found in a quarry 
which Sydenham had discovered on a 
tract -of his forest-land at no great dis- 
tance. The style he selected was the 
Nonnan, but in its later and lighter 
phase, prevailing during tlie twelfth cen- 
tury — simple semi-circular openings with- 
out tracery, but with labels of the same 
form, and bold corbel-courses devoid of 
the grotesque ornamentation with which 

lliem ; several sharp-pointed gables ; on 
one side a slender campanile tower, with 
pointed roof and an Italian air about it ; 
beneath it a handsome entrance, en- 
riched oa the jambs with a succession 
of small, receding pillars. 

The variety of freestone selected had 
this peculiarity, that, when first quarried, 
it was comparatively soft, working freely 
before the chisel, and thus was readily 
carved into ornaments ; while by expo- 
sure it gradually indurated almost to the 
hardness of granite. But Sydenham was 
not betrayed by this facility of orna- 
mentation into (he elaborate. The outer 
finish was in rough-tooling, A few grace- 
ful leaves or flowers on the lower points 
of the corbels and as capitals for the 
dwarf pillars peculiar to this style, a 
circular window with radiating mullions 
in the principal gable ; a few carved 
finials— that was nearly all the architect- 
ural luxury he indulged in. 

The tint of the material accorded well 
with the manner, being a lilac-gray, the 
shade which ladies, in their dresses, call 
ashes of roses. All this gave to the 
dwelling, at a distance, a quaint and 
somewhat grave and old-fashioned aspect. 
Nearer, it had a look of substantial grace, 
its fine proportions and beauty of out- 
line giving warrant of a pure and culti- 

Nor did the interior belie the external 
promise. It had an air of welcome about 
it. No gilding, no glitter ; no buhl nor 
ormolu ; no. unwieldy tables with cold 
marble to|)s, irksome to move, unfit to 
write upon ; no huge mirrors ; no Irng, 
heavy brocatelle curtains excluding the 
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PART I I I. 



TERENCE had dung to the oi 
that haunted him from ihe fii 
c Id t be CO ''-ted b ca 



illusion. It stunned him. He scarLcly 
took in its import. He was but pirtnlly 
roused even when asked if he had an* 
reasons to give why judgment shouid 
not be pronounced against him He 
gazed vacantly at the jury, then at the 
judge. And it was not until the latter 
added, in a compassionate tone, ' Have 
you nothing to say, prisoner ?" tliat he 
broke forth : 

" But I didn't do it, judge. And is it 
to prison you're sending me? Ihev 
don't send innocent men to prison I 
don't care for the money. Let the Iving 
scoundrel have it, since he swears it is 
his ; but for the Lord's sake, judge, 
don't be after sendin' me to prison 
What will Norah do ? And the poor, 
helpless childher? Is it a thief joud 
make me out before them and their 
mother ?" 



A shriek from a distant corner of the 
court-room, and some one cried out, 
' A woman has fainted." Terence made 
a fruitless attempt, arrested by the officer 
in ittendance, to rush from the dock, 
then sunk hjs head on his hands, with a 
desperate effort at composure. But that 
shriek had .stirred the depths of his warm 
and passionate nature. A stinging sense 
of shame and pride came over him — in 
\ain His loud sobs, heard all over the 
court room, awoke hearty sympathy in 
the bjstanders. One or two of the 
jurors repented their verdict. 

Nine months' imprisonment was the 
sentence. The seventeen eagles were 
paid over to the witness, Cassiday, and 
the rest returned to Terence, who, after 
brief delay, was conveyed to Moyamen- 
sing pnson. 

The preliminaries which preceded his 
actual incarceration produced a terrible 
eflect on the high-spirited young fellow. 
First, his hair was closely cut ; then he 
was put in the scales and his weight 
caiefully recorded in a book kept for the 
purpose ; next he was measured, and his 
evact height set down in the same 
ofBcnl record. Then he was stripped : 
all marks or scars found on his person 
were noted and minutely registered. To 
this was added his complexion, together 
with the color of his hair and eyes, his 
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age, his birih-place (alas ! alas !), the dale 
of his conviction, August 24, and full 
particulars of his offence. Finally liis 
prison-dress was put on, and his prison- 
number assigned him — two hundred and 
thirty-seven. 

It is difficult for us, in these compara- 
tively enlightened times, to realize what 
the suffering of some poor wretch con- 
demned to the " peine forUet dure" may 
have been, when, conveyed from the tor- 
n d-s d 
m d 

g d b T 



nd 



nd h 



as a man records the brand he has se 
lected with which to stamp his cattle, so 
that each animal may be recognized for 
ever as his own. It was all done and 
settled. It could never, in this world, 
be undone, any more than one can 
unlive the day that is past. 

If he could only go to sleep and wake 
no more ! Norah was iar better without 
him. His children too. If he died 
now, people might forget to cast it up to 
tliem that they had had a thief for a 
father. Norah might marry a decent 
man and change her name, and that 
would help to bury the past. He hated 
bis new self. It had no business here. 
It could be of no use to anybody. Why 
should he live ? 



Two days after Terence'; 
tion, Mr. KuUen, the prison-agent, called. 
"Anything new?" he asked tlie under- 
keeper, a good-natured fellow, Walter 
Richards. 

"Yes, a young man, nine months for 
theft, who has not tasted food or water 
since he came — two days and two nights 
now. I shouldn't wonder if he died." 

" What's the matter with him ?" 



" Well, I don't know. A stout fellow, 
too, but looks as if he had lost every 
friend he ever had in the world. I 
could get nothing out cf him, say what 
1 would, except that he didn't want to 
eat or drink, for it was no use. I wish 
you'd see him — two-thirty-seven." 
"What's his name? Has he a family?" 
"Terence O'Something : Irish, from 
Connaught, I think. ' Married and two 
children. He needs looking after." 

H d the prisoner seated on his 

p ss, with the look, of a man 

b d do his fate, seeming to notice 

t even the' arrival of his 

a small table nearby, his din- 

hed. Kullen drew up a chair 

d ing him for some time in 

e not eaten anything for two 
d h s very wrong." 

Tb h r juat lifted his eyes to the 
g but without a word. 

u h ve no right to throw away 
)our hfe. No man has — least of all one 
who has a wife and children." 

He started— that touched him. 

" You don't look like a coward ; but 
nobody except a coward gives up and 
forsakes those tiiat have a right to his 
help." 

" An' is it a thief can help wife or 
childher ?" 

"You're a thief, then?" 

Terence started up, defiantly ; then 
sank feebly back again on his bed. 
" Didn't the jury say I was ? And why 
shouldn't he V as if speaking to himself. 

" Maybe the jury mistook ?" 

It was the first drop of balm lo that 
bruised spirit. "Are there people that 
think juries mayhap mistake ?" he asked, 
hesitatingly. 

" I do. I've known many such 

"Thin the Lord above be blessed 
that sint ye here. It's no good now, 
but it comes grateful to a man, anyway." 

" Why is it no good now ?" 

"I'm no good. There's only ose 
thing 1 can do for Norah and the 
child iier." 

" What's that ?" 
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" To git out o' their way. 
grace to them." 

Kullen moved the table, will 1 
tasted meal, toward him. Wistlullj f 
a moment, the man eyed the food th a 
his face hardened. " Ye're lo j 
lime," he said, feebly : " I don t w t 
to talk about it," 

" Are you innocent of this cr 

" Where's the use in telliii' y I 

a day or two I'll be afore tl G t 
Judge. He knows. It'll be 11 It 
then." 

" And if He asks you, as H k d 
Cain about his brother Abel, wliat j 
done with Norah and the child w 11 
you tell Him that you were n t th 
keeper ?" 

" He knows better nor to ax in tl t 
He heerd the jury, and the judg tl 

bench too, set me down for th f 
He saw thtm men here, when tl j t k 
eted me in tlieir blasted book f j I 
bird, and weighed me and measu d 
and wrote down every mole and fr kl 
on me body as if I'd been a dumb ba.te, 
only fit for the shambles. And He 
knows that, after all that, I'll niver be 
aught but a millstone around the necks 
o' Norah and them babes." 

"If you're innocent, Terence — and 
you look to me like an innocent man — 
that can be proved ; and then they'll take 
it all back; tiiey'U write down, in the same 
big book, that it was all a mistake, and 
that you were found out to be no thief 
Bt all ; and then nobody can say you 
ever were a thief. And why can't you 
help Norah and the children then ?" 

" I'm not strong to argufy with ye," 
the poor fellow sighed : " the spirit's all 
gone out of me. But it's not a bit of 
■use, no more than the wind that blows. 
Ye didn't hear Mister Bagsler ?" 

" No : I wasn't at the trial." 

'■Thin It's no use, I tell ye, at all, at 
all. If the angel Gabf'el, with his wings 
on, had come down and sfood afore that 
jury, he never could have spoke better, 
or done moie, nor Mister Bagster did- 
If he couldn't, get me out of it, there 
isn't a livin' soul that can come near 

" I have no doubt he said all that 



could be said; I know Bagster, and 
ti s'nt a better man before a jury at 

b r ; but as for what he did- — how 
m nj days had he to prepare the case ?" 

Three days the judge allowed him." 

Three days ! No wonder they con- 

t d you. Come, Terence ; I dare say 

t w II all come out riglit yet. But you 

t at that dinner." 

M ster— " 

I ullen's my name," 

Y mean the fair thing by me, Mis- 

t K Hen ; and ye're a good man to 

m nd speak to a poor devil as ye've 

1 k to me. But ye can niver do but 

tl ng for mc. Maybe je II do that 

A ything I can, I'll do 

Tl in look a bit to Noral a d tl em 
! Idh r when I'm gone But jou 

t t never let the lass e k o v I 

Id 't ate : let her think t is the 
J I kness that did it. Tell her God 
k d she'd be far belter oft v tl out 
tl 1 kes of me. It would break the 
d 1 art of her if she thou^l t I vanted 
to lave her and the two childher. And 
God, He knows I never did. I'd slay 
here and work my fingers to stumps, 
though there wasn't a stick to the fire or 
a bite to the table, if I didn't know that 
the very scum o' the street can throw it 
up to her, any day, that she has a chief 
for a husband. D'ye think I could 
stand that — me, tliat loves ! d I 

this blessed day as when tl d I fi 
tould me she'd never hav b dy 1 u 
myself in all the wide w Id d I 
she didn't care no more fo h mp 

of a Rory that was al j 
round her nor she did for 1 I 

KuUen could not restrai 1 b 

the prisoner did not notice A y 

and excitement, and, latt ly, I ck f 
food, had done their work. He sank on 
the bed, adding, in a half whisper ; " I 
never could stand that, and I won't trj-." 

The agent, deeply touched, propped 
the poor fellow's head on the pillow, ar- 
ranged the bed comfortably, and then 
sat looking at him, lost in thought. 
'■ Terence," he said at last, " you're very 
lonely here : that's not good for you. 
I'm at leisure this afternoon. ! want to 
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tell you a story. It will help to pass 
the time." 

" It's very kind o' ye, Mister Kullen. 
But it's no sort o' matfer now about 

" But if I like to tell it to you ?" 

" Tlie Lord reward ye." 

" It's about Africa. You've heard of 
the slave-trade ?" 

" Not much," said Terence, listlessly. 

"It's worth hearing about. It lasted 
a very, very long time— three hundred 
and lifty years. If you should ever read 
about it, you'll find it's a history of 
men and women and children that were 
hunted down by soldiers and caught and 
sold. There were fifteen millions of 
them — nearly half as many as there are 
people in tliis country — twice as many 
as there are in all Irehnd. They had 
committed no crime : nobody pretended 
they had. They were not tried or con- 
victed by a judge or a jury, but they 
were all sent to prison — i\t,ry one of 
that fifteen millions." 

Terence looked up, his attention evi- 
dently arrested, but it was a look of in- 
credulity. He was probably considering 
where prisons could be found for fifteen 
millions of people. Mr. KuUen resumed; 

" Bear in mind that this happened all 
through three hundred and fifty years. 
The prisons they were sent to were 
slave-ships, and the prisoners were car- 
ried from Africa to America, They 
were stowed away between -decks, like 
so many herrings. A full-grown man 
had fifteen inches by six feet, and no 
more, to lie upon^less space than they 
allow a corpse In a coffin. The men 
were all put in irons, fastened two and 
two, and the chains locked to the deck. 
Even if they had been unchained, there 
wasn't room to stand up. On the aver- 
age, one of them out of every five died 
on the passage and was flung overboard. 
If the voyage was a stormy one, some- 
times one-half died. So you see three 
millions of people out of the fifteen mil- 
lions were thrown into the sea before 
they arrived. Their sufferings, from 
sickness and hai'dship and from tiiirst, 
were often so dreadful that many did as 
you are doing, Terence — they refused 



to eat, and then they were flogged, some- 
times to death." 

" To death !" with a faint look of 
astonishment. 

" Yes, Terence, fo death ; that's the 
way they treated them when they wouldn't 

Terence winced a little. 

" When they arrived in America," 
Kullen resumed, " they were forced to 
work from sunrise to sunset, for other 
people, instead of for themselves ; and 
if they refused, they were unmercifully 
beaten. Afterward their children and 
their children's children were compelled 
to do the same thing. Yet none of that 
multitude were sent to these horrible 
prison-ships, or driven by the lash to 
work for other people, because they 
were guilty. They were all as innocent 

The prisoner's sympatliy was now 
fairly enlisted. 

" What I particularly wished to ex- 
plain to you," pursued Kullen, " was the 
manner in which they put a stop to this 
stealing and imprisoning of people that 
had committed no offence. Most of 
these prison-ships were owned by Eng- 
lishmen, and ihey took their prisoners 
chiefly to Jamaica and other West India 
islands, where rich English subjects had 
plantations worth millions and millions 
of dollars, all worked by thes-e forced 
laborers. On that account many very 
rich people were in favor of continuing 
this mode of getting labor. But there 
were others, good and just men, mem- 
bers of Parliament, who were very line 
orators ; and they tried to get a law 
passed to prevent so great a wrong. In 
defence of these innocent people they 
made speeches that were every bit as 
good as the speech Mr. Bagster made 
when he was defending you. But these 
speeches had no more effect than Mr. 
Bagster's had: the people were sent 
into the prison-ships, all the same. 

"At last a man whose name was Clark- 
son— Thomas Clarkson — bethought him- 
self that if the truth could all be shown 
about the sufferings of these poor peo- 
ple, the wTOng would be righted, and no 
more of ihem would be chained down. 
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under hatches, in slave-ships. He had 
observed that the surest way to have 
justice clone to an innocent man is to 
aearcli out 'vhat reallj' happened in his 
case. He spent a number of years in 
finding witnesses and in getting tlve facts 
from them. He ferreted out tlie whole 
history of some of these prison-ships, and 
of al! the cruelties that were practiced 
in them. Sometimes he got such hor- 
rible stories during the day that at night 
his brain was hot, and he was obliged 
■ to lay bandages soaked in cold water 
over his forehead for hours before he 
could get quiet and go to sleep. Every 
day he wrote down all the bits of evi- 
deuce he had collected. Afterward he 
classified these and copied them out in 
large books, as a merchant does his 
accounts. He had a journitl, with a 
complete history of the different slave- 
voyages. Then, in a great ledger, he 
hid a pa"e for every prison-ship he hid 
h d h t d 1 t t f li h 
I d h i 1 t t— p f pa^ 
t f 1 ( h 11 1 

pt f f th 

ll ) 



id 



th t 



U b f d dp 
1 H t h p t Hid 
t t m Iff p All 11 

11 d th t 1 Id 1 J 

his hand, in a moment, on any piece of 
evidence that might be called for. When 
every thing was prepared, William Pitt, 
who was Prime Minister at that time, 
agreed to see Thomas Clarkson and to 
examine the testimony he had collected. 
He cross-esamined him (as you heard 
the lawyers do the witnesses on your 
trial) for three or four hours. Clarkson 
had liis books beside him, and answered 
every question, even alwut the smallest 
details, without the least hesitation 
When it was over, Mr Pitt said to him 
' Mr. Clarkson, all that I i,an do to put 
an end to the slave trade shall bp done ' 
He kept his word A law wts paaied 
to prevent any Enghshman fiom bujing 
men in Africa and sending them on board 
prison-slavei-s. 

■< Now, Terence, what I want you to 
observe is, that as long as men made 



fine speeches, like Mr. Eagsler's, in 
favor of these innocent people, it did no 
good : they were still put in irons and 
sent to these horrible ships. But when 
Thomas Clarkson found out the proper 
witnesse.s, and collected their evidence, 
and laid it before a man who had power 
to make it all right, then the great wrong 
that had been done for so many years 
was stopped at once. Can yoib guess, 
now, wliy I told you all this, and what 
I intend to do in your case .'"' 

It was a study to note the various 
changes that passed over the prisoner's 
face, like clouds over an inclement April 
sky, as Kulleu gave him this brief fa- 
miliar sketch of one of the greatest 
episodes in the history of the worid. 
Like many of his class and nation, he 
had hitherto cared iitlle for the black 
man, and given scant attention to what 
concerned his sulFerings or his wrongs. 
But KuUen had placed the matter before 
h new hght, and at the very time 

h d was prepared to receive it 

Ad J was enl ghten ng him He 

\fu mug her Ies*:ons b Iter but 
} 1 ne And the joung man wis 
lo vU back to hfe To Kullen s 
q t whether he guessed hs inten 
I h replied, after a pause, " Maybe 
1 d 

I m not an orator," said the other. 
" I can t draw tears from the eyes of 
jurymen, as Bagster does. But I'm a 
worker, like Thomas Clarkson. I am 
prison-agent of this State. It's my duty 
to look into cases 3ike yours. Now 
hearken to what I've got to say. I've 
already told you that I don't believe you 
ever took that money. If you didn't, 
I'll do what living man may to find out 
the truth, and clear you. If I send 
you back, cleared, not a rascal of them 
all will t)e able to siy one word against 
your chiracter, unless he lies , and as to 
liars, I\e a notion you can attend to 
their CTie yourself, when jou get strong 
again and get out" 

Terence smiled grimly, and Kullen 



" I II do alt this for j ou, and i 



shall 
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" You see I don't like lo work for 
dead men : it's as much as I can do lo 
attend to the living. When they've 
brought the jail-coffin for you and put 
you underground, 1 shall have lost all in- 
terest in your case. If a man is a cow- 
ard, and won't stay here to see his case 
through, and live down slander and per- 
jury, and knock down every vagabond 
that insults his wife and children, he 
can't expect anybody else lo do it 
him. If the scum of the street, as you 
call them, throw it up to — " 

" Norah," suggested Terenpe, as i 
len hesitated. 

"Yes, if they ever throw it up 
Norah that she's a thief's wife, or to her 
children that they had a convict for a 
father, it will be nobody's fault but 
yours. Now I want to know, once for 
all, whether you're going to starve your- 
self to death. Of to eat that dinner ?" 

Another grim smile. Terence slowly 
drew the table close and cut himself a 
large slice of bread. At the first mouth- 
ful the animal instinct that rules a fam- 
ished man came back in all its force. 
He began to devour the food. 

" Slowly, man, slowly !" said Kullen. 
" That won't do. I'm going to put you 
on half rations for to-day and to-mor- 
row, or we'll have you in the hospital 
after that two days' fast of yours. You'll 
have time enough. You can't track an 
old fox to his hole and dig him out in a 
day : then I've got other cases to attend 
to besides yours. It will be three or 
four weeks, maybe twice as many, before 
I get evidence enough to satisfy Judge 
Thomas." (The prisoner drooped at 
this, and the hopeless look came over 
his face again.) " Fie, man I Is that 
all the patience and the courage you 
have ? What are six or eight weeks ? 
You'll need tha ti e g 

before you unde h "ura fti 

that are to cast u Nonh d 

children." 

The victory wa n Ad 
afterward, Teren e d d n and en 
chafe against the b ke ome eg d 

wild beast, yet h b h n 

whole, as well as u d d 

an impetuous and d 



A trifling incident that occurred that 
very day greatly encouraged him. 

Interrogated as to his antecedents by 
Kullen, he stated that he had worked 
three years and a half on the farm of a 
Mr. Richards. 

" Richards .' Living where ?" 

"In Cumberland county, near Car- 
lisle." 

" Had he a son grown ?" 

"Yes, but I never saw him. He 
lived in Philadelphia, I think." 

Kullen left the cell abruptly, and re- 
entered it a quarter of an hour later. 

"Are you a believer in Providence, 
Terence ?" 

" Sure an' I was. Mister Kullen, till 
they sint roe to prison for nothin' at all." 

" Well, you'll have to come back lo 
your old belief. Only think I The 
under-keeper that brings you your meals 
is old Mr. Richards' son, Walter ; and 
he says he remembers his father talking 
to him last spring, when he went to see 
him, about a young Irishman that had 
been three or four years with him — the 
best hand and the honestest man he had 
ever had on the farm. Now ain't you 
ashamed to have lost heart as you did?" 

Terence clasped his hands: "The 
Lord be praised ! Well, I'll never mis- 
doubt Providence again." 

" Not till the next lime. Take care, 
Terence ! Suppose I don't get you out, 
after all ?" 

"And isn't yer honor after tellin' me 
ye're goin' to get me off as sure as 
there's a God above ? And would I be 
doubtin' ye. Mister Kullen, and makin' 

liar of ye. Mister Kullen ? I know 



better 



■r that." 



Oh, you'll do ! There will be i 
trouble about making you eat noi 
Well, I stand to my bargain," 



Faithpullv did that good prison- 
agent carry out his promise. He went 
first to Carlisle and obtained Mr. Rich- 
ards' affidavit. Nothing could be more 
alisfactory. During the last years of 
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Terence's service the o!d m 
trusted him with large sums 
had made him mangel- of 
market-garden, the produce 
Terence sold in Ihe adjoining low 
had also occasionally sent him t 
burg with a drove of cattle to s 
"ave him the highest cliaracter 

tj d fid 1 ty During the 
h n T n had itiar 
da gl f I boring tar 

wh n 1 1 d t seek his fo 

Ph 1 d Ipl 1 m sler had a 
1 d p w th eat regret. 

R t g t It city, Kuil 
t discover 



H 



bt df 



H 



ethe n 



ll wl h chiefly de. P R 
H dj wl m T rence thought he 

1 d p d m y a day or two be- 

f 1 t ^Vh n the case was ex- 

pl d tl gr t med to his books : 

^ n th th of May, O'Reilly 

pa d t d 11a nd a quarter." 

Ddh pjt utofa linen bag, 
wtlh gold pieces in it." 

" Now I come to think of it," said the 
man, after a pause, " he did ; and, more 
than that, the careless fellow left that very 
bag lying on the counter. I picked it 
up soon after he lefl ; and as I wasn't 
sure whether it was his or not, I thought 
I'd make a note on a bit of paper of 
what was in it. It was a considerable 
sum, I remember, and Terence called 
for it that same evening." 

" What became of the bit of paper ?" 

» Can't say. ! generally put such 
things in the till. I'll see." Then, after 
a brief search : " Sure enough, here it 
is. I'd swear to that any day." And 
he tossed over the counter to Mr, Kul- 
len a precious document, reading thus ; 
" Mem. Money in linen bag. May 7, 

1855. 
8170 00 in eagles. 

45 50 in smaller gold and silverchange. 

*23S 50 

" Likely belongs to T. O'R:' 
The authenticity of this memorandum, 
! under which it 
o by Hardy. 



e duly s 



I vas two months after this that the 

n who was present when Terence so 

n ously exposed the contents of the 

b before Cassiday, returned from Ihe 

S ; but he remembered, and swore 

U the circumstances. This brought 

h 'enter, as lawyers say, home to the 

ng witness, satisfactorily explain- 

ow, by rapidly counting the gold, 

me to name a hundred and seventy 

d , in eagles, as the sum be lost. 

V ile waiting for this testimony, 
K set about the most difticult part 

task — to trace Cassiday's antece- 
d He obtained a certificate fi-om 

h rk of the court of Berks county 
effect that no such person as 
G eb Bauerman lived, or had re- 
cently lived, in that county ; but he was 
not satisfied with that. Yet he waa 
long at fault while searching farther. 
He could hear of no such person as 
Byron Cassiday, and he began to suspect 
the name might be assumed. 

One day he cross- questioned Terence 
closely : 

. « Try to remember every word Cassi- 
day said, and everything he did, that 
tirst evening. It's important, Terence. 
Did he hesitate when you asked him his 

" Well, I do' know as he did, I re- 
member I called him Bryan, and says 
he — quite warm like, as if I had misca'd 
him o' purpose — says he, ' What for d'ye 
call me Bryan ? it's Byron's me name.' 
T might a' known he was a false thiet, 
and no Irish heart aboot him, to like 
Byron better nor Bryan for a name to 
go by." 

Kullen was something of a detective. 
His experience in tracing out evidence 
had rendered him very observant of 
trifles. After a minute or two's thought 
he went to a drawer in the prisoner's 
table, where he usually kept the papers 
in this case, and took thence the manu- 
script notes which Bagster had made in 
anticipation of the trial, running them 
over carefully. Two of them arrested 
his attention, and he copied (hem out. 
The first was this : 

"jVo name on the Register of the 
police station at Port Richmond {except 
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of persons well known to ike officers) 
but one only — Bryan Delorny, and 
he came from PoitsTjilk:' 

The second was : 

"Description of prosecuting witness : 
middle-sized, appears to be from 30 to 35 
years old. No heard. Brown whiskers 
and brown, curling hair. A purple scar 
across the left ear. Features well 
formed, but injured by a furtive ex- 
pression." 

" It's worth looking after, at any 
rate," said Kullen, as he placed these 
memoranda in his pocket. 

He went first to Terence's tavern, 
now carried on, after a fashion, by the 
barkeeper, Patrick Murphy, with Bridget 
to attend to the boarders. It had been 
shut up for several days after the trial ; 
but Kullen had called on Mrs. O'Reilly, 
encouraged her about her husband, and, 
by his advice, the house had been re- 
opened. Kullen carefijlly examined the 
name in the register under date May 9 : 
"Byron Cassiday, Port Richmond.-''' 
then, taking the book with him, he pro- 
ceeded to the Port Richmond police 
station, and asked to be allowed to look 
at their record for May last. 



"I w 



signa- 



ls," he said presently to one of the 
officers, an experienced detective, "and 
tell nie what you think of them." 

The officer compared them critically 
for several minutes. 

"Weil?" said Kullen.- 

" The same man wrote both." 

"Are you sure of that ?" 

" Dead sure ! Look for yourself. 
There's the capiial B in Byron and in 
Bryan ; llien there's the Po in Port and 
the Po in Pottsville, as like as two pins: 
there can be no chance in all that. 
Look at the y's, too — four of them — 
two in Byron Ca day and ton Bryan 
Delorny. A half bl n I man c uld see 
they're by the ame i and. Ho sthis?" 
He examined I e da on I e tavern 
register, then tl to tl e pol e record : 
"Why, the m n ent ht f om our 
station to that ta em nd hanged his 
name on the way. On the track of 
some villainy, ain't you ?" 

" It looks like it." 



" Here's a memorandum by one of 
our men : • Came on a coal triUn from 
Pottsville: Let's see : that's Tom 
Sullivan's hand. Tom !" 

An officer entered from an inner 
room, and the detective said to him : 
" Here's a note of yours, Tom, isn't 
it ? Do you remember anything of the 
coal-train ]jassenger ?" 

" Not much to his credit," said the 
officer, examining the memorandum. " I 
took special notice of the man, for I 
didn't like his looks. A scaly customer, 
I should say. Couldn't look a man 
straight in the face. A scar on one of 
his ears. Been in rows enough, TU 
warrant." 

"A scar, you say?" asked Kullen. 

"Across the left ear — a blue hue, 
from a cut, probably. That your man ?" 

"Any beard?" 

" No, Brown whiskers. Hair curl- 
ing. Rather handsome, if Jt hadn't been 
for that down look of his," 

"It's all right," said Kullen, referring 
to Bagster's memorandum. " What 
account did the fellow give of himself?" 

"That he hadn'f a cent to pay for his 
supper and night's lodging. Some story, 
I think, about losing his wallet at Potts- 
ville. Any way, we gave him something 
to eat, and let him stay the night. It 
was a regular storm, I remember, and he 
was soaking wet," 

Kullen felt pretty sure that he held the 
clue in his hand, and his next visit was 
10 Pottsville. He went at once to a 
friend of his, John Clews, a lawyer of 
the place. To Kullen's question whether 
they knew anything in Pottsville of a 
certain Brj'an Delorny, Clews replied : 

" I should think we did !— more, a 
good deal, than we ever care to know 
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with three children ; worst of all, a poor 
sick seamstress who sat up, wlien she 
ought to have been in bed, to malie 
three shirts for the scamp, and hadn't a 
loaf of bread or a ten-cent piece in ihe 
house the day she delivered them to 
him, Whea she entreated him for the 
pitiful sum he owed her, he laughed in 
her face and bid her sue fof it and be 
damned. Some of the boys heard him. 
That was the drop too much for us. 
We got hold of him, gave him five min- 
utes to pack his bundle, took the three 
new shirts out of it, and let the poor 
sick creature have them. Then we gave 
him his choice — either to have a tin pan 
tied to his coat-tails and be ignomin- 
iously drummed out of town for a vaga- 
bond, with a fair supply of odoriferous 
eggs and similar delicacies, or else to 
save us the trouble by taking the first 
train for Philadelphia. He pleaded that 
he had no money to pay his fare. We 
searched him thoroughly, and found, 
sure enough, that he had but fifteen 
cents, in a greasy wallet. There was a 
coal train just starting. We gave the 
conductor a dollar, told him that Potta- 
ville would regard him as a public bene- 
factor if he would give the rascal an 
outside seat and set him adrifl— the 
farther off, the better we should like it. 
He set hira down, so he told us after- 
ward, near Port Richmond." 

Kullen interested Clews in Terence's 
story. Through his aid he obtained a 
deposition, duly authenticated, setting 
forth all the main facts aixive related. 

It took even longer than Kullen had 
anticipated to collect and arrange the 
testimony necessary to establish, beyond 
possible cavil, Terence O'Reilly's inno- 
cence. September and October passed ; 
November came, and the poor fellow 
IS T pe d 



family should never come near him till 
he could embrace them as a free man, 
with character cleared of all suspicion. 
He adhered doggedly to this self-im- 
posed vow ; but, as the weeks passed, 
and he recovered bodily health' and 
strength, that hope deferred which 
raaketh the heart sick preyed upon him, 
til! his impatience rose, at limes, almost 

At last, quite late in the evening of 
the seventeenth of November, Kullen 
procured the last of eight important 
affidavits, containing legal proof— 

First: That two days before the al- 
leged theft the prosecuting witness had 
but fifteen cents in his possession, while 
the accused had upward of a iiundred 
and seventy dollars, in gold ea"les loose 
In a linen bag. 

Second: That tl d 

deposed under a 

name being Bryan D h 

ivas a common dru k d d d 
disgracefully expelled tr n 

town of Potts vi He. 

Third: That th b o- 



o bed, c 



ppo 



the possession of th us d 

And, finally ; Th h d wi 

had given a false r w 

where ha obtained m h 

he alleged to hav b 

It was nearly ten o clock at ni^ht 
when Mr. Kullen, fortilied with these 
overwhelming proofs that an innocent 
man had been sentenced to nine months' 
imprisonment, and accompanied by the 
under- keeper, Richards, reached the 
residence of Judge Thomas. The ser- 
vant at first refused to talie up their 
names, saying that the judge was occu- 
pied with business of the utmost im- 
portance, and had ordered that he should 
not be disturbed. Finally he consented 

o deliver a message from the prison- 
igent to the effect that his business 

jrooked no delay ; and, after some d&- 
mur, they were admitted. 

The judge received them somewhat 
abruptly, 
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"Well, Mr Kuileii," he said, "what 

"A criminal case which I am very 
anxious you should reconsider."* 

" I have no time to consider any case 
to-night. Call to-morrow evening." 

" It's a case where the greatest in- 
justice has been done, judge ; as I can 
prove to your satisfaclion, if you'll listen 
to me for half an hour." 

" I tell you I have no half hour lo 
spare for any such business. What's 
this case that's so important it can't be 
put off foi a single day ?" 

"A man you sentenced for larceny 
last August — Terence O'Reilly." 

" Oh, it's that young Irish feilow, 

"Yes^as clear a case of perjury as 
ever I met with in my life." 

" Let me tell you, Mr. Kullen, that I 
sha'n't reconsider that case, neillier to- 
night nor any other night. It was a 
protracted trial — two whole days. If 
the man's life bad depended on it, it 
couldn't have been managed with more 
skill and care. I haven't a doubt of the 
prisoner's guilt. That Bagster's elo- 
quence is ringing in my ears now. 
You're losing your time to talk to me 
after the defence iie made. Once for 
all, I won't reconsider it." 

"You're a just man, judge — impartial 
and merciful, loo, when mercy ought to 
be shown. But you are hasty, especially 
when you have a lot of work on hand. 
If you stick to that last resolution and 
refuse to hear this case, and if, by and 
by, the truth conies to your ears, you'll 
never forgive yourself. I know you." 

" Do you ? Well, I can return the 
compliment. I know_c<ja for one of the 
most incorrigibly obstinate fellows I 
ever had the bad luck to encounter. 
Some of your ancestors must surely have 
t)een Scotch ; are you sure you're not 
descended from John Knox ? I see 

• Al lli= dale of this narrafivc (1855) the Court of 
Quaner Ses^oosof the county irfPluladelphia claimed. 

dischai^ him from custody. It was but during [lie 
jeir 1S6S tiial the Supr«ne Court of the Stale of 



what I shall have lo do. You may talk 
about my justice, but you'll force me to 
imitate an a«just judge that you've read 
about. There was a widow, you may 
remember, who was as great a plague 
to him as you are to me; and he con- 
cluded to hear her at last, lest by her 
continual coming she should weary him. 
That's the shortest way lo get rid of 
you. To-night it's entirely oui of the 
question," putting his hand on a bundle 
of documents : " it will take me half the 
night to get through with these, and 
they must be disposed of before 1 go 
into court in the morning. To-morrow 
evening, at eight. Till then, good-bye 
to you." 

" I'm very sorry, Judge : I know you 
are worked a great deal too hard. But 
I've labored at this case for two months. 
My heart's in it. This is the twelfth 
weelt that poor young fellow has been in 
prison. He's half crazy now. I gave 
him my word that the evidence in his 
case should be completed and should be 
laid before you to-night. I got up this 
morning at four, and I've been a 






; then 



Noi 



made up my mind not to stir from this 
place to-night (ill I get a hearing." 

The judge had taken his pen, unfolded 
one of the documents before him and 
commenced a memorandum. He threw 
the pen down petulantly and addressed 
,the under-keeper : 

" Richards, is craa'ness infectious m. 
that prison of yours ? Have you seen 
anysymptomsof it in Mr. Kullen before?" 

"I'm afraid I'm not a good judge, 
your honor ; for 1 take a'most as much 
interest in the young fellow as he does." 

" Oh, if you're all crazy, then the 

•' I did think the man would have 
died on our hands, judge, he took it so 
hard. I don't, believe I ever should 
have got him through, if it hadn't been 
for Mr. Kullen ; and it would have been 
a great pity. He's as good and as 
honest a fellow as ever lived." 

"How do you know?" 

" He worked three or four years for 
my father in Cumberland county. The 
old man set the greatest store by him, 
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would have irusted htm with unt Id 
gold, and took it awfi y I ard I h 
heard Terence was in \ I 

"I see it's a regular c p j a^ 
me. Well, a man may 11 b 

first as last. Come, M K li 
it must be, be as Ijr f d q Iv 
about it as you can." 

Before the prisoo-ag I d 1 
of the exculpatory doc u h j 1 

quite forgetting his imp b =3 

take as much interest 
Kullea himself. Then 
memorandum. " Upon m d K 1 

leu," he said, "this look Ik 1 fi g 
of Providence." Whe I aid 

before him the authent d p oofe h 
the prosecuting wttne h d d po d 
under a false name, and th h 
penniless, notorious s dl h h d 

been expelled from Po II h d 

judge brought his fist d h hi 

with a vigor that upset as f f 

gotten documents he h d II d 

through. 

Kuilen saw tliat the cause was^amed . 
" Will you reconsider the case and cause 
the clerk of the court to make out an 
order for the man's discharge to-morrow 

"No, I won't" said the Judge, taking 
up his pen. 

"You won't?" 

" No. Do you think I'd leave an in- 
nocent man like that, who has sulfered 
so shamefully already, one night more in 
prison than I can help ? Riciiards here 
will take an informal order from me at 
once, and I'll make it all right with the 
clerk to-morrow. Won't you, Richards ?" 

" God bless your honor's kind heart !" 
said Richards ; "of course 1 will." 

The judge wrote out the order accord- 
ingly, and handed it to the prison-agent. 
" You're a good fellow, Kullen," he said, 
warmly; "and if you only knew what an 
infarnal lot of papers I've got to go 
through to-night— bless me ! who scat- 
tered them all over the floor,?— you 
would excuse my hastiness." 

Kulien wrung the honest judge's hand 
without a word, the moisture rising to 
his own eyes; and he and Richards 
hurried off to the prison. 



A little before tliree o'clock that 

g, Terence, his convict-dress 

as ff for ever, yet the man scarcely 

ced that he was at last free and 

by d reach of reproach, stood once 

t the door of his dwelling, and 

I d its inmates by a loud demand 

f d lission. 



L us revert some ten weeks and to 
CI k uga, for that morning visit of the 
d niece to Mr, Sydenham yet re- 
o be described. 

O readers may remember that while 
By Cassiday, or Bryan Delorny /let 

h elect the pateiiial or maternal 

p mic* as to him seems best), was 

d on that grassy knoll and wishing 

e O'Reilly out of prison, without 

d anything to procure his enlarge- 

he said Byron or Bryan, looking 

northnard over Sydenham's residence, 

discerned, beyond the vineyards, on the 

line of a brook, indications of a waterfall. 

On the banks of Kinshon Creek, be- 
side that waterfall, under a rustic arbor 
of trellis-work overrun with grapevines, 
sat two young ladies in earnest talk. 
They were worth seeing, and, what is 
better, worth knowing — very unlike each 
other in appearance, but each possessing 
no little share of beauty. 

The stature of the one just reached 
middle size. Her well- developed form, 
with its rounded outlines, was finely pro- 
portioned, and Its motions were easy and 
graceful ; small, dimpled hands, and 
small feet. Her eyes were blue, soft, 
thoughtful ; her hair, curling In ringlets, 
was light brown, with a golden tinge in 
it. Her fece, not quite long enough for 
the classical model, had a child-like ex- 
pression about it, very pretty (that word, 
rather than handsome, occurred to one 
in looking at her) ; a chlu slightly re- 
ceding ; a very fair complexion, and a 
delicate color in the cheeks. There was 
»A3 1V5 do not say mairmfmic, I assume that 
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expanded tlie form. The limbs were a 
little longer in proportion than Celia's, 
and her hands and feet larger, but per- 
fectly well formed ; the fingers long and 
tapering, and the foot with the " Arab 
arch." Her face showed the faultless 
oval, more frequent in Italy than among 
us ; the nose was very slightly aquiline ; 
otherwise the features were classical but 
with nothing of the tameness sometimes 
marking this type ; the expression de 
noting high spirit, full of life and hope 
and energy and intelligence. Thorough 
bred, one might have been tempted to 
style her. A clear, bright brunette with 
large, dark-brown eyes, that could flash 
as well as melt. Her hair, too Mas 
brown^long, thick, dark, silky- — une 
chevelure magnifique," as the French 
say, clioosing to designate, by a single 
word, what we somewhat strangeh call 
a " head of hair." The chin was well 
set and delicately cut, its form indiciting 
(Lavaler would have said) resolution 
That was Leoline Sydenham. 

What these young girls were saying 
to each other I do not purpose to dxs 
close. The elder people, Celia's aunt 
and Leoiine's father, were talking in 
doors. Let us listen to them. 

They were sitting in the recess of a 
bay window opening east on the lawn. 
Sydenham had made the usual inquiries 
after the heallh and welfare of her family, 
to which Mrs. Hartland had replied with 
that absent, preoccupied manner which 
indicates a purpose to enter on an im- 
portant subject thit the speaker has not 
exactly determined how to broach or 
has not mustered courage to 

When Sydenham p lused the 
came shghth t< her chcel s an 
said, hastily 
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I ppy Id 1 



that I am 
table liberty 
ndship, your 

had quite 



t g th 



d t 



pt th J fi t 

arrival here , and we see } 

here among us." 

"It is not customary." 
" Not customary for old 

in a country village, and ■ 
quarreled. 



friends, living 
who certainly 
each other ?" 



" I did n 
"Ah! 



a that— 



, glad 1 



- yoi; 



nile 



Surely yoi canntl doubt that to 
VIS t you ind ni) t-norte Led ne and 
dear good Mrs Qymer whom every 
bod) Joies n ust be a pleasire to me 
But Mr Hartland — you know his wa^s 
He IS more devoted to h s la\or te 
botany and entomology than ever and 
be seems never satisfied unless I am at 
h )me Wh le he is in the field he ex 
pects me to make colored drawings for 
the work he is getting out of e\er\ un 
described fiovier and insect he finds 
Then I 1 ave to label h s specimens ar 
range his cabmets and so what with 
these and my domestic duties — 

You have not time or thoUp,ht to 
spare for your neighbors Well I will 
not quarrel with my 1 d H I land 
about the importa of h t fie 

pursuits but upon n y vi d I I old 



e t b 



piz. 



grosser, < 

sold salt in Queen El b tl d j 1 
shall owe it a down JcA oiudg Alice, 
if it carry you off loo. We can't spare 
you out of the world. These insects are 
very curious — I have spent hours in ad- 
miring them — but they are not worthy 
of having the interest one tal.es in hu 
mankind wholly squandered on them 
These undescribed flowers that grow 
under yoi r ptnt 1 — I dint doubt their 
^race and bewt)— lut wl en Harll id 
"Lis out h s work I im suie I si 11 
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n 1 k t tl m h p 

th y t 1 ) ff 



tl 



I 



tak 



th h I 



y h band p t 

J d tj A d I d k 
! m— h m th I 
11 \ d t 
1 f t ml 
"how learned I haie b m 
and species — " 

" Dear Alice," interrupt d Sjd 1 
"forgive me. I was wr d 

right. You shall come t j t h 

you please and when y \ 

know how welcome yo B t j 

have not told me yet wl t t \ 
not customary." 

"Oh, I meant that it t tl t 

for married persons, t d by 

blood, to call eacli oth by th fit 

« Is it nol ? Well, 1 w tl 

straight coat, though my f th d d B t 
I have quite enough f tl Q k 
leaven within me to san 1 1) m Id 

friends at least, that bea t f I p II 

custom, a reminder of tl 
brotlierhood of mankind A d j 
Alice : your good roothe th pi 

cap and bonnet to the d y t I d th 
It strikes me that m 1 j f 1 
daughter in calling an Id 1 Im t 

" I think I am quite as m h Q k 

" Frank. Mr. Sydenl m t ht 

there at all." 

" Well, I think I am q t I 

Quaker as you, Frank L t M H t 
land is not. Sometimes h f 

he wished me to for^ t my Q k 

" Is he so much prejudiced >" 
" He is a strict Congregationalist, as 
you know ; and I have heard him speak, 
in general terms, of the dangerous lati- 
tude which the followers of William 
Penn allow themselves. I never heard 
him say a syllable on this particular 
subject of Christian names. But, as I 
haie always called him Mr. Hartland, 



I tl k M Syd h tl t y 

1 m 1 pi bo t t th 

tr J t 1 d g 

Oh d Syd h m 1 I ] 

I t w d t y If J 

h II d J 1 b dTI 1 



Idh 



II 



Th p f 1 p h I -^ f 

m m t, Al f b t Sy I 

h notobseivingit,added. "Andam 
I t II you Mrs. Hartland in return ?" 
N indeed no," she replied, earnest- 
\ou have always called me Alice ; 
d f jou were to change now, I should 
1 k I had vexed or olTended you. Be- 
1 t is your common habit. Do you 
t 11 my niece Celia .'" 
D I?" 

Al ays; I haveparticularljremarked 
t A d that reminds me of the purpose 
f J isit to you. 1 come to trouble 
, b ut affairs not your own." 

My dear Alice, you shall call me 
] t I at you please. But I shall quar- 
I w I you outright if you ever con- 
d t necessary to employ preface or 
pol ) in asking my advice or aid in 
y tter that concerns or interests 



Ih n, as I don't feel able, just at 

t to encounter a quarrel outright. 

tl } ,1 shall come to the point at 

It is a matter that interests me, 

t oncerns the happiness of- dear 



Of late she has not been looking si 
II so happy as usual." 
Sh is not happy, poor child. It i; 
th Id sad story," said Alice, with : 



"Ah V said Sydenham, "she has made 

" Does that surprise you ? You know 
nothing of it ? But you are so seldom 
with us, now. Yes, she has made a 
choice, and one that does not at all suit 
Mr. Hartland." 

" May I know the name ?" 

" Certainly, if you have not already 
guessed it— Mr. Mowbray." 
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"And whit ore Mr Harthnd's objec 
tions to M I. ray 

" In tl (" pi h p tj II 
mother 1 ts I If It 

her sch 11 f h mbl 

support 

"Cel t 1 1 rfy th d 

dollars 

" Fo t> th 1 M H rtl d h 

invested f 1 p d tly d p fit 



b i 



" But p I 1 Id 
"Yo 



H 



M 



Hartland w 

"What IS his view, 

"That a girl with forty thousand dol- 
lars is entitled to look for a correspond- 
ing fortune in a husband." 

"You transport me back to Paris. A 
hundred thousand livres must marry a 
hundred thousand livres ; and, to do 
really well, ough t to attract and subdue a 
hundred and fifty thousand. Purses are 
mated. No wonder poor hearts take 
their revenge afterward. No, if that be 
Hartland's view of the matter, I never 
can support it. Besides, where, in this 
humble village of ours, is he to find 
forty thousand dollars for her ? I am 
altogether too old : Leoline is within a 
few years of Celia's age." 

"Oh," said Alice, quickly, "I assure 
you Mr. Hartland has no designs upon 
you. He favors a very difTerent man." 

"He has some one in view then?" 

"You have already guessed whom ; I 

"Indeed I have Jiot. I cannot even 
imagine whom, in this neighborhood, he 
would select. Why should you think I 
had hit upon it ?" 

"Because yoi5 seemed to feel alarmed, 
as I do when I hear Mr. Hartland urg- 
ing the claims of Mr. Cranstoun." 

" Cranstoun I Amos Cianstoun ! Im- 
possible !" 

" It is only too true." 

" This is serious," said Sydenham 
after a pause. " The wishes of the dead, 
no less than the welfare of the living. 



nterfere Strinne thit this 
I 1 dn 

I t f 
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H 

d k tl If It 

d w th I tt 
h h d 

H f f t Id th tr\ th 1 
dash ffdtfM HOd 
p 1 It th m h 1 d 



1 
P b k 



D Elz! 



b f 



Tl 



f 



M 



<m d th f lar 
hi 1 d th 1 ly 

If h d tl 

■^ d h m p d tl Ml 

d th 1 tf and I I 1 k I p 
1 pp d b t I 

Alice, said he, this must be looked 
to, and it shall be. How does Cella 
feel toward Cranstoun ?" 

" Strangely. She undoubtedly dislikes 
and seeks to avoid him. Yet I think 
he possesses a certain influence over 
her. It has seemed fo me to resemble 
fascination. I believe the poor child 
hears in her dreams her father's death- 
bed words about that man. They seem 
to haunt her." 

" There is something I do not quite 
understand in all this. It certainly is 
remarkable that Cranstoun should have 
been tolerated — even favored, conciliated, 
recommended to his wife and daughter 
— by Frederick Pembroke." 

" Eliza often expressed to me her 

" She was right He has a smooth, 
plausible manner, is not without ability, 
nor, I believe, without kindly impulses—" 

"Your sister Clymer says that in her 
visits to the poor of our village she has 
several limes found herself forestalled 
by the charily of Cranstoun. His name 
is seldom withheld from any subscription 
for benevolent purposes, and he has the 
character of winning to himself the at- 
tachment of those whom he employs." 

" His character," said Sydenham, 
musing, " has been lo me a study. 
Hannah has told me of his charitable 
deads. The man is neighborly, com- 
passionate, I suppo.'ie — indulgent, they 
say, lo his dependants. And yet he has 
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no more idea of honesty than if such a 
thing were not to be found in tlie world. 
He is an arrant knave — not a violent 
one. not what would be called a cruel 
one — but a knave without a single grain 
of rectitude, without the first spark of 
honor, and, with all his plausibility, de- 
void of every principle that stamps the 
gentleman." 

" Is it possible that benevolence and 
such utter lack of principle can coexist 
in the same character?" 

" Benevolence is too strong a term. 
But undoubtedly a rascal may be kind 
to his neighbors and family, cojnpassion- 
ate to suffering that comes under his 
immediate observation, and disposed to 
save to his fellow- creatures all pain tliat 
is not necessaiy in carrj'ing out his own 
s-inister purposes. Cranstoun would 
bring suit against a poor widow — wrong- 
fully too — he would suffer the constable 
lo sell out the last article not exempted 
by law, and then, next day perhaps, if 
he chanced to see his victim and found 
lier in .want, he would send her a bushel 
of meal or a barrel of potatoes." 

" So bad as that ,'"' 

" I have had little to do with him, 
thank God ! but the case I have supposed 
is not an imaginary one. You know the 
widow Carson ?" 

'I Betty Carson ? Certainly. She 
vrashes for Mrs. Mowbray — as hard- 
working and as honest a creature as 

" You may remember Matthew, her 
husband-— a confirmed sot, who led her 
a dog's life. Mattliew had dealings with 
Mr. Cranstoun, and, at one time, fell in 
his debt some twenty-five dollars, giving 
his note for the amount, with Betty's 
iname, by Cranstoun's special request, 
as secuiity. About a year before he 
died Carson fell sick, and Mr. Harper, 
for whom he sent, so wrought upon 
him that he became, for a time, quite 
a reformed man, went to work in good 
earnest, and promised fair to be a credit 
to his family. During this interval, at 
his wife's earnest solicitation, he con- 
trived, partly with her assistance, lo pay 
off the debt to Cranstoun ; but either 
he forgot that he had given his note, or 



carelessly neglected lo take it up. The 
payment of this debt poor Betty men- 
tioned at the time, with tears of gratitude 
in her eyes, to Mr. Harper. He has 
not the sJightesf doubt it was paid. 
Soon afler, Matthew relapsed Into worse 
than his former courses, coming home 
late at night from the grogshop, break- 
ing open his wife's chest, and taking 
thence, to supply the next morning's 
orgies, the pittance she had earned by 
unremitting toil over the wash-tub, and 
laid by to procure bread for her children." 
" Poor Betty ! That was worse than 
I imagined. I knew Matthew was a 
drunkard, but did not suppose him a 
thief." 

he, that I know of." 
he stole his wife's 



Neither wa 
" Not wher 
money ?" 









1 did n 

"Now you are jesting." 

" God forbid that I should jest on so 

" You say he took from her chest, 
without her permission, the money she 
had worked for—" 

"Yes, money made painfully, toil- 
somely by going out to wash at seventy- 
five cents a day." 

" And that was not stealing ?" 

" Not in the case of a husband who 
took the money from his wife." 

"■Is that the law?" 

"In our Stale, yes." 

" Man's law, then, not God's.' 

" I hope it will not long be man's law 
in any Stale of the Union. Our neigh- 
bors of Indiana have got rid of i 
others are doing likewise. The i 
for strong drink seemed to return upon 
Matfhew with redoubled force after his 
brief season of sobriety. One article of 
furniture went after another to eke out 
the means of slaking his ceaseless thirst. 
At last — the best thing he could do tlien 
—he died of delirium tremens." 

"And Cranstoun brought suit against 
Betty for the debt ?" 

"Not at first. He did his best to 
obtain work for her, and even set on 
foot a small subscription for her benefit. 
After a few months the chairs and tables 
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were replaced, a list carpet once more 
covered tlie cabin floor, the cbildren 
were decenfiy clad for winter, and the 
widow was just begianing to feel that 
she might yet work her way through the 
world, thanks to the timely aid of Mr. 
Cranstotin and other kind people, when 
one day a writ was served, at Cranstoun's 
instance, for the amount of Matthew's 
note to him, soon to be followed by an 
execution of sufficient amount to sweep 
nearly all she had saved since her hus- 
band's death." 

" How surprised the poor soul must 
have been !" 

" She was thunderstruck — could not 
imagine at first that it was anytliing else 
but a mistake ; and went to Cranstoun, 
who asked her, very coolly, if she had 
any receipt to show of payment made." 

"You had this from Betty herself?" 

« Certainly, I never take such things 
at second hand. She came to me, in her 
distress, to ask if there was no remedy. 
I examined the case with care, saw Mr. 
Harper and others, satisfied myself, first, 
that the money, beyond a shadow of 
doubt, had Ijcen paid, and, secondly that 
no legal proof could be obtained of the 
fact." 

" Did you call ujTOn Mr. Cranstoun ' 

" Yes." 

" And he denied the payment ?' 

" No. He merely requested to hear 
my proofs ; and the array, as to moral 
conviction, was perfectly overwhelming 
that, I saw, was evident even to hiin. 
He listened very quietly, and then ask d 
me which among them I supposed 1 
sufficient, in a court of justice, t b 
his claim. ' Do you deny iiayment d 
I — indignantly I am sure it raus h 
been, for I felt my blood boll. 'N 
all,' he replied,. without the slighte p 
parent emotion either of shame 
sentment. ' I am not required to d y 
anything of the sort It is Mrs C 
son's business to prove payment, d f 
she does not, I have a legiil right 1 
debt, and shall certainly get it.' " 

"Atrocious !" s<ud Alice. "And ! 
a man as that has Mr. Haitland's fi 
dence 1" 

"He made himself very useful 



way of business. To your husband the 
available part of his chai-acter has prol> 
ably shown itself, while its baser traits 
have been kept under in the background." 
" I knovf he has spared no pains to 
win Mr. Hartland's good-will and good 
opinion. At one time — about the time 
this letter of my sister's was written — 
my husband seemed to dislike and mis- 
trust him. I think that was the chief 
reason why Eliza, on her deathbed, re- 
quired from Celia a promise that she 
would not marry, before the age of 
twenty- three, without her guardian's 

" Did Celia give such a promise ?" 
" In the most solemn manner." 
"And this consent Mr. Hartland now 
refuses to her marriage with Mowbray?" 
"Absolutely. The poor child is in de- 
spair. I could not see these crosses and 
vexations prey upon her health, as I 
know they are doing, without asking 
your counsel and aid." 

" Have you seen much of Mowbray?" 
" Of late not much. Hartland's man- 
ner almost forbids him the house. Celia 
has been taking German lessons of Mrs. 
Mowbray, and thus has seen him almost 
daily but Mr. Hartland has told her 
thit at the end of the present quarter — 
tl it IS next week — these lessons miwt 

And your own opinion of this young 

Is favorable. Mowbray is young, 
hands ime. well- principled, I think; and 
hi 1 d dl Cannot you 

d m 1 f 1 I Sydenham ? 
K h 1 IS Id with her for 

J lid tell what ar 



1 



girl 



A d 1 m h b 1 1 Py ■ -And she 

ml k h h ppy ! My very 

I k h hink of their 

ea Ij J d k d ddened thus ; 

and J 1 b s !" 

Th Al ce's soft, low 

h Syd ham's heart. 

H ) fi d b ently, on the 

1 1 I d p hi der a slight 
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puzzle to me that God's gift to us of 
?iis most beautiful attribute should so 
often— oh, so very often ! — have been 

" It is one of the world's great mys- 
teries," said Sydenham, sadly— "one of 
many. Who shall explain to us why, 
just outside the garden of our happi- 
ness, stands Death to enter — who knows 
at what moment ? — and lay desolate 
hopes, affections, enjoyments, that seemed 
the direct boon of Heaven itself?" 

" Death !" said Alice, following her 
own train of thought — how often we do 
this, unheeding our neighbor's ! — "death i 
Ah, that is the least of evils !" 

Sydenham looked up surprised. But 
she did not notice the look, and he 
merely said : " Have you pleaded Celia's 
cause with Mr. Hartland ?" 

" I dare not : besides, it would be 
useless." 

"And you wish roe to do it ? Small 
chance of success for me if you feel 
secure of failure." 

" Do not fear that, Mr. Sydenham," 
said Alice, eagerly. " He does not heed 
me : he thinks I cannot understand such 
things. But you — oh I know you can 
do so much, if you will. You will speak 
to him as her mother's early friend — - 
nay, this letter of Eliza's gives you 
authority to interpose." 

" It makes it my duty, at all events, 
to leave nothing untried that may prove 
of service to her daughter, be it much or 
little." 

" I knew I could depend on you," 
said Mrs. Hartland, giving Sydenham 
her hand. " When we were children 
together you never refused me anything. 
It was a happy time, then ; and you did 
so much to make it happy ! If I come 
but seldom to see you now, Mr. Syden- 
ham, and if I don't call you Frank, you 
mustn't think I am ungrateful enough to 
forget. Indeed, indeed, I have much to 
do at home "—she ro.se— "and I have 
been gone, I fear, too long already. Mr. 
Hartland takes it so much amiss if I am 
absent when he returns from his walk. 
Where can those girls be ?" 

" They must be close by ; for I saw 
them, but a minute or two since, return- 



ing by the vineyard gate. But cannot 
you leave Celia with me ? I ought to 
speak to her, and perhaps it would be 
better alone. Ah ! here they come." 

" Lela dear," said Mrs. Hartland as 
they entered, " can you spare the time 
to drive me home ? We did not bring 
Potter : Celia was my charioteer ; and, 
as your father has something' to say to 
her and I am in a hurry, she cannot re- 
turn with me. 1 know what a skillful 
driver you are, and, to tell you the truth, 
I am a little nervous about that brown 
mare Potter bought us." 

"Ah, you are driving Brunette. I 
shall be delighted. 1 am a good whip, 
I think : am I not, papa ?" 

"If you would drive a little more 
cautiously down this steep approach of 
ours, I could recommend you with more 
confidence. But I think I may trust 
Mrs. Hartland with you." 

" Well, that's a good deal for papa. 
You must know, Mrs. Hartland, he's 
afraid of spoiling me by too much 
praise, and deals it out by thimblefuls. 
But I find him out, for all his stinginess. 
He would not let me drive you, Mrs. 
Hartland — you, who are such a favorite 
with him — nay, you needn't look in- 
credulous : isn't she, papa .''" 

" Certainly, my child," said Syden- 
harn, with a quiet smile — " with me and 
with all her friends ; but you are de- 

" Well, would he entrust you to me 
if he didn't believe, in his heart, that 
I drive, as our old coachman says, 
splendidly ?" 

" Go along, chatterbox," said her 
father, patting her cheek fondly : " Mrs. 
Hartland's time is precious." 

" In a moment. My driving-gloves ; 
ah, here they are. Now, Mrs. Hart- 
land, I'm ready." 

Sydenham accompanied them to the 
door, Celia following. 

"That is a beautiful animal," he said, 
patting its arched neck as Leoline took 
her place beside Mrs. Hartland and 
assumed the reins, " but she seems high- 
spirited." 

"Yes, papa, spirited, but not vicious. 
There's not a bit of vice in those large, 
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" Mas, Hartland," said Leoline as 
they drove along, " I wish Celia could 
feel just as I do." 

Mrs. Hariland smiled; "Shewow/rf 
be the betler of a little of your flow of 
spirits. But Celia used to be gay and 
light-hearted as any one. It is only of 
late—" 

" Yes, I know : that is just what I 
am thinking of. I did not mean that I 
wished her to be like me — dear Celia is 
far befler than I am, already ; I only 
meant that, at this particular time, I 
could wish tliat she feit as to some 
things—" 

" Some things ! Ah, Celia has been 
opening her heart to you, then ?" 

" No. I never ask people about their 
hearts : it's not much ia my way. Wliat 
a beauty that Brunette is, and how nice- 
ly she goes! It is a real pleasure to 
drive her." 

"Yes, dear, but if you were to go a 
little slower — " 

" So I will, if you are the lea.sl afraid," 

"Thank you. It was not about Celia's 
heart, then, that you were talking to me," 

"Yes, it was; and perhaps I have 
no business to say a word, for Celia and 
1 have not been touching on that topic 
at all, to-day ; but I can't help hearing 
what people, in a village like this, ■will 
talk about, when they ought to let it 
alone. And it provokes me to think — 
it provokes me still more for others 10 
think— There, Mrs, Haitland, she shall 
go more slowly : I didn't intend to touch 
her with the whip. Don't look so ap- 
prehensive. Brunette shall walk down 



1 ' 1 *li quite quietly, bo that papa shall 
a good child." 

are a good child to think of my 
y s. Now tell me what it pro- 
u to think and for others to 
h \ 

T Mr. Mowbray should have the 
po make dear Celia's cheeks pale 

d eyes sad even for a day. I 

it's all wrong for me to speak 
. but that is the honest truth ; 
d n y wish — " She hesitated. 
Th Celia felt toward Evelyn Mow- 
as you do." 
be eve that was just what I was 
going to say," said Leoline, laughing ; 
"and a foolish enough .speech it would 
have been. But no : it's not quite (hat. 
My anxiety, I believe, went no farther 
than this, that — in short, that she should 
take things quietly." 

Mrs. Hartland looked at that fair 
young face, unclouded by a care, and 
sighed. 

"I am only wishing, remember," said 
Leoline, apologetically, as she met Mrs. 
Hartbnd's pensive eyes, " I know," 
she resumed, a sudden shade saddening 
her own, "we cannot take some things 
quietly. Poor, dear papa ! what years 
he grieved about mamma ! But tliat 
was death !" 

" The death of those we love is a 
terrible evil, but they may be for ever 
lost to us, though yet alive," 

" But there is no question of Celia 
losing Mov/bray for ever ; and if she 
did—" 
" Well ?" 

" I am afraid my ideas are not very 
clear this morning, dear Mrs, Hariland. 
I come back to my wish that Celia could 
but take things a little more as i do. I 
like people to be happy. Not that I 
should object to Mowbray's looking a 
little forlorn or so ; but darling Celia, 
who is too good for any of them— worth 
them all put together— I can't bear to 
think that she should droop and grieve. 
I believe— yes, I fancy that must be it — 
that my idea is, men ought to care more 
for us than we do for lliem." 

There flitted acioss Mrs, Hartland's 
face a singukir expression — sad, regret- 
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ful, it seemed— which Leoline was trying 
to interpret when it suddenly changed to 
one of great alarm. 

They had descended more than two- 
thirds of tlie hill which led from Syden- 
ham's house to the level on whish the 
village stood, and the mare had behaved 
perfectly well. They had passed the 
neat paling which fenced the gaiden and 
orchard, and now, on then right, was a 
rivulet swelled b\ hte heaij rams, and 
which, rimnmg down some distance 
parallel to the road, crossed it a few 
hundred jards farther on then, pissmg 
to the lett. Its banka fringed with h:1 
lows, it bisected ind irngated the lower 
poition of Sydenham s posture ground, 
diopping thence mto Kinshon Creek be 
low the fall. On the left of the road 
they were descending was the post-and- 
rail fence which enclosed said pasture, a 
pretty, undulating piece of meadow-land, 
with an eastern slope to the plain be- 
low, and extending some distance be- 
yond the foot of the hills. 

In this pasture were cattle and several 
horses, among them a colt, three years 
old and still unbroken, which, as soon 
as it saw the dearborn descending the 
hill, raced across to a point a little be- 
hind where they then were, stood for a 
second or tivo, head and tail erect, snort- 
ing loudly ; then, after trotting slowly a 
few bounding steps, dashed impet 1 
down the hill, close to the road fe 

Whether it was that Brunett h d 
been purchased by Potter of som 
his racing associates, who had be 
testing her speed on the turf, or th 
high-spirited animal had been bu 
perfectly broken, the sudden start as the 
colt shot past her, was to or t t 1 
and, in a moment, she too w g 11 p g 
at full speed down the ro d 

Mrs. Hartfand's first mp 1 as t 
snatch the reins, but Mr H 1 did 
once checked her harshly f I 

imprudence ; and she rec II t 1 I !f 
just in time to refrain fr t tl t 

might have proved fetal t b th 

Lf oline had not boast d ly f 1 
skill in driving, and her It p 
was admirable. With o f pi J 
against the dashboard, si 1 d i 



the reins, and, though she could not 
check the powerful animal, she guided it 
steadily and without difficulty. 

In an instant they had reached the 
foot of the bill. Leoline glanced at 
Mrs. Hartland's agitated countenance. 
" It is nothing," she said ; " I can take 
her up, never fear ; only pray, pray, sit 
still " 

They ajiproached the spot where the 
rivulet already mentioned crossed their 
path There was but a foot-bridge, 
composed of a squared log with a rude 
hind railing, close to the pasture fence, 
for the stream scarcely ever deepened 
so as to prevent vehicles from passing 
easily , and now there might be some 
eighteen inches of water, I'ortunately, 
the descent on each side was gradual. 

Leoline drove the mare close on the 
left of the road, toward the foot-bridge ; 
then, as they reached the descent, drew 
her briskly to the right, cutting at an 
angle across the little stream and up the 
opposite bank, thus avoiding any dan- 
gerous shock in crossing. The rush of 
the water and the acclivity beyond caused 
the animal somewhat to slacken her head- 
long speed, and Leoline managed to guide 
her safely round the turn which, sweep- 
ing to the left, brought her into the main 
avenue, leading directly into the village, 
which was nearly a mile distant 

O 11 1 ft f ir d f t d b a 

p d h 

g w t H p d 

p wh pat ed ram a 



p h aded 



n the 



his gi" which the good i 

t f t 

N I w d d he see the 

pi ht f th I d th h rushed for- 
w d, t Uj f tl 1 t th risk to hira- 

If d p f L 1 ne's warning 



e the r 



V y 1 th 



Tl eifect \ 



1 tl d I n, th girl of the 
y h h h 1 d aim st succeeded 
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and she saw crowds in the distant t 
" It will never do," sucli was li 
thought, "lo enter the village 

Now, alxiut half-way betwe 
Harper's house and town, on tl 
of this road, was the village po 
pretty piece of water, fed by e 
springs, partially shaded by willo 
acacias, and presenting, on a 
evening, when the cattle, return 
herded from their forest-pasture, 
to drink there, a pleasant scene r 

quiet that Cuyp or Gainsborgug 
not have disdained to paint. 

It was a usual watering-pla 
wagoners, being open to the ro 
was accessible, by a short slop 
scent, as well on the village side as 
on wliich Mr. Harlland's dearbo : 
now rapidly approaching. 

As they came in sight of it a 
thought flashed on LeoHne's mi 
she acted on it with instant prom 

With a single word of enconra m 
to Mrs. Hartland, she headed th 

d D n 



bo 



p d 






d, h 



before they had completed a semi-circular 
sweep toward the opposite landing-place, 
the panting horee was fairly brought to 
a stand-still. 

" I could not help it, dear Mrs, Hart- 
land," said Leoline, shaking the lat^e 
drops from her dress; "I was so much 
afraid of running over some of the chil- 
dren in that crowded street. I hope 
you are not very wet. Indeed I could 
not help it." 

"Wet, dear Lela 1 How can you talk 
or think of such a trifle when nothing 
but your courage has saved us perhaps 
from death ! Oh let us get out !" 

"What I Into the water? That 
would be a craziness! And let Bru- 
nette get home her own way, break the 



d li m to pieces and frighten your 
old into fits ? Oh fie, Mrs, Hart- 

I was going to return you the 
lent about coui-age, but now 
spoilt it all." 

oline, if I could but feel and act 

u ! I owe to you my life." 

was nothing, Mrs. Hartland. If 

re had been vicious and had 

ah, then it would have been 

A gentleman we knew in Eng- 

d his knee lamed for life in that 

and I've been rather nervous 

, myself, ever since. But Bru- 

ran beautifully. Ah, good raare ! 

e drinks : she is conquered now. 

W I get home with her quite safely." 

H w skillfully you drove over tliat 

II the road ' I scarcely felt a 



I flatte 



ly, ae 



here is ^ H h 

look after y dan 

Dear old man ! He nearly upset us, but 
his kindness and courage are not tlie 
less for that." 

"Are you safe ?" said Mr. Harper. 

"Perfectly," said Mrs. Haiiland, 
"thanks to this noble girl I But how 
could you think of risking your life for 
us, as you did ?" 

"The truth is, I didn't think of it, or 
I might have done better. Zeal without 
knowledge was mine. But isn't that 
your man Potter coming to us f And, 
though Miss Leoline drives admirably, 
had she not better resign the reins for 

" On one condition, Mr. Harper," said 
Leoline— " that you will do me a great 
favor. I am so much afraid of dear 
papa hearing of this runaway scrape of 
oura before he knows we arc safe. If 
vou are not too busy, and Mrs. Hartland 
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will spare me, would you mind setting me 
down at our lower orcliard gate ?" 

" Most willingly shall it be done, my 
dear young lady ; and you shall go safe- 
ly, if not swiftly. My good old Trooper 
won't bear comparison with that brown 
beauty of Mrs. Hartland's ; but he is a 
faithful servant, that has not failed me 
in fifteen years." 



"Yes, dear Leia," said Mrs. Hartland, 
"you do quite right to carry the first 
news to your father. God bless you, 
my child 1" 

And with looks of love and admira- 
tion, Alice's eyes, fixed on Leoiine, long 
followed Mr. Harper's homely equipage 
ere she bade Potter drive carefully 
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CHAPTER XII. 



SYDENHAM and Celia had returned 
to tlie parlor. As they entered, a 
look of consciousness and painful em- 
barrassment stole over (he girl's anxious 

" You have a dear and excellent friend 
in your good aunt," said Sydenham. 

" No mother could iDe kinder," she re- 
plied, warmly. " I call her mother, nnd 
well she deserves it from me. What 
should I do now, if it were not for 
her ?" 

" Are you so hard bestead ?" 

» Oh, Mr. Sydenham," said Cel a, 
the tears glistening in her eyes, " I am 
very unhappy !" 

'■ You are very cold, poor child !" s^id 
Sydenham, taking her hand — " absolute 
ly chilled through. Come to the fire and 



letu 



(alk it 



Now this speech did not please Celia 
at all. If the tone and the look had not 
been so kind, it would have offended 
her seriously. As it was, it effectuiUy 
arrested her tears. 

Sydenham seated her comfortably in a 
huge arm-chair by the fire, and stood 
looking af her. " What is the matter f" 
he asked, after a pause. 

Celia remained silent. 



"Cannot you trust ine with th 
of your troubles i* Cannot you tall 
as you would to a fatlier ?" 

" No, sir." 

" No ?" 

" No ; and I don't wish you to 
' poor child.' " 

" Nor to tell you you liave n 






behai 



i-ell ?' 



" Not in that tone.' 
" I-Iow old are you, Celia ?" 
" I shall be twenty next week — in ten 
daysi and that is altogether too old to be 
a daughter of yours." 

Sydenham smiled, well pleased ; 
" What ! Three whole years older than 
Leh? 

talk of that. I am 
ust you, Mr. Syden- 
p my aunt advised me 
difficulties ; only — " 



le the least 



Dont let us 

quite wilhng to tl 

1 am I w 11 do a 

and tell you all Ta\ 

Well, onlj what ?" 

' You never seemed t 
like a felher and I am ; 
will 

Sydenham who had remained stand- 
ing bes de Cell^ s chair, put back from 
her forehead a fen stray hairs that had 
been di-iplaced by her bonnet, passed 
his hand gently over the soft, rich, wavy 
tresses and touched the feir brow with a 
light kiss. " I suppose, then, J must be 
satisfied with the authority of an elder 
73 
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brother," said he, as he drew a chair be- 

" Talk to me as your sister," said 
Celia, looking up well pleased, " not as 
if you were soothing a spoilt child, and 
you may tell me 1 have been behaving 
badly, or anything eke you please." 

" You have been behaving badly." 

" So you told ma alieady." 

" You have been doing what many 
older and wiser people than you do every 
day — borrowing sorrow, causelessly, of 
the fulure ; vexing yourself — I will not 
say for nothing, but for nothing that 
ought to make my sister Celia'a check 
look pale and her step grow languid." 

" What did my aunt tell you ?" 

"That Mr. Hartland disapproved the 
choice you had made ; and that, ualess 
he changed his mind, or you broke a 
solemn promise made to your mother, 
you cannot marry Mr. Mowbray — let me 
see ! — no, not for three whole years and 
ten days." 

" Oh, Mr. Sydenham, surely you don't 
think—" 

" No ; I don't think it ever presented 
itself to you before exactly in that plain, 
matter-of-fact point of view, else I might 
not have hid to scold you for these p^le 



H 



ul 



now or three years hence. Thrice three 
years would not change^ — no, not a hair's 
breadth' — his rigid prejudice. He has 
set his heart on my marrying Mr. Cran- 
stoun, and he will never cease urging it 
upon me to receive the addresses of that 
man— never, never! Oh, Mr, Syden- 
ham, how can I help being unhappy, 
when I see nothing before me but endless 
quarrels, a struggle between myself — 
dependent, inexperienced — and a guard- 
ian, estimable to be sure, to whom I owe 
much, who wishes me well, I dare say, 
but who is bent upon what would make 
me miserable, wretched for life ? And 



n that is 



.t all." 



"What more.?" 

" My father, during his lifetime, seem- 
ed strangely bound to Mr. Cransloun, 
and on his deathbed uiged it upon 
me, in terms the most earnest, always 
to look upon him as a friend, and 
to abstain from whatever might offend 
him. And I myself can scarcely get rid 
of the idea that he has power over me. 
He seems, when he speaks to me and 
looks at me, to feel that he has." 

" Is that all ? 

"Is it not enough?" 

" Enou"h to demand thought and call 

p ugh — except in 

m in which the 

s of 



ff 
b dp 

cases of thwarted love and jailer guard 
ians which you have pored over in nov- 
els — you thought yourself very ill-used, 
and' persuaded yourself that you were 
very unhappy." 

"Is that the way in which brothers 
talk to sisters ?" 

" If they care more about doing them 
service than pleasing them for the mo- 

" Is it not wrong in a guardian to flout 
the suit of a good, estimable young man 
merely because he is not rich, and to in- 
sist on his ward marrying another, whom 
she fears and dislikes ?" 

" Both are very wrong." 

"My uncle will never forgive me if I 
marry Evelyn. It is not a question of 



yfjy me 

enough to be 
■ ■ far 



fti 



less to be sufBcient reason why the ha- 
rassed mind should prey, as yours has 
been preying, on the body." 

" I am not ill, though my aunt would 
send for Dr. Meyrac yesterday." 

" You are not ill, but, if you go on in 
this way, you very soon vvill be. I have 
more faith in Meyrac than, report says, 
he has in his brother Galens ; you have 
heard the story ?" 

" Yesterday, from his own lips. I have 
not laughed as heartily for a month." 

"He showed his sense by getting you 
(0 laugh, and Meyrac is shrewd and sen- 
sible ; 1>ut I hope to do you more good 
than he and all his brethrei^ backed 
with every nostrum in their pharma- 
copeia." 
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•' What if r have no feith ? Will not 
the chai-m lose its virtue ?" 

" You shall not choose but believe. 
Now, my good, persecuted, affrighted 
littie friend, I pray you to answer me a 
few plain questions." 

" That is the empiric's privilege — 

" You are getting sharp. I have more 
and moi'e hopes of you. But do you 
know what empiric means ?" 

"Ah I the word touches Dr. Syden- 
ham's professional pride ?" 

" On the contrary, it suits Dr. Syden- 
ham, and he adopts it. Empiric — one 
who practices from personal experience 
only, not from theory ; one who tries 

' "And you intend to experiment upon 

" Precisely, relying for success on my 
own esperience," 

" Fray proceed, then. I will ansiver 
truly, on my conscience, as to all the 

" Do you remember who was Bacchus' 
lieutenant-general in his expedition into 

" You begin sufficiently fiir ofi^ so as 
not to alarm your patient," said Ceha, 

" Nay, I approach the principal symp- 






Hav 



forgotten." 

"It was Pan. Bacchus being sur- 
rounded in a valley by a vastly superior 
force, the shepherd-god recommended 
that the men, at night, should give a 
general shout, which so surprised and 
terrified the opposite force that they in- 
continently forsook their camp, took to 
fliglit and left to Bacchus a l>loodless 
[s you may remember, 
, without a cause, is 



victory. Henci 
any sudden ten 
usually called Stpai, 



" Ah, o 



1 of flat- 
r deny that you 



tery, Mr. Sydenh; 
speak plainly, if it be in parable, 
your diagnosis is faulty. I have not, 
that 1 know of, been seized with any 



"No, ■ 



your 



: the dist 



sumes its chronic form. So much the 

" Let us speak seriously, Mr. Syden- 
ham. I am hardly able, to-day, to keep 
up the light shuttlecock of jest." 

» With all my heart. Let me ask you 
a serious question, then : Are you not 
afraid of your guardian ?" 

" He is so stern and severe." 

"What are you afraid of? Not a 
scolding ?" 

" Mr. Hartland does not scold. But 
he talks just as if everybody musi do 
exactly what he requires of them, and 
especially a young person like me. My 
aunt always obeys him, without question 
delay. He makes everybody obey 









"And suppose you were not to obey 
him — what then ?" . 

" Oh, it would be terrible ! You have 
no idea of his look and tone." 

" Stern looks and severe tones are 
disagieeable, no doubt : 1 am very 
sensitive to their influence, myself; but 
the most favored of us cannot pass 
tlirough this world without encountering 
a few; disagreeables. Beyond these for- 
midable looks and tones, what else do 
you fear from your uncle ? What other 
danger impends ?" 

" Indeed I scarcely know, If I were 
to defy his will, I cannot tell to what 
lengths he migiit go. Oh, it would be 
dreadful I" 

" Let us see. In the first place, lie^ 
implies a cliallenge, provocation, a call- 
ing out to a contest. I recommend only 
gentle firmness. You cannot tell what 
he might do." 

" It seems to me that, if he were tho- 
roughly roused, he might do anything." 

"Just so — anything. I daresay those 
Indian troops whom Pan so seared with 
a shout had ideas of danger about as 
definite as you seem to have. Let us 
analyze this 'anything' of yours. It 
does not include a whipping, I suppose f" 

" Mr. Sydenham !" said Celia, rising. 
Her indignation became her well. Syd- 
enham could not help admiring the glow- 
ing cheeks, but he proceeded without 
change of tone ; 

"Ah, this will never do. I undertake 
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no cure if my patient starts up and runs 
away from my questions. Sit do WD. 
Don't you see that we must proceed 
in the matter regularly if we are to 
reaeW any practical conclusion ? And 
let me tell you, ladye lair, that the time 
has been when your 'anything' included 
consequences that might appall the bold- 
est. The Romans had the power of life 
and death over their oflspring. And did 
they spare sex or age ? There was 
Boadicea. Do you remember ? — 



OI«hl, - 



■t\ of her I 






Those must have been serious times for 
disobedient wards. Don't you think so, 

" I was foolish. But you have such 
a strange way of putting things, Mr. 
Sydenham. I see that my 'anything' 
has a restricted meaning. And you 
shall have an answer to your question. 
I am not at all afraid of sharing the &te 
of poor Boadicea." 

" Good ! Now we shall get on. I 
don't think my friend Hatlland would 
be likely to lock you up in some upper 
chamber and starve you into compliance, 
or feed you there on bread and water 
till you promised to be a good girl and 
to say yes when he bade you." 

" Mr. Hartland is despotic enough, 
but he is a gentleman — " 

"Of the nineteenth century; that is 
the best part of it ; those picturesque 
gentlemen of the good olden-time were 
not much to be trusted in such matters. 
And Hartland does not live in a remote 
castle, in some wild forest, with moat 
and donjon keep, with subterranean dun- 
geons for prisoners and lone turret- 
chambers for refractory damoyseles. His 
house, without a single loophole or even 
window-grating, is situated in a quiet, 
unfortified, civilized village, in a republi- 
can country: a great convenience, all 
this, in your case, depend upon it. 
Bricks and mortar have a good deal to 
do with civilisation and morality. An 
iron will in a feudal fortress, and an iron 
will in that pretty, comfortable two-story 
dwelling-house of your uncle's, with noth- 



ing worse than its neatly-painted green 
shutters to aid in a scheme of incarcera- 
tion, are two very different things." 

" 1 admit that I run no risk of hope- 
less captivity." 

"Here, you see, is another point settled. 
Your person and your liberty are in no 
danger. One thing more. Can your 
guardian disinherit you if you use your 
own eyes, instead of his, in selecting a 



" Not that I know of." 

" Of course he cannot. Vou are your 
mother's sole heir. Just at present you 
are a minor, and he might, perhaps, cur- 
tail your allowance. But in another 
year and a few days he will be obliged 
to account to you for all your property : 
he will do so faithfully— Hartland is tho- 
roughly upright — and will place it un- 
conditionally in your hands. You will, 
thenceforth, have the entire control of 
forty thousand dollars, and will be free 
to select your own residence, choose your 
own friends, follow out your own mode 
of life. There is a great deal of inde- 
pendence, especially here in a Western 
village, in forty thousand dollars." 

"I confess all this did not occur to 

" Of course not. You do not know 
half jour own power and privileges. 
Vou have a dash of romance about you, 
Celia- I like you all the better for that : 
I was seriously touched with it, in 
younger days, myself, and am not tho- 
roughly cured yet But romantic people 
never do see what lies in the plain path 
straight before them. Their eyes wan- 
der up to the heavens and oifto the right 
and left — to those regions of earth to 
which distance lends enchantment. No 
wonder they are sometimes grievously 
puzzled to thread their way." 

" Unless they find some kind elder 
brother on the road, who has still ro- 
mance enough to sympathize with them, 
and not so much as to disqualify him fot 
a guide," said Celia, looking up with a 
grateful expression to Sydenham. 

His ideas seemed disarranged just foi 
a moment ; then lie said quietly; " 1 dar« 
say it was well your aunt Alice thought 
of me. But we are wandering from ths 
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point. How far had we narrowed down 
your 'anjthing?' " 

" I believe I iiad to admit that it did 
not touch life, limb, liberty, property." 

" Very well. You are sure your heart 
has made a choice ?" 

A bright bhish for answer. 

" I see it has. To that choice Mr. 
Harfland says ' No,' for the present at 
least, and may very possibly persist in 
saying ' No ' as long as he lives. You 
have resolved not to marry without his 
consent till you are twenty-three—" 

" Mo.st positively. A violation of a 
promise solemnly rnade to my mother 
on her deathbed would haunt nie to my 
own dying day." 

" You are quite right. Then, to re- 
•tum to the point from which we started, 
it appears, in the first place, that your 
guardian may postpone your marriage 
for tliree years and ten days." 

"And meanwhile f" 

" That is my secondly. Meanwhile, 
Mr. Hartland may look sternly, speak 
semelj-" 

" And that is so hard to bear !" 

» It is disagreeable, very, to come into 
daily contact with ill-will or anger. I 
once gave a man up a most just debt 
that couid be obtained by litigation, and 
in no other way, because 1 had to pass 
his door each morning, and became im- 
patient of being reminded, once in every 
twenty-four hours, that I had a quarrel 

" And I should have done just so." 
" And you might have atTorded to pur- 
chase exemption from a d^ly-recurring 
annoyance at a cost of fifty dollars, as I 
did. But what is the price of your 
uncle's good-will .'' Is it worth while, 
do you think, tti marry Cranstoun in 
order to get it ?" 

" God forbid ! I would rather die." 
" The price, you see, is too high. 
You have quite decided not to purchase. 
You cannot afford to buy off your uncle's 
harsh words and angry looks at the rate 
of a lifetime's misery. It is like any 
other luxury which one's purse is not 
heavy enough to compass. I should 
very much like, in addition to what works 
of art I Iiave, to possess one or two of 



Canova's statues for my entrance-hall, 
and a few of my favorite Murillo's best 
paintings to adorn these walls. But, 
seeing thai my fortune is inadequate to 
such expensive indulgences, I do not set 
my heart upon them, and I cease to repine 
that Ihey are beyond my reach." 

" And you think I ought not to set my 
heart on my uncle's good-will and kind 

" Not if he sets upon these a price 
unreasonable, extravagant, and which it 
would bankrupt your happiness to pay. 
Offer him freely, generously, what you 
really can afford — the little attentions to 
his personal comforts which men at his 
age value ; cheerful obedience in minor 
matters, though it involve sacrifice of 
your taste and inclinations ; the respect- 
ful fulfillment of every duly which a guard- 
ian, standing for the time in a father's 
place, can reasonably exact or expect of 
his ward. Remind him that you are 
young, are in no haste to marry, and 
that all you ask is, not to have a match 
forced upon you against your will." 

" That is it, exactly— that is all I ask. 
If it wei'e not for this Cranstoun—" 

" Cranstoun seems to be the Mte noire 
of your dreams. And, to be right hon- 
est with you, Celia, I think him a dan- 
gerous man." 

"Ah, there it is I You have lef^ him 
out of view altogether. I do think there 
is nothing he might not do." 

" Pan's midnight shout again, Celia. 
Don't desert the camp and leave its 
spoils to the enemy until you have as- 
certained his force. 'Nothing he might 
not do!' Do you think, for example, 
that he might hire three or four nifiian- 
looklng men, their feces covered with 
crape ; have a carriage-and-four close 
by ; set upon you some day when you 
were out botanizing in these woods ; 
cause you to be gagged after the most 
romance-approved fashion ; spirit you 
off to some out-of-the-way, mysterious, 
unknown region ; and there, aided by 
a ghastly monk or chaplain, compel 
you, at the dagger's point, to marry 
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"These mysterioiia impend d n 
gers, you observe, will not sia d q 
tion. They vanish as jou approa I I 
Tiiey are ghosts from a byg g 

It is nearly seven hundred ye 
Derraot Macmonough carried ff f m 
her bog-fenced castle, the Prin D 
vergilda. His exploit, then d m d a 
proof of gallantry and spirit, wo Id n w 
be rewarded, if in our day it w p 
ticabk at all, with ignominy nd tl 
State prison. Forcible abdu 
among us, an almost impossible t 1 j 

" Certainly : I are not afraid f b ng 
stolen away," 

"Very well. Can they in rry j u 
here, to this Cranstoun, agai t 
consent ? Not very readily, I h Id 
think. When Mr. Harper, m 

other clergyman, asks you, Do y « 
lake this man for your husba d you 
must take care not to say 'Yes Th t 
is all." 

Celia smiled : " It is a comfort to think 
one has the privilege of dying an old 
maid if one chooses." 

"It is a privilege, though you may 
not think so — one which women have 
not always enjoyed. You possess lands 
and houses ; and if you had lived in 
England in the early days of King 
John's reign, you might have been forced 
to marry, whether you chose it or not, 
%o that your husband mi^lit render in 



Id 




the altar to bono 


r and 


) 1 




rascally accomplice 


thus 


1 


g 


1 a penalty worse 


than 


tl 


} 




whom 


h 


nhl 


s not ashamed to profess 


b 


d dio 






Syd 


1 ra 


ose and paced the 


room. 


ma. 


! 


habit when excited 


and 


1 


at g 


g absently on the 


dying 



1 ral minutes. 

h said at last, " how reason- 
ly J is. Mr. Hartland's con- 

fer a limited time only, 
n h I I may conciliate where I 
b yl m. Eut, Mr. Sydenham — 
t already tired you — " 
I d Sydenham, coming to 

I J r mother was an early 
d valued friend of mine ; 



1 . 



i, you 



5 d g I I m I like for your own 
k A J in the habit of getting 
t red when those you love tell you of 
their troubles and ask your advice ?" 

" Nobody ever asked my advice," said 
Celia, smiling. " But I remember that 
Franklin, when some one whom he had 
relieved expressed a fear that he might 
never be able to return the obligation, 
told him to iiass it round when he found 
a suffering brother. And 1, when I am 
an old lady with gray hair and a plain 
cap, looking venerable, and when young 
girls think I am very wise and come to 
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possession of some important secret, 
perhaps connected with my father's past 
life, which he could still use ?" 

" Did he ever say as much to you ?" 

"Not in so many words But he his 
left that impression on my mind by cer 
ttin vague expressions dropped from 
time to time, and which I could not 
help couphng with mj fethei s d)mg 
lequest not to do anything to irritate 
this man ' 

"Voii do well to tell me all this. ' 

"Ah even jou are alirmed now,' 
said CeLa, turning verj pile 

" Indeed, no,' said Sydenham, snui- 
ing. "It IS a matter worth looking at 
and thinking over, but I feel no alarm 
about it Cranstoun was acquainted 
(intimately, it would seem) with your 
father in early life. It is possible that 
he may possess, or think he possesses, 
the clue to some undivulged transac- 
tions, ivhich it might have been un- 
pleasant to your father — might be pain- 
ful to you, perhaps — to have brought 
to light. But if he has any such know- 
ledge, and hopes to turn it to profit, I 
don't very well see why he should not 
have sought, ere this, to do so." 

" He may, at this very time, be medi- 
tating such an attempt." 

" Possibly. Yet I cannot believe he 
has mucli in his power. I was not in- 
timately acquainted with your father, but 
I believe him lo have been a man of 
honorable, gentlemanly sentiments — im- 
pulsive at times, somewhat infirm of 
purpose, perhaps, but incapable of any- 
tliing that would disgrace his memory, 
or which, if known, ought seriously to 
pain his child." 

"Oh, I am sure of it!" said Celia, 

" But, Celia, remember this," said 
Sydenham — " that even if we are both 
mistaken — even if this fellow Cranstoun 
possesses, and should hereafter disclose, 
matters redounding to your fiither's dis- 
credit, disgrace even — ^nay, dear child, 
you mustn't look as if all this had al- 
ready taken place ; I don't believis a 
word of it : I am putting a mere possi- 
ble case— and if that possible case ever 
prove a reality, I wish you ever to bear 



in nilnd^ Are you attending to me, 
Celia ?" 

>■■ Indeed, indeed I am," said Celia, 
raising her downcast eyes to Sydenham's 
face ■ "you wish me to bear in mind — " 

' That no man — I will not siy who 
lo\es you but whose good opinion is 
worth strmng ifter or caring foi — that 
no man who has the slightest clain to 
be called good or wise will \isit on the 
diughter the father s sins If -inj man 
ever does Cein, take mj word tor it, 
)ou are well nd of him ' 

Poor Cellos ejes sank beneith the 
flash of Sydenham s, and her hp tiem 
bled as she faltered out, "Are you speak- 
ing of any one ?" 

" Of no one whatever, dear Celia," 
said Sydenham, in his usual gentle tone. 
" Pardon my vehemence. I have an un- 
lucky habit, when I think of any mean 
or wicked act, of personifying the crea- 
ture of my imagination, and speaking as 
if it stood in bodily form before me." 

" How good you are I" said Celia. " I 
wish that I could only confide in all the 
world as I do in you." 

Sydenham looked toward the door. 
It opened, and, her cheeks glowing with 
health and exercise, her bright eyes 
riidiant with spirit, Leoline entered. 

"Ah, still here? I am so glad!" 
she said, tripping lightly up to Celia. 

Something struck her in the expression 
of her friend's face, and she looked from 
her to her father. 

" I believe I had better go up to my 
room and lay- aside my hat," she said, 
demurely. 

" Put your hat beside mine on the 
piano," said Celia, "and sit down with 
us, like a reasonable creature. Did you 
think your father and I had been plot- 
ting treason that was to be kept from 
you ?" 

" Oh, I didn't know. You both look- 
ed as if you had had a long, confidenlial 
chat." 

" So we have. Your father has been 
doing me so much good, dear Lela." 

'■ Has he ?" said Leoline, depositing 
!ier hat and shawl. "Good father! 
He shall have a kiss, to p;iy him for it, 
before 1 sit down. There ! Confess, 
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Celia, that was more llian you gave hira, 
with all your gratitude. Ah, you were 
afraid. You needn't liave been. Papa 
is not a dangerous man to kiss." 

" How do you know, rattlebrain ?" 
said Sydenham, smiling. " Celia thinks, 
at all events, that I am too young for 
her father." 

" Does she ? Wise girl ! Her father, 
indeed ! 1 often think you're cot nearly 
old enough for mine. Do you know," 
turning to Celia, " I feel so tempted 
sometimes to call him Frank ! How do 
you think it would do ? But what great 
good has my young father been doing 
you, dear?" 

" I came here, seeing nothing in the 
future but strife End unhappiness And 
now I am going away with a heart — no 

t I ht J Lin Ihnglut 

b d gi tl m rn svm=.\ ine 

ca t h tl t — b t 1 p ful assured 
fig t t p t 1 d suddenly 

p d w y d 1 gl t genial sky 
h d t tl f w I uds here 

d th — ra >b d k now and 

tl — b t 1) 1 all kies that 

h 1 w Id t rs m St some- 

tm h 

That s mj oun Cclia . said Leoline, 
kissing her. "A practical philosopher I 
Papa is great on philosophy. And now, 
to do honor to his lesson, these eyes 
must grow bright again ; these cheeks^ 
let me look at them ! — they show a little 
better just now, but they have been of 
late most unphilosophkally pale — " 

"Why, philosophy is privileged to be 
pale. ' The pale cast of thought.' " 

"Not in our house. Ask papa. We 
are republicans, and don't ailow phil- 
osophy a bit more privilege than tlie 
humblest handmaiden virtue in her (rain; 
pale cheeks least of all." 

" Leia reminds me," said Sydenham 
to Celia, " (hat I intended to prescribe 
for these cheeks and eyes. But as my 
crucibles and alembic^ are out of order 
just now, and as the chief ingredient re- 
quired is not to be found in our village 
drug'Store — " 

"You must cull the necessary sim- 
ples," interrupted Celia, "just at mid- 
niglit in the moonlit forest." 



" No : 1 am more likely to be success- 
ful at midday, and in the neighborhood 
of some thriving farm," 

" I don't think your father has one 
spark of poetry in his composition, Lela. 
If anything is presented to him with the 
least spice of imagination about it, he 
analyzes and dissects it after such an 
inexorably matter-of-fact fashion I And 
now he won't even gather the materials 
for the specific he promises me, 

T It srallers sptlla oil htrb and flimer.' " 
Oi t, Celia— completely out in that 
guess ! Papa not poetical ! You don't 
know inyiJiing about him. As to the 
moonlight, 1 can't say. if he makes up 
a prescription for you at all, it's more 
than he ever did for me. He was telling 
me the other day, that the Greeks em- 
ployed the same word for medicine and 
pots It ' 

" Nevertheless Celia shall have her 
prescription within ten days— to be taken 
once a day, if the celestial influences are 
favorable." 

" This is some joke of papa's. Don't 
puzzle your brain to understand it now, 
Celia: it will unriddle itself one of these 
days. But for papa having no poetry 
about him, I must come to his defence 
there. Gravely as he may talk to you, 
he sometimes reads lo me his favorite 
poets, English and German, by the hour j 
and I caught him, this very morning, 
translating from Schiller, I believe, some 
ballad or ode. What was it, papa ?" 

" Schiller's ' Ideale ;' a favorite of 
mine — a lament over the loss, in middle 
age, of the beautiful Ideal cherished in 
early youth. And, by die way, Celia, as 
tliere are some of the verses not inap- 
plicable to your case — You read Ger- 
man, do you not ?" 

" Not with facility. Read me your 
translation." 

" I am sorry ; for I have not at all 
succeeded in rendering the melodious 
flow and graceful spirit of the original. 
The idea is all I can give you. Lela, 
my child, you will find the manuscript 
on the sofa-table." 

Lela brought it, and Sydenham re- 
sumed : "The opening verses I have 
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not yet arranged to my satisfaclioii 
Here are a izii, picked out toward thi 
conclusion : 



Haw Bprai^ the youth along Ihal palli of flowers 1 

" Aloft to ellier's fenhesl, palest atsr 

His checkless wshes bore him in Iheir flight : 
Nu thought so high, no enlerprise m far. 



" How lightsome was he borne Ihrtnigh ambient a 
What task seemed weary in that joyous day 1 
How graceful swept, before his trjuniph-car, 
The airy heralds of life's suinnier-way I 

- Loye, with her sweet reward, I ween, was tJiete, 
And Happiness, with golden wreath bedlghl. 
Glory, with crovm of stars that blazed abr. 
AndTrulli, resplendent in hec gatb of light. 

• Alas I midway th' inconstant troop divide : 

Faithless, they turn Iheir devious steps aside- 



with which Ihs woHd is life, 
widest all the cares of life, 



And Thou who by iii 



Creating evermore, destroyii^g ne 
" Thou »1io, 10 rear the seni\Mtemal 



Sydenham read well — a rare accom- 
plishment. Celia thought she had never 
seen him look so handsome. 

I' Beautiful !" she exclaimed, "and so 
just ! I shall ask Mrs. Mowbray to let 
me go over the original with her. I 
must go." She rose ; » Why, Leia, 



how wef your dress is ! 

"That mare of yours i 
"She ran away ?" 
"Something like it. 
darling papa ; 



li.ird-moullied." 



Nay, Celia, nay, 
our anxious looks fright- 
fhan Brunette did. Mrs. 
Hartland is quite safe." 

" How was it, my child ?" said Syd- 
enham, his voice calm, though all color 
had forsaken his cheeks. 

" Perhaps I was off my guard for a 
moment, interested in the conversafion 
— it was about you, Celia. A colt racing 
in the pasture startled the mare near the 
bottom of the hill, and she started off. 
I'm satialied I could have taken her up, 
only good Mr. Hai-per tried to stop her, 
and made things worse. So, as I had 
no mind to drive into town at that John- 
Gilpin pace, I ran the mare into the 
pond, where I knew I could stop her 
easily— at expense of a sprinkling, as 

" Thank God 1" said Sydenham. 

so. She ran beautifully. If 1 had had 
a stiff bit, instead of a snaffle, I know I 
could have held her. But perhaps Mr. 
Hartland had better sell her. She's 
hardi}' safe for you to drive, Celia ; and 
what a pity it is ! There isn't such an- 
other beauty in the county. I wish men 
and horses were always as good as they 
look. Dear papa, that was so frightened 
about his runaway daughter" — she kissed 
him fondly — "I'm glad I got him to 
smile once n 

Celia had p t h 1 t d I I. 
" No," to Le 1 I Ijo t do 

the same. My t !k h y f th r 
has made m f I m I p d t I- 

ready, and I h II I I Ih s 

is the hour f ) 1 1 I 

know. How do you get on ?" 

" Charmingly, if you will trust to Aunt 

Hannah, who, you know, has not the 

heart to find iault with anything. Papa 

Dt so easily satisfied, and he is right." 

"Good Mrs. Clymer ! I do believe 
God never made a kinder heart. Where 
is slie this morning ?" 

" In the village, I believe, visiting the 
saddler's wife, who was taken ill in 
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ctiurch last Sunday. I dare say you 
will meet her on your way down." 

" Good-bye, dear Leia. Mr. Syden- 
ham, I .shall never forget your kindness, 
nor, I hope, your advice." 



CHAPTER Xlil. 



ns Ihe dead wiio lives as Ihey d«ire." 
youNa 

h m in fulfillment of his 

Hartland, called on her 

p f Celia Pembroke 

rs s witli slender hope 

d d result ; and the cold 

m th which Mr. Hart- 

d h .'it allusion to the 

h n that any direct in- 

p would injure rather 

m H rt nd's impatience of 

d b cause he and Syd- 

n antipathetical, but 

ances that had oc- 

d h m db 



m b M H dm 

w rth qu 

m be w h 

h \i h n 



S d 

d— d ff 

h h w m 

h p 

E d S 



The young Philadelphian, when he 
first crossed to the Old World, had spent 
months in a pedestrian tour — for a time 
in the agricultural portions of England, 
afterward among the peasanlrj' of France 
and of Germany. He had often found 
among them simple goodness, patience 
under hopeless toil, resignation beneath 
grievous burdens. He had met a cheer- 
ful smile, a ready welcome. But the 
spirit of the man was not there — the 
spirit thai can look op with an honest 
confidence, and feel that while it is no 
man's master, neither is it any man's 
slave. One felt — they felt — that between 
themselves and the favored of fortune 
there was fixed an almost impassable 
gulf. 

How great the difference he found in 
the lowliest cabin of our rural West ! 
Humble, often the means ; homely the 
forms ; blunt, nor usually grammatical, 
the manner of speech ; but a certain 
rude independence, natural not assumed, 
shone through — a quiet sense of equality 
in political rights and in the pursuit of 
h d ffi h 

pa] d d 



A fl d b h 

S d h m O 

al n h d 



d d d 



P h 

p p b 
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family adjourned to llie other. Three 
01' four younger children there clambered, 
by a short ladder, to the loft above, 
while the guest and his host, sitting 
down by a blazing log-heap, dropped 
into a long chat ; the wife, on the other 
side of the fireplace, knitting and listen- 
ing as silently as her ancestress. Eve, 
when Adam was talldng with the Angel 
Raphael on the origin of the world and 
other celestial mysteries. 

The conversation branched off into 
arguments on government, and Syden- 
ham had occasion— not for the lirst nor 
the twentieth time since his arrival 
among these primitive people— to note 
the common sense which marked the 
man's judgment of men and things and 
his views of national policy, albeit these 
were couched in uncouth phrase and 
interlarded with homeliest illustrations. 

At an early hour the husband, after 
covering up the fire with ashes, retired 
to rest with his wife in one end of the 
apartment, while to Sydenham was as- 
signed a cot bedstead, with clean sheets 
and abundant bed-clothing, at the other. 
The latter lay long awake, watching the 
effect of the moonbeams shining through 
the gaping apertures between the logs 
of the cabin wall, and calling to mind 
Waller's lines ; 

" The son]^2 dark coLtage, batLered aad decavei?, 
L=IS in new light llirough cliinfcs lliat Time lias 

If a certain abrupt rusticity of de- 
meanor, common especially to the older 
settlers, jarred, at first, on Sydenham's 
lastidious taste, yet, as he penetrated 
the rough shell, he found beneath such 
genuine qualities h w 

and racy, mixed w q 

of humor, that h p d d 

away. These pe p m 

strictly law-abidi 
spect for the la 

gled but little re\ al 

forms. Wilni 



g then 



N 



10 all the c. 

Jarmer who had n d h h m 

an early day, had l^een summoned 

witness in a suit pending between 

of her neighbors. This ancient d 



was hale and hearty, and slie began 
^ving testimony with great self-posses- 
sion. But as she had lost several teeth, 
her enunciation was somewhat indis- 
tinct, and her voice no longer as power- 
ful as in her younger days it had been. 
Add to this that she wore what was 
called usually a sun-bonnet, sometimes a 
" poke-bonnet," made up of a liberal 
allowance of pasteboard, covered with 
gay calico, projecting farther than even 
the Quaker fashion permits in front, and 
with a voluminous cape, protecting the 
neck from the sun, behind. 

"Madam," said the judge, "we will 
thank you to speak a little louder." 

A second attempt did not seem to be 
more successful, for the judge again 
interrupted her : 

"Witness, the court cannot hear a 
word you say. Please to take off that 
large bonnet of yours." 

" Sir," she replied, " the court has 
a perfect right to make a gentleman 
take off his hat, but it has no right at 
all to require of a kdy to take off her 
bonnet." 

"Upon my word," retorted the judge, 
"you seem to be so well versed in law, 
madam, that 1 think you had better come 
up here and take a seat on the bench 

Whereupon the old lady rose, dropped 
a low curtsy, and, with the gravest face, 
and to the infinite amusement of lawyers 
and audience, added : " I thank your 
honor very kindly, but there are old wo- 
men enough there already." 

When Anna Sydenham, on her death- 
b d her husband's care 

h ilskauga. she " build- 

be knew." Yet it is 

d Sydenham, with his 

n d his vague theories 

p b ould have succeeded 

d m h p acticai good among 

p p b a fortunate incident. 

V cas bo t, soon after his ar- 

elligent foreman or 
m d to land operations 
d g business, and famihar with 

h b of the West, he became ac- 
□ d with Ethan Hartland, son of 
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M H rtl d hi I 



If 3 



1 



1 d q 



1 d hir 



lb f h tt G m ) 

t f m p t Mod t and d 

fi t If rt n h p f d (I 

d p d f rai 1 f t th h 

m p S3 i 1 m 

d 1 q t d Ik 

H f d 1 t dj d t p 

— t f t t h 

countr J -people on account of his g od 
nature and ready sympathy. Yo g 
Elhan was, Sydenham fell into h b 
of consulting him on hfs plans h 
sale and improvement of his p p rl 
and for meliorating the condition d 
forming some of Ihe habits of th p p 
lation in the village and its ne b 
hood. He soon discovered tl 
youth, under his quiet demean 
opinions and a will of his own, 
gradually began to entertain b 

whether sundry of the somewh m 
bitious schemes he had himself pr d 

might not be advantageously mod h d 
tiie practical, business objections h 

the other interposed. 

" I have more land," he said o d 
to Ethan Hariland, "than any o p 
son ought to possess while so m 
hard-working men around me h 
homes of their own ; and I hav be 
thinking of a plan by which t n 
justice might be remedied." 
" What do you propose ?" 
"A workingman's land associa n 
am willing to place at the disposa 
members three or four thousand 
at two-thirds of the present m k 
price. Let a certain number of 1 b 
men oi^aniie a joint-stock compan h 

shares, say, of ten dollars. Wi 
number of shares acquired by an 
holder is sufficient to purchase a 
for him, let him take it up. 1 wil p 

payment for the land as it is sold L 
him who is first ready to buy haie the 

"If you put the land at two-thirds its 



k value, speculators would be likely 

in and engross the whole." 
B I should make it a condition 
th t t! e coiTipany pass a regulation to 
th ff ct that no member be allowed to 
1 y til he is ready to build and im- 
p and that if, within a givgn lime, 

I d d not make the improvements 
p fid, the land should fall back to 

E en the passage of such a pro- 

light prove insufficient protection 

of speculators." 

picious, Ethan, for so 

aid Sydenham, smiling. 

T e in my favor, Mr. Syd- 

h O m return from Europe I 

p m h ith an unde in Phila- 

d p d m t at his house a Mr. 

D d h d promoted just such an 

Oi. ou propose, and taken 

k The company made a 

p base of five thousand 

m proved land, partly on 

d ded by Mr. Disland's 

d p d he very regulation you 



ed" 



t 



^\h t 



G d l!j 11 11 t k 
0th til rs f 11 

1 ii t, th 1 d b 
■ 1 T! p 1 
a 1 m m Tl t 
ion of land operators, 
p etfy heavily, hoping for 
Disappointed in this, 
turn their shares into 
ru e in regard to iinprove- 

h induce them lo sell out 



N Th combined together, in- 

d h aboring men who held 

ed to them what an ad- 

n a^ Id reap if each was al- 

d a site at once, instead 

g had money enough to 

bmld, and so losing the best lots. Then, 

taking advantage of Mr. Disland's ab 

seiice from Philadelphia, they procured 
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a call for a public meeting of the stock- 
liolders, liad Ihe obnoxious resolution 
recoDsidered and rescinded, and the nest 
morning, within a quarter of an hour after 
the office opened, they entered, to tiie 
amount of their sliares, tiie most valuable 
portions of the property." 

"The rascals !" 

" They considered it a fair business 
transaction." 

" Do you know how the matter finally 
resulted '" 

" IVIr. D d 

and sold h b 

ing. Th k d d d po 



1 be 



proi 



thus seek g 


p wh 






sowed. n 


fi 






ward th 








« I til p 
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been arbitrarily i 
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Sydenham, sir 


k ! 


h 


g 


of these strictm 


p d 


d 


I 


ter; and meeting 


E 




dy 


vited him to sp 


d h 




1 


house. There 


1 







^wed. 

1 slill think mj pi f d 

I practic I d Sjd m 

"if the first mov p d 

lecting their asso If j h 

a wide range of cl B h l>e 

less advisable h 1 1 b 

of land purchase 1 I 1 



has to take them as one finds them 
Have you any substitute to propose t 

"The idea of selhng knd below the 
current rales, and under strict improve 
ment stipulations, seems to me practii.a 
and very important. But why not go 
directly to yourobjectf Retain in jour 
own hands the powers jou piopose tw 
delegate to an association. Say that 
you set apart five thousand acres. Have 



these lai 


out, 1 


n the vici 


[lity of the vil- 
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b 'Id' 


1 t 
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le iand di- 


d 




m 


R serve from 
d tarm, and 


ff 




5 \ 


eral years' 


d 


P 


ase-money) 




d 


d 


stead of a 


d d g 




p as 


a bond of 






g 


ant on his 


P « 






r, a habita- 








fi d improve- 




h 




demand a 


rr y 


d 




lese condi- 
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ousand live 


h d d 
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d b 


w g 


ipulate that 
and ferwis at 
The increase 
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n 


b 


P « 


w 




e labor of 



T d be : yet I ad- 

b If with any 

promise in advance. Il the difference 
between the selling price and the actual 
alue of these lands be great, great also 
'ill be the temptation to circumvent you, 
You may hereafter see fit to set apart a 
i ortion of the surplus whicli you now 
hink of relinquishing, and to expend it in 
vorks of public value — to aid the schools 
f the village, or in drainage, in opening 
oads and avenues, and planting these 
ut with shade trees. Possibly that 
might, in the end, be best for all parties." 
Sydenliam sat silent for some time ; 
hen he asked, " How old are you, 
Ethan ?" 

"Just twenty-two." 
"You seem to have given much a t- 
enlion to this subject." 
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" I owe my d 1 fl 

Disland, who h m d i 

The yonng 1 ; 

Sydenham : " H y d m 

follow out your p f "i 

" My father h b t, f 

situation has oiF d Tl f m 

ident of the R d I R I j 
e friend of y f tb h d p 



to g 



1 



b h d d ) 
remember, a th b f j 

I can hardly y I t 1 t I 

the chance, for I g tly j f f 
life," 

" You managed a farm 
, I tliinl:, for two years 
to Germany ?" 

"Yes, and should b 
to it." 

"Perhaps I can offe 
better. You know, p 
have between nine and 
acres in and around CI 
quite ignorant of the deta 
farming and land man m 
want an educated young 
lendeni, to supply my fi 
know how thorough Germ ra 
it is a.n excellent prep 
faster life. I think we 
other, Ethan. What sa 

"As my father has fi 

paj'ing for my education 
suit him. But I feel m 
confidence with which 
Mr, Sydenham, and sho d 
to accept the situation.' 

" I can afford a sala 
dred or a thousand a ye 
could save me as much 

"Give me sixty doll 
you find my services w 
I can pay my own board an 
fortably for less ; and th 
a young man of my age 

" One can see that 5 m 

German college, Ethan k 

ica wiU leave you behind B 
when we talk business, 
man. How I envy you 

With that they p 



J 









pid pellt hth 

about Sieadrng me to Europe, I 
g you, instead, to let me study im- 
agriculture on Professor Mapca' 
■n You yourself selected for me the 
on of engineer, I am grateful for 
nse you incurred in qualiljing me 
, and in giving me an opportu- 
ee foreign countries and to Jearn 
min. I have always been ready, at 
notice, to go into the field if a 
n presented itself. But six months 
psed, and I do not wish to be a 
on you, now that a chance offers 
my own livelihood." 
H 'e I ever sent you in a. board- 
refused lo p.iy your store- 

r> sir : I am grateful that you have 

But that is no reason why I should 

1 dependent upon 3'ou longer than 

u prefer to be dependent on Mr. 

E n did not replj He saw it was 

r of feel ng not of reason. The 

morning after Mr Hartland and 

case hid gone out botanizing, 

Harthnd spoke lo the son. 

deal Ethin she said, "there 
ne livmg from whom I would 
see you accept employment than 
n M . Sydenham. But don't vex your 
You know he could never en- 

now, mother ; but then / cin't 
I dependence." 

on your own father ?" 
I would accept the Axton farm 
m, and trouble him for nothing 
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more ; but you know lie has no inten- 
tion to give it me." 

" No, he doesn't like putting prop- 
erty out of liis own hands. But he 
never refuses you money when you want 

" I am no longer a child, to ask him 
for every dollar I need." 

" I have to do so." 

" I know you have, and that's all 
wrong." 

" Oh fie, Etlian ! to talk of your 
father so !" 

"It's the truth, mother." 

" Must not a. husband support his 

» Yes, but he needn't dole out every 
five-dollar note as if she were a pensioner 
on his bounty." 

" The money is his, to give or not as 
he pleases. He made it al!." 

" I doa't see that. If we hadn't you, 
mother, how much would he have to pay 
for an ordinary housekeeper, not to say 
some one that would hold his property 
as well together and make us all as com- 
fortable as you do ? 1 wouldn't under- 
take it for five hundred a year. I do 
believe I can manage Mr. Sydenham's 
land with less trouble. It's nearly eight 
years that you've been with us, mother ; 
and ifal! had their dues, I think father 
would open a bank account for you, and 
place three or four thousand dollars to 

" Did you get these ideas in Ger- 
many, Ethan ? When you marry are 
you going to pay your wife five hundred 
a year as housekeeper.'"' 

" I shall be too poor for that ; and 
then the mistress of a domestic estab- 
lishment is far more than houseA^^«' — 
she's house/jo/i&/-." 

" How do you propose to manage, 
then ?" 

» I do not intend to ask any girl who 
doesn't understand housekeeping, and 
who can't lell what it costs. I'll ascer- 
tain how much she wants a month to 
keep house and to cover her personal 
expenses, and I won't marry till I can 
spare her that. Then I'll put enougli 
cash to la.st for a month or two in her 
bureau drawer, and ask her for the key 



now and then, so I can see to it lliat it 

Mrs. Harlland laughed: "Bache- 
lor's dreams, Ethan ! I expect nothing 
else than to see you marry a girl who 
don't know whether coffee needs roasting 
before it is ground. . Young people al- 
ways do make up beautiful theories 
beforehand." 

" Well, mother, my only theory Just 
at present Is, that it won't do for me to 
sponge on my father any longer. It's 
wrong." 

" How hard set you men are in your 
opinions ! Ethan, you've never dis- 
obeyed your father yet ; and wlien he is 
dead and gone it will be a comfort to you 
to think that you never did." 

" It must come to an end some time, 
mother. As well now as later. I may 
have a household myself in a few years, 
and then maybe he'll object to that 
arrangement about the bureau drawer." 

The wife felt the justice of all this. 
But she felt more strongly still how 
serious is often the first breach between 
lather and son, Ahce Hartland was one 
of those of whom it is written that they 
shall be called the children of God. Hu- 
man strife — even war itself, no doubt — 
has its mission, yet the peacemakers are 
to be the ultimate rulers of a civilized 

"Dear Ethan," she said, "you have 
always been such a comfort to me in 
the house, especially since you returned 
from Europe. God knows how much 
more willingly I should see you accept 
Mr. Sydenham's generous oifer than to 
have you going off, to remain for months 
or years from home, and then settling 
down at last, perhaps, as resident engi- 
neer in some distant State. I hope it 
will never come to that, and I know you 
have a right to choose. But you re- 
member Paul says : 'AH things are law- 
ful for me, but all things are not expe- 
dient.' Your father has paid much for 
your education. Cannot you give way 
to him a little ? Cannot you agree to 
wait a few months ? Then, if there 
seemed no chance of a situation as en- 
gineer, I think he would give way." 

Alice's mediation was successful. The 
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compromise wns made. For six months, 
during which Ethan kept up his malhe- 
matical studies and sought in vain for 
employment in the field, Sydenham re- 
served for him tlie place he had offered 
Then, without further opj n n 1 

father's part, the young m pt d 

Hartland overlooked th t y f 

his son, but lie never for Sjd 1 



Now that our readers k w m 1 
of Ethan's connection 1 S 1 h 
and of the cause that 1 d I Ih t 
athy which grew up in th n n I 1 ^ 
Hartland, Sr., toward his pi j 

it is time that we return t tl 
of events that followed Sjd nl m 
successfu! intervention ill fl 

of Celia Pembroke. 



THE MILLER AND ' 

Ten days elapsed, Then, one even- 
ing, Cassiday came to report progress to 
Cranstoun. 

"A devilish hard time of it I've had," 
he said. " That miller of yours expects 
a man to do two days' work in one." 

It You've found out nothing?" 

"He gave me little chance. But I 
like to keep a promise when I'm well 
paid for it." 

" Let us have it, then." 

I' Widow Carson's boy Tom has been 
hired by Mowbray, at a dollar a week, 
to rub down that gray gelding of his 
once a day and clean out the stable on 
Saturdays, I thought it would be con- 
venient to take the widow for my washer- 
woman, so I got acquainted with the 

" Not bad, that." 

"It's a stylish gelding enough, but 
there's a splint coming on the Dear fore 
leg." 

" What's that to me, you incorrigible 
horse-jockey ?" 

"And the shoe of that foot — " 

" You used to be straightforward, 
Delorny— " 

"Cassiday, if you please, while I'm 



" Very well. You used to be straight- 
forward in telling a story, Mr. Cassiday. 
What do I care for splints and horse- 

"A horseshoe's an important thing. 
Th der has been tost for lack of one 
b f ow ; and the rider of that same 
g ) y have cause to curse that very 
1 

(j on your own way, then." 
one side the iron has a notch in 
t and on the other there's a nail that's 
b badly driven in, and the head's 
t d over a little. A man can tell the 
p n f the shoe among a hundred," 
\ I've tracked him ?" 
H meets Ellen^damn l.!m !— aliout 
qu t r of a mile north of the road, and 
half a n ile below the mill, near the bluff 
bank of the creek, where the brush is 
tliick. It's an unfrequented spot." 
"You saw him?" 

"And heard him, last Saturday after, 
noon, reading to her — from my name- 
sake, (00 — Byron's poems." 

" How did you know it was Byron ?" 
" We had an old copy in the Squire's 
stable at home, and 1 used to read it at 
night, by the lantern, when the horses 
e restless and wouldn't let me sleep ; 
that was what made me think of Byron 
for a name to go by. He was dealing 
to her some love-verses. I could 
have throttled the infernal scoundrel 

" You take up Ellen's case warmly." 

" Did not you tell me the girl mustn't 

be ruined, and ar'n't jou paying me 

ihii'ty dollars a month to look after her ?" 

"She's very pretty, isn't she, Cassi- 

"If there are any prettier girls, I 
haven't been lucky enough to light on 
them. And she's as good and as modest 
as she's pretty. I'll bet all I'm worth 
the poor thing wouldn't let that rascal 
say three words to her if she didn't be- 
lieve he intended to make her his wife. 
She onghi to be some honest m^n's 

"Your's, perhaps ?" 

"Why not ?" 

"Well, there are some small mat- 
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"That you and I were engaged in 
together long ago. Yes, I remember. 
But then we don't take any more heavy 
risks now. We have both reforvned, 
you know. We're repentant sinners. 
And you would like to marry — " 

Cranstoun's eye warned Cassiday that 
he might go too far ; so he added : 

" To marry some rich, handsome girl ; 
and no doubt you'll do it, too, one of 

" Are you serious, Cassiday .'" 

" Never was more serious in all my 
life. Didn't I tell you I had sel up re- 
spectable, as you've done. I've been 
thinking it must feel very comfortable 
when a man has a house of his own over 
his head, like this of yours." 

» But then — " said Cranstoun, putting 
his hand to his mouth and turning up 
his little linger. 

" Yes, I know," rather dejectedly. 
" That cursed drinking has been the 
ruin of me. But 1 haven't touched a 
glass since I came here, nor 1 don't in- 
tend to. 1 felt mean about it when I 
was talking, last night, to — to the miller 

" 1 wonder," Cranstoun thought, 
"whether a fancy for a young girl really 
could reclaim a sol like that ?" But he 
only said ; " Was the daughter at sup- 
per, too ?" 

« Of course. The handiest girl about 
a talDle, Mr. Cranstoun ! I believe she 
knows what a man's thinking about be- 
fore he asks for it." 

" The miller's pretty well aff himself 
and he'll look for a son-in-law that's 
well to-do in the world." 

'I And ivhy shouldn't I be well-to-do? 
I've made some money here already." 

" How was that ?" 

" I heard that Mr. Sydenham wanted 
a handsome pony for a iady. Nelson 
Tyler, who has an eye tor a horse, told 
me where to find the snuggest fourteen- 
hand mare hi three counties, and lent 
me a nag to go after her. Small, tho- 
roughbred head ; eyes like a deer's ; 
shoulder thin and high, running hand- 
somely back ; arched neck ; short- 
coupled ; legs flat and clean and slender 
as any racer's I ever baclied ; the least 



little bits of ears ; coat like Bilk , mine 
as fine as a young girl's hair, and diop- 
ping half way to the ground ; color just 
the thing — dark bay, with black legs 
Where the old Dutchman who owned 
her got such a beauty 1 can t imagme 
He thought her loo spirited and too 
light for his work ; I got her for a hun- 
dred and thirty-five." 

" And sold her to Mr. Sydenham—" 

" For a hundred and seventy-five, and 
cheap at that. Forty dollars clear, you 
see, for a few hours' work." 

" But Miss Sydenham has a saddle- 
horse already," 

"It was not for her he bought the 

" How do you know ?" 

" Would you like to hear someflitng 
about Mr. Sydenham's motions for the 
last ten days ?" 

" Such things never come amiss." 

"Well, the same day 1 hired to the 
miller. Miss Pembroke and her aunt 
started out, at nine o'clock in the morn- 
ing, to visit Mr. Sydenham. Mrs. Hari- 
land returned about eleven, but Miss 
Celia didn't get back till nearly one, 
though Miss Sydenham wasn't at home." 

" How do you know she wasn't at 

" She drove Mrs. Hartland back ; 
there was a runaway scrape, and if tlie 
girl hadn't been a trump, and rushed 
the mare into that pond close to town, 
they might both have had their necks 
broken." 

"Anything more ?" 

" Mr. Sydenham returned the visit 
next day. Then he set about getting a 
lady's horse. Then he bought, at Jacob 
Hentzler's, the handsomest side-saddle 
and double bridle— -bit and bridoon, all 
bang-up — that were to be had in the vil- 
lage. And this morning, being Miss 
Celia Pembroke's birth -day, he sent 
down the old coachman on one of the 
carriage horses, leading that beauty of a 
pony — saddle, bridle, while saddle-cloth, 
ear- nets and all complete— a birth-day 
present to the heiress." 

" Confound his impudence !" 

" She don't care for him, Mr. Crans- 
toun ; she's looking another way." 
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" Upon m)' word, Mr. Del— Mr. Cas- 
siday — considering that you've been 
doing two days' work in one at that mill 
you seem to liave been making good use 
of your extra time. Pray how did ^ou 
happen to find out tlie state of the joung 
lady's heart ?" 

" I was on hand when she and the 
aunt started for Mr. Sydenham's. Mow 
bray came along on his gray, and 1 saw 
her color up red as a peony, and cast a 
look at the windows of her uncle s house 
like a guilty thing. It wa.sn't hard to 
guess that the young scamp was the 
favorite, and that old Hartland— well, 
that he didn't take to Mowbray, and 
probably did favor somebody else. Vra 
glad you think I'l'e been industrious. 
If you care about any more informa- 
tion in that line, and will make it an 
object, I'm your man. There's one 
tiling I'd like." 

" Well ?" 

"The mare that ran away, and might 
have killed Mrs. Hartland, was sold to 
her husband by the coachman, Potter. 
I've made the man's acquaintance ; he 
says Hartland looks as black as night at 
him, and he's expecting every day to get 
notice to quit when the month's out. A 
word from you would settle it." 

"You want to leave the house where 
Ellen Tyler lives?" 

" Next month, jes It's no use for a 
fellow to see a girl every day as long as 
she cares more for another Besides, I 
like beinij among horses better than 
among meal bags And then Harthnd 
gives forty live a month, and a house 
just across the street from the stables 
It's small, but it's neat, and it's laige 
enough for two." 

" Did you hear what Mowbray said to 
Ellen ?" 

" No. He read loud, but when he 
spoke to her it was so low 1 could not 
make it out." 

" I must have another witness before 
you leave the mill. I want you to at h 
your time and take the miller hirase f to 
the spot, so he can see them the e to 
gether with his own eyes. They II I a e 
a nice time. Mowbray's not g o for 
much, but he's fiery enough ; and Nc on 



Tyler, though he's hard to rouse, isn't a 
mnn to stand any nonsense," 

'In ugly job !" said Cassiday, hesi- 
tatins: and Cranstoun added : " You 
needn t appear. Don't you see it's for 
the girl s good, Cassiday ? These clan- 
destine meetings must be stopped, and 
who can put a stop lo them but her 
fither ? Do you want her to go on 
meeting that kid-gloved fop in secret 
till— 

" Enough said '" broke in Cassiday 
" I'll see to it that tl clu 1} n Her 1 d. a 
chance at him." 

"And I'll look to t a ler a o t 
the coachman's p ce 

Thereupon the too es par ed 

The next Sund y after oon tl e sto t 
miller and Cassi ay n "ht I ave been 
seen not far fron Tjle s n II on the 
road leading thence to CI skau^a, ilk 
ing away from tl e 11 is t o n en 
might for a wager b ent luo In the 
ease of one of ll e lone er not (f 
physiognomy may be t led) fo lack 
of thought. The usual bold, frank, good- 
natured look of the miller seemed cloud- 
ed with anxiety or anger, the lips set, 
the veins of the forehead swollen. Cas- 
sida( stcpi ed at a po nt wheie two lirge 
poilais stood Lj the roads de close lo 
each other After pissing bick and 
(orlh along the road sevenl limes ex 
am ninic the ground carelully he said 
"We ate in time he has not returned ' 

Then the men struck off into the 
woods at right angles to the road pro 
teeding north and, as fhej appioached 
Cheiiauna Creek slackening derpace 
W hen at some distance through the 
free"; there becime visible a gray horse, 
saddled and bndled fastened to a sip 
hng Cassiday turned to note the effect 
on his compimon A flush on the 
cheek and a twitch of the right hind m 
wl ich the miller carried a stout hickory 
' Rather !iim than me, tl ought Cassi 
diy tl en to the miller : " I did it for 
the g rl's good, Mr. Tyler, but I don't 
vant to appear in it. I'm not used to 
act tl e informer, and you don't need 



I should think i 
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other said as lie strode through the 
brushwood alone. 

Ellen was seated on a low ledge of 
rock, over which a liorseman's cloak had 
been thrown ; Mowbray on the grass at 
her feet, a book in his hand. 

" It is such a pleasure to read to those 
bright eyes of yours, dear Ellen. You 
ought to be a poet's wife." 

The young girl blushed with pleasure. 

" It was like sunshine to me," he pur- 
sued, '■ when you used to come three 
times a week to mother's French class. 
Wouldn't your father let you come for 
another quarter ?" 

" No 1 } I h 1 1 r n h 

enougli 1 dy d j k I 



"The I n 
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pressed it, " Conscience does make cow- 
ards of us all." He avoided the miller's 
fixed gaze. 

"I'm not surprised," She latter began, 
"that you can't look a man straight in 
the face." 

Mowbray raised his eyes : " Why 
shouldn't I look you in the face ? I 
happened to be riding through these 
woods hunting a board-tree to cover our 
wood-shed. I met your daughter and 
stopped to have a chat with her. We 
got acquainted when she was taking 
French lessons from my mother." 

" Yes. I wish I had run my hand in 
the fire rather than ever suffer the girl to 
darken your doors." 

" Have you a good board-tree any 
where on your land that you want to 
sell, Mr. Tyler?" 

"A liar too! Do you go hunting 



board-trees all the time in the same 
place ? — yesterday was a week, for in- 
stance, when you came here with Byron's 
poems in your pocket .'"' 

Mowbray flushed scarlet, but he re- 
strained himself, conscience-smitten ; 
and Tyler added: "You young gentle- 
men think it fine, spirited amusement to 
cozen a poor young girl that knows no 
better than to believe you. You have 
respect neither for God nor man." 

" Ask Miss Ellen if 1 ever treated her 
otherwise than with respect" 

" !f you had — " 

"I'll abide by whatever she says, 
r w*ir g to suffer any punishment if 
h d lires I ever did. Ask her." 

I II ask her whether jijm ever asked 
h t b your wife, and the poor child 
w U y no, and will weep as if her 
1 art Id break. I'm not going to 

k y that question ; God knows I 
t n uuh upstart as you for a son- 

1 w but I've another question I'd 
Ik t L" 
W II, sir?" 
S pp se you had a sister and I a 

n S ppose that my son met your 

t retly, without your mother's 

k Id, without yours. Suppose you 

f d tl out, and that you had every 

t believe my son never meant to 

rr) ur sister — was actually courting, 
at the very time, a richer girl — and only 
flirted with the other, and tried to win 
her foolish heart, for his own amuse- 
ment — nothing worse, observe ; and sup- 
pose you found him, one day, making 
love to her in a lonely spot, and telling 
her it was like sunshine to him when- 
ever he met her. Suppose you had 
happened, that day, to have a good 
stout hickory witf. you, what do you 
think would have been the probable 

" But the case is not the same." 
" Yes, I know. I'm a clod ; you're 
some of the porcelain of the earth ; or 
at least you think you are, and that 
often answers just as welL What you 
do to me and miue I have no right lo 
do to you and yours. That doctrine 
may answer in Russia, where they sell 
the working-people along with the land 
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they live on* It won't do here. What's 
the difference between us, Mr. Mow- 
bray ? Nobody ever asks me twice for 
a debt ; and the story goes that's more 
than you can say. There's not a neigh- 
bor I have that won't bear witness I 
never willfully injured him or his. You 
know there's one neighbor, at least, who 
would lie if he said that of you. Are 
you more lespectable than I am .' Not 
in God's eyes; I'm not at all sure if 
you are in man's, either. Now I want 
to know about that son of mine, and 
what would happen if you caught him 
courting your sister, and you with a 
stout cane in your hand .'"' 

"You won't listen to what I have to 
say to you, and I don't choose to 
answer a question when it implies a 
threat." 

" Oh, you don't f" 

" No gentleman would." 

"John Mowbray, you shaO have a 
piece of my mind. I suppose you would 
scorn to break into my house and get 
at my strong-box, and, if you found a 
couple of hundred dollars there, to go 
off with it under the cloud of night. If 
you did play me a trick like that, you 
wouldn't .deny that you deserved the 
penitentiary ; and if anybody saw you 
at such work, you'd be very sure lo get 
there. Now 1 think a midnight thief a 
decent, respectable man compared with 
you. He risks his life to get my money : 
there's some spunk in that ; and he may 
need it — who knows ? — to feed a wife 
and children. Then in a month or two 
1 can make it up again. But you steal 
from me my very life^my child's heart, 
my child's honor. You do this in mere 
wantonness of purpose, out of no need, 
only out of profligate selfishness. She 
trusts you, and you deceive her ; she 
loves you, and you betray her None 
but a villain would do that none but a 
base, treacherous coward would do that 
John Mowbray jou aie hoth '" 

And the old min, in his hot indigna- 
tion, unconsciously raised the cane he 
held in his hand 

Up lo thia point, Mowbrav, exceed- 
mgl> desirous to avoid a brawl with 



Ellen's father, had done his best to curb 
his temper, though his blood boiled 
when the miller first called him a liar. 
But the villain and the coward ! And 
the menace of the cane ! It was more 
than his father's son could bear. His 
rage, long pent up, burst all bounds. 
Scarcely knowing what he did, he drew 
from a pocket a large spring-knife, 
snapped it open and rushed on Tyler, 

The miller, who had kept his eye on 
him, stood quite still and threw away 
his cane. With a sudden jerk of his 
left hand he clinched, with the grip of 
a vice, Mowbray's uplifted arm ; then 
with his right he seized the blade of the 
knife, wrenching it from the other's 
grasp with a force that sprained the 
wrist ; then, letting him go, he snap- 
ped the thick blade in two as if it had 
been a pipe-stem, pitched the pieces 
over the cliff into Chewauna Creek, and 
signed contemptuously to tlie young 
man, saying : 

" Get ye gone for a fool ! What 
business had you to meddle with edge- 
tools ?" 

If Mowbray's blood had not been in 
a ferment, he might have appreciated 
the generosity that let him off so easily. 
But he was maddened ; and he grappled 
fiercely with his opponent, his passion 
lending him a force which took the 
miller by surprise. Mowbray struct' him 
two or three violen bos 1 1 en, for 
the first time, the n n I Tyle v\as 
fairly roused. Fo a n nu e o o he 
had to do his bes bu I e a. a vete- 
ran wrestler, who I jou h h d never 
been beaten ; and a^e had bu little 
diminished his extraordinar) strength. 
Closing with Mowbray, in a few minutes 
he had tripped him up, caught him, as he 
was falling, in his arms, and borne him, 
despite his stru^les, to the verge of the 
chfF It was a sheer descent of full forty 
feet lo the bank of the creek, and that 
was covered with sharp-angled rocks. 
Had Mowbray at that terrible moment 
pleaded humbly for his life, it is just 
possible he might have lost it through 
the contempt he would have inspired ; 
but pride and passion overcame fear: he 
said not a word, and when lie had ex- 
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hausted Iiimself by terrible but fruilless 
effort, and felt in that clutch of steel that 
he was overmastered, he submitted si- 
lently to his fate. Nelson Tyler stood, 
for a ftw moments, as if irresolute — it 
was no bad subject for a group of Her- 
cules and Antieus^then, turning from 
the precipice, he flung the young man on 
the ground with stunning force. In fell- 
ing, MoB'bray's head struck against a 
stray root of a tree just visible above 
the ground, and he Jay Insensible. 

The miller stood looking at him, 
"He's had enough," he said; then 
hastily descending to the creek, by a 
circuitoiis path well known to him, he 



brought back a hat-full of water just as 
Mowbray had recovered consciousness 
so as to sit up. The wound on his 
head was trifling, and the cold water 
soon revived him. Not a word passed 
between the men except the question : 
" Can you ride home ?" and the answer : 
"Yes." 

Tyler brought the horse, assisted 
Mowbray to mount ; and, as he gave 
him the reins, he said, in his deep bass 

"Thank God, young man, that He 
preserved you from death' and me from 
murder." 
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ELI A told Leoline the exact truth 
hen she saici, after tl 
thSydnham thit shi 



from feeble health or from idleness. It 
is a difficult matter to get rkl of such by 
sitting down and seeiting to reason one's 



self out of them, We do belter to re- 
move the cause ; and ttiis we can often 
effect by some simple arrangement of 
external circumstances. This young girl, 
while she reaped the advantages, suffered 
also the evils, which money brings. With 
etence already assured, she was 
d to no wholesome demand for 
of mind or body. She had 
her education, or what is called 
those who forget that the de- 
nt and cultivation of our faculties 
g lot only through the life which 

but doubtless through thit which 
me Had she been at the head 
on n household a sense of dutv 
lave kept her busy ai d the 
busj Inve no time to be senti 
m But she had no vocation — 

imperativi,ly calling her off from 
to the leilities ot 



nhain e\en if he dd not realize 
had prescr bed n sely iSess 
educator as well as ph\s cian 
a gradually contiacted the habit 
g out for an hour or two eiery 
, the effect on health and spirits 
tably salutary. She dwelt less on 
nnoyances than formerly. On 
horseback she seemed to get away from 
theni. The custom of the country per- 
mitted her to ride unattended ; and when 
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conferred. One of ihese, which the girl 
Imd recently offered, seemed lo touch her 
more than any other she had received. 

!t happened that Cranstoun, in fulfill- 
ment of his promise to Cassiday, had 
spoken of the latter to Hartland; and 
having exhibited the certificate which 
the groom had received From Rarey at- 
testing his ability as horse- trainer, he 
persuaded Hartland to try the new- 
comer's skill in reclaiming Brunette, the 
runaway. So satisfactory had been the 
result that when a young city friend of 
Celia's, a timid rider but fond of the 

them, the uncle permitted his niece to 
ride Brunette and to lend Bess to her 
visitor. The " brown beauty " behaved 
adm'rabl and both oung ladies came 
h m d d h he trip. 

Th d Celia a plan, to 

wh h M H nd had somewhat 

d d y strolls on horse- 

b k h d blain his assent. 

O wh uncle, with infi- 

n d been exhibiting 

h m fi beetle yet unde- 

d d linest specimens 

d d is collection, her 

b d 1 herself of the 

g d h h her praises of 

b olors had called 

o Sh h r proposal, which 

is b allowed, occasion- 

d aunt did not re- 

q d b have the use of 

Brunette for Miss Ethelridge, so that 

that lady might join in her rides. 

Hartland, after reflecting a little, gave 
a hearty a.ssent ; for which Celia would 
have been more grateful had she been 
quite sure that his ready compliance 
with her wish was due to kindness alone. 
She was thankful, however, especially to 
her aunt, who joined warmly in the plan 
and placed Brunette at her disposal dur- 
ing three days a week. 

At the German saddler, Hentzler's, 
Ceha early next morning picked out a 
saddle, bridle and accoutrements, the 
exact counterparts of her own, and her- 
self accompanied the man who carried 
them to Dr. Meyrac's. EUinor was 
absent, but came up to her room, where 



Ceiia awaited her, a few minutes later. 
Her first look of surprise at sight of her 
friend's gift, which had been deposited 
on the floor, changed to one of sadness 
— it seemed almost ofpain— so suddenly 
that Celia, disconcerted, presented her 
offering with hesitation. 

" For me !" was all Ellinor said, in an 
incredulous tone — "forme !" And when 
Celia disclosed her project, telling what 
a pleasure it would he to have such com- 
panionship in her rides, she was startled 
by the effect her words produced. She 
had never seen her friend give way to 
deep emotion in all the five years of their 
acquaintance; and it was evident that 
Ellinor tried hard now for self-control. 
In vain ! The tears ivould come — the 
sobs could not be restrained. 

"Celia," she said, at last — "darling 
Celia, I used to have friends who called 
me Ellie: I have none now. They 
used to plan for my happiness as you do 

a dear friend died. If you treat me as 
you are doing to-day, I must be Ellie to 
you— Ellie, dear one, Ellie! What 
years since I heard my name !" 

Celia, startled by this unexpected 
burst of feeling, threw her arms about 
Ellinor's neck, called her '■ Ellie," and 
"darting," and other pet names besides, 
and then cried heartily, as if she had 
just lost a friend instead of finding one. 

Her tears arrested Ellinor's. She 
took the excited girl in her arms and 
soothed her as a mother might. 

"Dear child I" she said: "how self- 
ish I am, giving pain lo you when you 
were recalling to me dreams of pleasure 1 
I wish so much to ^wsyou pleasure ; and 
then your gift was such a temptation I" 

Celia looked up and met the sad, long- 
ing eyes : 

" You are not going to let me call you 
Ellie, and then refuse the only little bit 
of comfort I have the chance to offer 
you ? And the kindness is to me, not 
to you. Please, please believe me I 
there's nobody — not even Leoline — that 
I feel drawn to as to you." 

" Yes, that's it. That is all wrong." 

"Ail wrong that I should love you, 
Ellie ?" 
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" Wrong that I should have asked 
jou lo call nie Ellie, as things stand. 
What do JOU know of me, Celia ? Who 
am I ? Why did I come here alone ? I 
was but Iwenfy when 1 reached Chis- 
kauga, and I have had clear friends. Yet 
I am sought for by no one, cared for by 
no one. I scarcely receive a letter- 
never but from one person, and upon 
him I have no ciaim. You have given 
me your love, from pity maybe, or be- 
cause your heart is warm and Inisting, 
and you knew I needed love. But have 
I a right to accept it and explain noth- 
ing ? You are so young and guileless ! 
You do not know the world and its false 
pretences and its crooked ways. Ought 
I to take advantage of that ?" 

" I know you are an orphan as I am ; 
and I dare say there was no uncle and 
no kind aunt, like mine, to take the or- 
phan in and care for her. Is not that 
enough ? Have I ever asked to know 

" Never : that is the worst of it. If 
you had been inquisitive, I should have 



had a 



e for 



" It needs none. I have known you 
five years, Ellie, and have loved you 
nearly as long. IF you are not good, 
nobody is." 

The tears glistened again in Elllnor's 

"If I live," she said, "you shall 
know, some day, whether I am worthy 
of your love or not. Keep that beauti- 
ful failh of yours (ill then. We grow 
old when we lose it. God, in his mer- 
cy, send that your trust in his creatures 
may never be betrayed !" 

"Mr. Sydenham said, the other day, 
that you had done so much good here — 
that your pupils, as tliey grew up, would 
be an honor to the place." 

"Thank God !" Then, after a pause: 
"When they are mothers of families and 
I an old woman, I shall have friends in 

" But as you are a young woman still, 
and work g h rd for then jou o ight 
to have a r de now nd tl en to do you 
good. Macbetl isked tl at doctor of 

physic,' w 1 tl lo a bl lK g n, if 



he ( 



uld 



eased ?' I think Bess can. That's my 
experience." 

"What do you know about 'a mind 
diseased,' little pet?" 

Celia blusl d h w Id have been 
ashamed to Ik f h ws to one 

hke Ellinor — f k 1 ne. The 

quick eye of th 1 tt and inter- 

preted the ei t t " Forgive 

me," 'she sad 1 1 k g up the 
bridle Celia 1 d b 1 1 f her, with 
its white web d LI silk front- 

let : " Wher d i j h d lything so 
pretty as this ? 

" Mr. Syd h Id t of horse 

equipments d t t expressly 

for me, by M H t 1 d this is a 

duplicate set i h 1 ddler got up, 
or ])rocured, t tl m t thinking, 

I sup|X)se, th t B H t off mine 

to advantage d th t body might 

fancy the pat 

" One recognizes Mr. Sydenham's 
fasle : it is faultless. Every article is 
perfect, even to this beautiful riding- 
whip with its knobs wound with silver 
wire. Ah ! from Swayne & Adeney t 
I thought I delected London work. 
The covered buckles of that bridle were 
never made in Chiskauga." 

" I am so glad it all suits you." 

" I could not help admiring it, but it 
does not suit me, dear Celia." She 
stopped, seeing how much pain she 
gave : " You ought lo have a companion 
in your rides, but there is Leoline, nearly 
your own age, in your own rank — a far 
more filling associate than I." 

" Leoline is a dear, good girl, merry 
as she can be, and I like her ever so 
much. Now and then she rides with 
me— more usually with her father. But 
I wantyoa.- I need )-ou, Ellie." 

" Me, dear child ?" 

"Yes, you do me good. I feel better 
and quieter when I've had a real chat 
with you. And we can have such long, 
long talks on horseback in the woods. 
Don't you like riding .'" 

" I used to like it very much." 

" Did you ever take riding-les.sons ?" 

" For nearly two years, before I left 
London. It was my chief a 
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"All '■' — Celia took her friend's hand 
and patted it coaxmgly — " now do be a 
good girl, Ellie. I've been wanting so 
much, for two years past, to take riding- 
jessons. I know I need them, Mr. 
Sydenham gave me some liints about 
my seat in the saddle : I'm certain he 
thinks I ride badly. You have praised 
me for my progress in French. Who 
knows but what I may do as well in 
riding ?" 

Strange ! Still that despondent look. 
Celia read refusal in her friend's face. 

"EIhe," she continued, "I'm not too 
proud to accept a gift from you. Won't 
you make me a present of a quarter's 
riding-lessons ?" 

" Little plotter !" It w d w th 

sad, sweet smile, but tl g tl 

tone or look convin d C 1 th t h 
had not reached the d pth f 1 f d 
objections, whenceso Sh 

made one last effort : 

"There's another Ij I w 

you ;" and with that h b) h d 
little, and Ellinor's ex[ h 1 

" My guardian is a go i m b t I 
not a cordial one. \ t I d 

dially to this proposal f m hi 

spoke to him about it I tl Ilk w 
the reason. There j m 

against vvhom Mr. H tl d h y 

strong prejudices ; and h I t 

1 shall not be able to meet him so often 
if you and I ride together sometimes." 

" It is Evelyn Mowbray." 

"Yes." 

" Do you wish to meet him alone ?" 

" Not often. We can be friends only, 
for two or three years at lea-st ; and ! 
am so anxious to do nothing that shall 
offend my guardian." 

Ellinor sat silent for a minute or tivo. 
" God forgive me if I do wrong !" was 
the thought which occupied her. "You 
are right," she said at last ; "it is best 
not to meet Mr. Mowbray too often." 

"Then help me do right — there's a 
darling ! See 1" taking up the riding- 
whip : " here's a tiny silver shield ; 
mine has exactly such a one, and Mr. 
Sydenham had my initials engraved on 
it. There's just room for 'Ellie:' it 
won't hold 'EUinor.' I'm going to lake 



it to the walch-maker's — you know he 

" I don't need a memento of this day, 
Celia." 

" Well, I shall carry off your whip 
with me, at all events ; and — let me see, 
to-morrow is Saturday ; you do not keep 
school, and we can take the morning 
for it— to-morrow at half-past eight I'll 
be here. Potter shall call for your sad- 
dle and bridle at once : I only had them 
biought here to show to you. It's your 
hour for school, Ellie : you haven't time to 
argue with me any longer. Good-bye!" 

The little strategist had carried the 
citadel by assault. Ellinor let her go, 
1} It's such a comfort to be 
bl t h somebody without asking 

p ) t (urn ! You shill have 

J d 1 sons, Celia." 

Fll nted Brunette next day. 

E C I unpracticed eye delected 

th fi h d g ace with which she rode. 
W 1 th h felt the inspiration which 
t. 1 m y h ve realized when he de- 
1 d 1 t, ive him but a light rein 

d f b nd, he was Cato, Cicero, 

C^ I I ow not. But, as they 

d f ly through the woodland 

1 d I y appeared to kindle with 

p t, d her stately figure to dilate 

th m nding power, which Celia 

Id n in her before. Some 

old character, hidden till now under the 
veil of grief or despondency, seemed 
emerging. The village teacher was trans- 
formed. For a time her thoughts had 
strayed off, far off, beyond her control. 

Then, awaking to the present, she 
drew rein. She was in the Chiskauga 

"The elbows a little closer to the 
body, Celia," she said. "That is well : 
if it seem stiff at first, the feeling will 
wear off by habit. I think I had better 
knit up that bridoon rein for you till 
you obtain more complete management 
of the bit." 

" I tliought that was the snaffle rein."' 
"A snaffle, as my riding-master took 
pains to tell Die, has a bar outside of 
the ring, on each side, and it is used 
alone: the bridoon, you see, has none— 
it is used along with the bit, but inde- 
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pendently of it. The bridle hand lower, 
dear. That is iinportant, especially in 
rapid riding." 

That new creature whom Celia had 
admired, curbing her horse in qiieenly 
fasliion beside her, a few moments be- 
fore, was gone. It was again Miss 
EtheJridge, the village teacher, pains- 
taking, with an eye on her pupil and 
giving her advice from time to time. 
As tliey were approaching home on their 
return, she said, with a smile : " My 
riding-piipil will do me as much credit 
as my pupil in French did." Then, 
with changed tone and manner, she 
added : " You have given me such a day 
as I have not had for years, dear child 
— for years I Danle was only half right 
when he spoke of the grief we suffer 
by recalling happy times in the past." 

Two days a week was all Cclia could 
persuade Ellinor to agree to. " I took 
only two riding-lessons each week my- 
self," she said. The second day, when 
they were about to mount, she asked 
Celia, " Would you mind letting me ride 
Bess a little?" 

■' You shall have her most willingly," 

" She doesn't rein back readily, and 
she should be taught to passage." 

" To passage ?" 

"To move off sideways, her head 
turned just a little, so as to let one foot 
cross in front of the other, II is very 
convenient sometimes, when one is riding 
in company." 

They were not to have their talk to 
themselves this time. After a ride of 
some miles in the woods, they heard 
galloping behind them, and turning saw 
Ethan Hartland and John Evelyn Mow- 
bray approaching. Celia was a little 
surprised, for the young men were sel- 
dom seen together. Mowbray rode up 
at once beside Celia, and Hartland, with 



" Cousin Celia," he said, " we had no 
intention of intruding on you and Miss 
Ethelridge. Mr. Mowbray asked me to 
show him a piece of land belonging to 
Mr. Sydenham which he thinks of 
purchasing." 

Ellinor, after a single glance at the 



speaker, lurned quickly to Mowbray, 
who spoke, almost as if her look needed 
a I'eply : " Yes, mother finds cord-wood 
getting to be so expensive that she pro- 
po b t of woodland, from 

w h p y ourselves." 

T d n a little way, four 

ab m to a spot where the 

ro d [II and flanked with 

d h rr d onsiderably. 

V u. Miss Ethelridge," 

sa d H d ng back. 

p had better ride on," 

sa d A d without waiting for 

C h put his horse to a 

ca B keeping up. Ellinor 

ch d p mpted by the evident 

in g Hartland behind ; 

bu — n uch to her suiprise, 

fo d h seemed perfectly do- 

ci — d d one or two dashes 
to h len cheekedjStamped 

impatiently, neighing (lie while ; and, 
when put in motion again, curveted so 
violently that a rider with less practiced 
hand and less assured seat might well 
have been in danger. But Ellinor, tho- 
roughly trained, sat with skill and self- 
possession, such as is said to have de- 
ceived the poor Peruvians into the be- 
lief that Pizarro and his followers formed 
a portion of the animals they rode. 
Hartland forgot his apprehensions for 
her safety in admiration of her horse- 
manship ; but when, after the mare was 
reduced to submission, she still fretted 
against the bit as impatiently as ever, he 
said: 

" Celia has stopped, alarmed, 1 thini;, 
for your safety. Miss Ethelridge. Had 
we not better jide up ? The road is 

" It is spoiling Bess to let her have 
her own way," replied Ellinor ; jet she 
acted on the suggestion and touched the 
mare with the whip. No dog ever 
showed joy more plainly at his master's 
return than did the high-spirited animal 
when once more by her mistress' side. 
She rubbed her head against her as if 
seeking (he accustomed caress. Celia 
could not withhold it, but she said ; " I 
am ashamed of you, Bess : how could 
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It seemed almost as if the 
understood the tone of reproach. She 
drooped her head and submissively 
obeyed the slightest touch of the rein. 

" Have you had any difficulty in de- 
taching her from Brunette when you 
were riding her, Celia?" said Ellinor, 
thoughtfully. 

" Not the least ; I have separated 
thetn again and again, and Bess has 
always obeyed at once. I cannot under- 
stand her behavior to-day." 

" I can, It is not her comrade, it is 
her mistress, she is unwilling to leave. 
I knew just sucli an instance' once," in 
a low voice. " Poor Bess 1" she added, 
patting the mare's neck, " if that is your 
only fault — " What memory was it that 
gave so touching a tone to the broken 
words ? Whatever it was, it was harshly 
dispelled the next moment. 

" Celia," said Mowbray, " it will never 
do to let that pony get so willful. You'll 
have no peace with her. She ought to 
be broken of such tricks at once. I 
wish you'd let me take her in hand for 

Ellinor's eyes had been fixed on Mow- 
bray during this speech, and she turned 
to Celia as if anxious for her rep 

" Thank you, Evelyn, but I p 
manage her myself. Miss Etl 
will help me : I am taking riding- 
frora her." 

Mowbray's brow clouded. He 
on the point of making some ad al 

remark, but checked himself. T 
rode on for some distance, sile 
first — afterward exchanging a fe\ 
monplaces, until they reached a 
road, little more than a brid 
leading deeper into the woods. 
Hartland said: 

" Our road leads off here to th 
Mr. Mowbray." 

" Are you very busy this afte 
Mr. Hartland? We might acco 
the ladies as far as their ride e 
and then have time, in return 
look at this land before sundown. 

'' Another day I shall be glad t 
it to you, but I have several g 
which 1 have promised Mr. Syd m 
that 1 would attend to this afterno 



The tone was barely civil. Celia, 
who knew her cousin well and liked him, 
had a dim feeling that there was some- 
tiling wrong, especially when she saw a 
frown darkening the face of Mowbray, 
who, having no longer excuse for delay, 
coldly dolTed his hat to the ladies and 
rode off with Hartland. 

If either of the riders who remained 
regretted this departure, one of their 
horses evidenlly did not. Bess resumed 
all her spirit and gentleness, arching her 
neck, as with pride or pleasure, and 
glancing with her bold, bright eyes at 
her mistress— a mute protest, one might 
almost have supposed it, against another 
separation. Ellinor ran her fingers 
through the long silky mane admiringly. 

" I shall not have the heart lo correct 
this pretty creature for her one sin," she 
said. "I have the same weakness for 
her mistress that she has. She means 
only love, not harm. Should one be 
blamed for that ?" 

" We are told that to him who loveth 
mucii shall much be forgiven." 

Ellinor looked up quickly : she saw 

that Celia was not thinking of her. 

"That is God's own truth," she said, 

ly ; then after a pause^" yet we 

b right to indulge even love at 

of others." 

time it was Celia who looked up. 

E turned it off; "Bess won't an- 

with her fondness : she'll be 

goo your bidding, if she is perverse 

A fi of musing fell on the girls as 

e home. Something had jarred 

Vs consciousness, but she had 

n it next day. Not so Ellinor: 

up what seemed trifles in her 



P A dear," said Leoline, as they 
il e morning toward Tyler's Mill, 
this Mr. Creighton that we are 
g hear .'" 

didate to fill a vacancy in Con- 
gainst Mr. Emberly." 
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" Yes, I know ; but who is he F" 
" Have you any recollection of Mr, 
Williams ? But no— you were too young 

" The Quaker gentleman who traveled 
with us in Italy? Why, I remember 
the very clay we made acquaintance with 

"Are you sure of that, my child ?" 

" It was in the cathedral at Pisa. He 
asked (he guide about Galileo's lamp. 
No, not Galileo's, but the lamp that was 
accidentally set swinging while mass was 
going on, and Galileo noticed it, and it 
helped him to invent the pendulum." 

" It suggested to him the principle of 
the pendulum, 3*ou mean r yes, that is 
the very Mr. Williams. Eliot Creigh- 
fon is his nephew— a young lawyer liv- 
ing about fifty miles from here." 

" A good speaker, is he ?" 

*' They say so. I take an interest in 
him. He is, I tielieve, a Unitarian ; and 
I saw, this morning, an anonymous 
handbill attacking him on account of his 
religious opinions, and abusing him as 

" I'm glad of that : I mean Fin glad 
he will have to defend himself." 

" Wliy, my child ?" 

" It will be nice : we sliall see what 
he's made of. VVe shall see whether 
he'll let them catechise him. A man 
that's a coward won't do for me." 

" I lilie pluck myself. IVIoral courage 
is the rarest of qualities among our pub- 
lic men. But, in a political contest, 
where the party vote is so nearly bal- 
anced as in our district, there is great 
temptation to temporize . and smooth 
things over." 

"Surely you wouldn't vote to send a 
man to Congress who could not stand 
temptation, papa ?" said Leoline, in- 
dignantly. 

" Not if another offered who could," 
smiling at her warmth. 

" I hope Mr. Creighton can." 

"We shall see." 

The trysting-place was Grangula's 
Mount — so called after an Indian chief 
who had formerly held sway in these 
parts. It was in the woods, about two 
miles west of Sydenham's residence. 



The topmost summit of this 
was bald, but a little way down, on its 
eastern slope, were loosely clustered a 
few broad- branching trees — old oaks and 
elms and dark hemlocks. Under the 
spacious shelter of this detached grore 
the eye commanded a magnificent view 
over the village, the pretty lake beyond 
and the expanse of forest and champaign 
that surrounded both. The spot was a 
favorite resort of the villagers on their 
pic-nic excursions ; and Sydenham, de- 
siring to encourage these easy, healthful 
social gatherings, had caused rustic seats 
to be placed where the shade was deep- 
est for comfort and accommodation. 
This had caused it to be selected, also, 
as a convenient spot for public meetings, 
political and sometimes religious. 

A crowd was gathering fast It was 
a magnificent day — calm, cloudless, but 
tlie landscape veiled with the light, trans- 
parent, illuminated haze which marks 
that beautiful episode in the autumn 
season of the West, known as "In- 
dian Summer." As Sydenham and his 
daughter advanced to their seats, Leo- 
line exclaimed in delight; andheriather, 
albeit familiar with whatever is most 
striking in European scenery, stood still 
in admiration. 

It was at the epoch when the first 
light finger-touch of frost sprinkles magi- 
cal coloring over dark-green oceans of 
foliage. The woods, far more brilliant 
in their decay than in the tropic of their 
perfection, showed like groves in fairy- 
land, pranked with all that is gayest in 
the rainbow — golden and primrose yel- 
lows ; tawny orange of every shade ; 
deep, blood-red crimsons ; scarlets witl) 
color of flame; gorgeous purples, with 
here and there a lilac tinge ; bright, 
rich browns, shaded off into russet and 
olive ; yet all harmonizing with a felicity 
which human pencil seeks in vain to 
emulate. A lover of Nature might well 
have traveled a thousand miles to wit- 
ness the scene, if nearer home such ex- 
hibition of sylvan splendor was not to 
be found. Yet most of the spectators 
who now sat down in full view of the 
wondrous prospect scarcely vouchsafed 
a second look or a single comment. 
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as a slap could say il, " He'll do I" 
And when at last, in illuslration of some 
point he had made, tlie speaker intro- 
duced, with graphic gestures, a sportive 
anecdote, the hillside rang with laughter. 

Then he paused, a sudden change 
passing over his features, sternness suc- 
ceeding the liglit pleasantry. The whis- 
pered comments which his amusing 
story had called forth instantly ceased, 
and there was a hush of expectation. 
Picking up from the grass beside him, 
where he had kid it ere he began to 
speak, a printed handbill, he unfolded it 
as if to read its contents : then, seeming 
fo think better of it, he cast it from him 
again ; and, selecting from among several 
documents a small, time-stained-looking 
pamphlet, and alluding now, for the first 
lime throughout his speech, to the fact 
that he was a candidate, he said, quietly, 
but with that emphasis which subdued 
emotion imparts; 

" If you send me to Washington City, 
it will not be as a propagandist to take 
action for you in matters of religion : it 
will be as agent or attorney to transact 
your worldly business. But it is not 
usual to ask a lawyer, before he is en- 
trusted with a cause, whether he be 
Presbyterian or Universal' K I 
you catechise the tailor w 
coat, or the shoemaker wh fi 
a pair of boots. You wa 
ness well done — that is yo 
leave the man's creed aloi — 
Now the same common-s 
which prevails in every-d 
govern in politics also if 



: left I 



the 



ever since the 

government there have be m 

time to time, those who ha 

to lead astray, on this p 

sense of the people. 

" Would you hear what was put forth, 
in the year 1800, when the author of the 
Declaration of Independence was candi- 
date for the Presidency .■' Then let me 
read to you from a pamphlet of that day. 
The writer says : ' Consider the effect 
which the election of any man avowing 
the principles of Mr. Jefferson would 
nave upon our citizens. The effect 



would be to destroy religion, introduce 
immorality and loosen all the bonds of 
society.' 

" Such was the prophecy. Shall we 
ask whether, four years afterward, when 
he whom his enemies persisted in call- 
ing 'the infidel President ' took his seat, 
the predictions of evil were fulfilled ? — 
whether religion was destroyed — whether 
immorality was introduced — whether the 
bonds of society were loosened .'' The 
questions are an insult to the illustrious 

" Now, as then, we find men who en- 
gage in politics as they would gamble at 
cards. But it is not the religion of the 
heart that busies itself in this profligate 
game. True piety is quiet, unobtrusive, 
a keeper at home, a peacemaker. Slie 
enters into her closet and prays there, 
after she has closed the door. She 
does not thrust herself into the turmoil 
of party politics, catechising candidates 
and sowing broadcast the seeds of intoler- 
ance and of all uncharitable ness. True 
piely, let it differ from me in the articles 
of its creed as it will, I honor and re- 
spect. Fiom my youth up I have been 
trained to honor and respect it. But, 
for its base counterfeit — say, freemen of 



or 



I 1 



Id 



Creighton recommenced it was m a 
quieter key : 

" When a friend asks me about my 
creed — when any good man, anxious 
for my spiritual welfare, makes inquiry 
touching my religious opinions — I have 
an answer for him, full and frank. But 
when political intriguers, conspiring for 
sinister ends, go out of their way to 
charge upon 1 
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little resemble those I ever held as their 
wliole conduct in tliis affair resembles 
uprightness and fair-deahiig — to such 
men, impertinently obtruding such a 
subject, I have no answer whatever 

''It may be that some of you, if 
you my creed, might deem a few 
articles heterodox. So be it! 
are my own. I am answerable fo 
at a higher tribunal than man's, m 

for myself, as ihe good and noble R 
Williams did of yore, that right 
vate judgment and free speech w 
is our country's proudest boas 
every American citizen may dem 
the bands of his fellow-citizens, 
greatest it has not been refused — 
humblest it may not justly be 
Jefferson claimed it when lie aske 
fathers' votes for the office of 
magistrate of the republic : I am 
entitled to its sacred shield, tho 
stand before you but one amo 
undistinguished hundreds who now 
to a seat in the councils of the na 

Not a sound nor a movement 
audience. No one stirred fro 
place.. They sat with eyes inle 
the speaker, as if waiting for mo 
was not till Creight( ' '' 



th 



nd 
np 



A S d a pp d 

to Ceha and her aunt, Leohne ove 
from a icnot of four or five gray- 

" If that young fellow didn't giv 
them good ! Now ain't he a hor 

"Well, he's slick on the to 
very," said another; "but he's 
high and independent. He didn 
a chaw of tobacco wheth 






If 



goes for him, he won't get a than 
Emberly's something like : 
;ivil tongue in his head." 
" They're both blooded nags," b 



a younger man who had come up during 
the last remark ; " but I'll tell you what 
it is: fair play's fair play. That hand- 
bill sort o' sticks in my craw. A fellow 
ouo-ht to have a chance. Here's just 
ys to the election, and it's only 
y these dirty sheets showed their 
ere. I hear'n they were kep' 
the other counties till the can- 
had spoke and gone. That's 
a man behind his back. A 
lat'd be guilty of such a trick'd 
d corn-bread from a nigger's 
-igs." 

can't say Emberly had anything 
th the handbills." 
N but, lo my thinkin' there was 
of the sneak in the way he 
up his speech about ' bonds of 
p.' A man could see with half 
hat it was a tub thrown out to 
hodists." 
you're a Hard-shell Baptist." 
N soft enough, any way, to be 
vith such back- handed tricks." 
Le e's party passed on toward the 
ta o site heard no more. Syden- 
e his hand to Creighton. " We 
come good friends," he said, 
" Come and have a quiet cup 
ea t my house this evening. Or 
ou ride home with us now ?" 
nk you, much. But a candidate 
property for two hours after his 
and I must call on my friend, 
M E lelridge. By six I can be with 

t will suit us perfectly." 

having come on horseback, 
le Sydenham party as they rode 
m " So he knows Ellie ?" she 

to herself; "'my friend Miss 
ge,' he said. And she has only 
d who writes to her. I wonder 
Mr. Creighton f" But all this 

t he splendid?" said Leoline to 
er fatlier was riding in advance 
E an Hartland. 

M Creighton .'' I liked his speech ; 

surely don't think him hand- 

Lela ?" Celia was comparing 

her own mind, with Evelyn 
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" 1 really can't lell wliat ladies call 
handsome. Dr. Meyrae has a fine por- 
trait of Kosciusko, and Lucille Meyrae 
and I were looking at it the other day. 
She said it was an ugly face. Well, I 
don't know. I Ihitik if its owner had 
courted me right hard, I might have had 
him." 

"And you think Creighton resembles 

"Wicked creature! You would en- 
trap me into giving aa broad a hint is 
Desdemona gave to Othello— 



And biuk ni. 



if I la 



" Well, Lek, why shouldn't yo 

" I like him. I like all brave 
frank men, who speak (heir minds 
— who won't temporize and truckle — 
won't be taken to task and trodden 
But it's against ray principles (o 
for any one — that is, r^a/iy care, 
know— who will never care for me.' 

Celia laughed : " So you've mat 
your mind already that Creighton n 
will." 

" Quite," Leoline replied with 
most sober and thoughtful air. H 
never would, even if he were to 
here among us. I'm not the leas 
sort of person to take his f 
I'm too like him. If I were 
brought to bay and hard put to it 
not at all sure but I could make 
such speech, myself I felt like it 
he talked about bowing down his s — 
how was it ? — beneath Slander's p 
saical sway. Such sort of men 
sweet, quiet, domestic women. Ah 
you were not disposed of, Celia ! 
very person to suit him !" 

" But then I should never ta 
fancy to him." 

" No. It's a pity, though." 
Leoline looked as serious as if she 
the whole matter on her own shoul 
she was thinking of Mowbray, and 
paring the two men. Then she brai 
oiF to the speech again ; " What a 
ture that was I" — she threw up her own 
arm as the thought crossed her — "and 
what a look, as he talked of Roger 



Williams and claimed the right of free 
speech ! How came it, I wonder, with 
that slender figure and just medium 
height, that he could throw so much 
dignity into his bearing ?" 

Sydenham overheard her and turned ; 
"In a measure, no doubt, because noble 
impart noble expression ; but 
partly due, I think, to an accident 



"How so, papa?" 
" Instead of "etting c 



After one or tw 
Creighton spied a 
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zart." "Ah !" he said, as he opened at 
some selections from Don Giovanni, 
"it is refreshiiig to see anything so old- 
fashioned." At liis request Celia sang 
" Vedrai, carino ;" and together they ex- 
ecuted the duett, "La-ci darem." Their 
voices harmonized admirably. 

"Yon had music-lessons in Germany?" 
said Ellinor to Creighton. 

" Yes ; and I was about to asli the 
same question of Miss Pembroke," 
turning to her. " Have you been 
abroad ?" 

" In Europe i" Newer. But I had a 
German teacher in Philadelphia." 

"4Ii • I thouo'lit so" Then he con 
d w tl M Eth 1 It, 



bl 



d I 
d 1 



d f 1 
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I3 Sh 
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d 




Id q 




t tl 




f I 


f th 


f pp t 


X 



d tly h t L th 



1 



^ If 



" Is jour eleLtion doubtful ? she said. 
"Very doubtful. 1 shall probably 

Celia, who had taken one of her 
friend's hands between hers, felt it 
tremble as Eilinor asked, " Because of 
that vile handbill ?" her eyes flashing. 

" It will cost me a good many 

" Surely not !" exclaimed Leoline ; and 
she proceeded, in her animated way, to 
repeat the conversation she had over- 
heard as they were leaving the ground. 

Creighton laughed heartily : " It's very 
amusing, this electioneering though it is 
tedious enough sometimes. I feel flat- 
tered by the old man'-s comparison. The 
horse is a noble animal, and the tarraer's 
best friend, too." 

I' But you have no idea how well your 
defender's hit about the cold corn-bread 



came off," said I.eoline. "I know your 
speech made a good impression." 

" There is in our people a strong 
sense of justice and love of fair play, to 
which one .seldom appeals in vain. The 
handbill would probably have aided 
rather than injured me, had they left me 
a chance of reply. But they chose their 
time well." 

" 111, you mean," said Leoline, in- 
dignantly. 

Creighton smiled. 

" How can you take it so easily ?" she 
went on. '■ I do believe you forgot, 
while we were singing just now, that 
Mondiy next is election-day." 

O e likes to shake off the dust in 
h ning. Do not giiidge it to me, 

d M ss Sydenham. That last duett 
t k me back to GSltingen. Miss Pem- 
b k voice and style reminded me so 
m h f a charming family of musicians 
I d to visit there." 

\ I you actually forgot that hand- 
b [1 f persisted Leoline. 

Tl e evil which others seek to do us 
h forgetting only." Creighton 
t ! toward Miss Ethelridge as he 
d t 

A n that tell-tale hand ! But this 
m Ellinor gently withdrew, it from 
C 1 clasp. 

At tl is juncture Sydenham and Ethan 
Hartland returned. 

" Mr. Creighton," said the latter, 
"your concluding remarks were taken 
down in shorthand, and are now in type 
for our Ckiskauga Gleaner, of which we 
have hastened the publication one day, 
so that it will appear to-morrow. An 
extra thousand will be printed and sent 
over the county. Do not fear the result 
at our precinct. There is reaction al- 
ready. Here you will outrun the party 

Creighton expressed his thanks in 

" It is we who are your debtors," said 
Sydenham, warmly. "We have tempta- 
tions enough to hypocrisy already among 
us, without suffering an honest man's 
creed to be made a poh'tical lest. I am 
sorry you live so far from us," 

" I liked the expression of those faces 
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on the hillside lo-day. I like the social 
atmosphere of your little place ; and ! 
have serious thoughts, when the election 
is over, of returning this way and asking 
you if you have not a small dwelling- 
house to rent or sell." 

" You shall be heartily welcome. 
Cotne and make your home with me for 
a day or two." 

" But if Mr. Creighton has to go to 
Congress, papa ?" 

"Then his lime will he short ; but we 
shall be thankful even for a flying visit." 

"One doesn't like to be beaten, Miss 
Sydenham," said Creighton, "and I 
have had dreams of being useful if 
elected ; but if Emberly is to be Con- 
gressman, it may be all for the best. A 
man's traducers often do him good. I 
am very sure I shall spend a pleasanter 
winter here, if 1 succeed in findinj, a 
home in this pretty village of yoirs 
than I should in Washington City." 

"At all events d L 1 11 

do our best to mak t p y f h 
rascals, with thei 1 dbll h 1 k 
the people. Wo t M EtI I 

ridge?" she added th dd mp 1 
noticing that lady 1 k 

EUinor colored j t 1 tl m 

barrassed for am 1 pi d 

a quiet tone : " M C It d 
all we may be abl t d f h m 

Creighton seemed about to replj to 
her, hul he merely bowed and expressed, 
in warm terms, his sense of the kind- 
ness with which he had been received at 
Chiskauga. 

They parted, with sentiments of mu- 
tual esteem. 

That evening Celia spent twice the 
usual lime in Ooing up her hair. The 
comb dropped on her knee, and she 
dropped into a musing fit ; " He liked 
the faces on that hillside ! Did he, in- 
deed I I think I could pick out one in 
the village that has more attractions for 
him than that whole audience, and can 
do more to make a winter pleasant to 
him than all of us put together : I saw 
liim glance acrossat her when he talked 
of settling here. Then I should like to 
know what chance a man has of Ju'Viug 



the 'social atmosphere' of a place which 
he has inhabited for just two-thirds of a 
day ; especially when half of that pro- 
tracted period was spent in two rooms 
— Dr. Meyrae's parlor and Mr. Syden- 
ham's drawing-room. How transparent 
men are when they fall in love !" 

Then the labor of the comb was re- 
sumed, but by and by there was another 
Intermission : " ! wonder whether a wo- 
man ought to reverence a man before 
she marries him — he about her own age, 
or even if he were two or three years 
older. I don't the least beheve that I 
could. Isn't there a text about 'perfect 
love casting out fear ?' " Another pause : 
" It's best not to let even a dear friend 
hold one's hand when it's not convenient 
to have it known what one is thinking 
ibout But never mind, poor, dear 
El! e If that's your secret, it's safe 
w th ne 

Before Celia went to sleep she had 

me very decidedly to the conclusion 

tl at Ell nor Ethelridge either was, or 

ry soon would be, engaged to Eliot 

Creighton. 

The vote was close, but Creighton 
I st his election ; and six weeks after- 
ward Chiskauga gained an addition to 
1 r population in the shape of an lionest 
J wyer and estimable young man. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Oke day, about a week after the elec- 
tion, Celia received, through the post- 
office, the following anonymous letter : 

» Miss Celia Pembroke : 

" You are basely deceived, and you 
ought to be informed of it. J. E. M. 
has private assignations with Ellen Ty- 
ler in a lonely part of the woods on the 
bank of Kinshon Creek, about half a 
mile below her father's mill, where he 
reads poetry and makes love to her. 
Not long since the father caught them at 
it, and they had a tussle which M won't 
forget in a hurry : he carried the marks 
home. The giri is simple a ' * 
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and no doubt believes that lie intends 
marr i^c \ou know best nh (h [ 
doea or not The millei m gi 
her a couple of thousand dol 
tliere is a guod deal of difference 
two and forty, 

" The wriier has seen you o 
is unknown to you. If you 
know whether he is telling you 
not, ask Nelson Tyler. The ne m 

that Mr. Harlland lately enga 
who worked several weeks at 
could, if he would, tell you s 
about it. One who Kn 

" Cranstoun !" was Celia's firs 
when she read this startling epi 
went over It a second time. T 
ing throughout was correct, b 
stroke of the writing seemed h 
was ^miliar with his hand, bavin 
several law-papers made out b) 
her uncle. And this almost r 
a school-boy's handwriting. 

It annoyed her very serious 
Cially the innuendo about her fo 
sand dollars ; but it did not uns 
faith in Mowbray. She knew 
lover was acquainted with Ellen 
had seen her frequently at M 
bray's, when the girl came th 
her French lessons ; and she tl 
likely enough that Evelyn, in th 
of his rides — perhaps in search 
land to purchase — mi^ht a"c 



to her, frorn a pocket edition o 
son's Seasons, some passage ap 
to the sylvan scene around th 
be sure, Ethan was her cous 
then cousins do marry so 
though she had heard Sydenhan 
the opinion that they never 

■ Celia, like manv others, had probably faile 



II WIS not the girl to d sea d one to 
m she had given her contidence be- 
he laughed and chatted I some 
se those who do ou„l t to delay 
ge until they learn better bhe 
ad that wonderful th rtee I c ip 
First Corinthians, and si e i ted 
its declaration, that Love tl nketh 
1. 

thought : " Shall I trust an anony- 

scribbler rather than one I have 

since childhood? And then the 

re thought me dishohorabla enough 

the spy on Evelyn's actions^to go 

a comparative stranger whether 

in I am engaged to is a rascal or 

putting the same question to a 

t who came not six weeks ago lo 

lage, from nobody knows where ? 

a mean wretch he must be him- 

And, with that, after glancing 

lore over the letter, she threw it 

mptuously into the fire. 

s, as generous natures are en- 

in favor of the persecuted, this 

attack on Mowbray reacted in 

vor. His mistress held but the 

faithfully to her troth because 

rs sought to malign and to injure. 

days later, Cranstoun and Cassi- 
t together, in the evening, conver- 
The latter spoke, in reply to 
nquiry addressed to him : 
s hard to come round Ihem, Mr. 
oun — these highflyers especially, 
IIss Celia. You never can tell 
ey'U take things." 

ou're sure she got it ?" 

ou posted it yourself. How could 

What makes you think it did harm 
than good ?" 

rst, the black . looks she cast at 
r three or four days after we sent 
le's over that now, I take such 
care of Bess ; and then 1 told 
at a splendid seat she had, and 
how much better she handled her reins 
! she took riding-lessons from the 
school-teacher. She's a stunner, is Miss 
Ethelridge. I've been out fox-hunting 
with the old Squire that lathered me, 
and I've seen those Irish girls take their 
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fences — it's a siglit to see, Mr. Cran- 
stouii ! — but if she's not up to any of 
IheiTi, may I never back horse again ! 
I praised her to Miss Celia, too. She 
liked all that. She knows I'm a good 
judge. So I've got into favor again ; 
but if she'd had her way the first day 
or two, good-bye to that snug little 
shealin' where 1 hope lo see Ellen one 
of these days." 

"Is that all your evidence ? Black 
looks don't amount to much." 

'• No, it isn't all. Yesterday we had 
the sorrels out— Mr. and Mrs. Hartland, 
Miss Celia, and who else, do you think, 
in the carriage f" 

" Not Mowbray ?"' 

" Mowbray I Why he dar'n't come 
within our doors. The beaten candi- 
date, Mr. Creighton." 

"What I Currying favor with Hart- 
land already ?" 

" Looks like it He told the old man 
he'd make him a present of some speci 
mens, 1 think he called them — -atones 
or something — that he had collected in 
Europe." 

" So he iJ go 1 e to settle here ' 

"Did not you 1 ear lews barga ning 
with Mr, Hugo for his house jist th s 
side of Mrs. Monbrij s on the lake 
shore? As pretty n cottage a? theie 
is in the village, with a handsome lawn 
clear down lo the lake. 

"What does he want w 

"His mother's a wi do 
keep house for him." 

" Mr. Cassiday, you \ xp 

to me how you knew that 
missed its mark. What 
do with it ?" 

"I'm coming to that. H d 

this Creighton hitch hor 
politics. When we we d g 

Ihey had a heap of talk a 
bill, you know." 

"Well ?" 

"Miss Celia, she joine A 

way she abused every man that would 
not sign what he wrote i I did not quite 
hear it all. She was telling some story, 
I think, to her uncle; in cour.se she 
didn't say a word about our little alTair. 
But she was as bitter as gall ; and some- 



how she brought it round that any scamp 
that would abuse another, and not set 
his name to it, wasn't too good to steal 
cold corn-bread from a nigger's saddle- 



that." 



e surely mistaken. She c< 
; said anything so coai-sc 



Her dander was up, I tell you. I 
heard her as plain as I hear you. Fretly 
hard on u.s, wasn't it ?" 

" She may repent that one of these 

Something in the tone caused Cassi- 
day to look up surprised ; but Crans- 
toun was not thinking of him, and didn't 
notice it. The groom feigned indifference, 
and said, in an easy tone : "Anyhow, 
that's a lost ball. I thought it was well 
shot, too. I've known a good deal less 
than that play hell in a fiimily before 
now. 1 wonder what on earth the girls 
see in that stuck-up coxcomb of a Mow- 
bray to cajole them so ? If I were as 
mean as that fellow is, I'd want to creep 
into a nutshell." 

Cassiday understood the meaning of 
the smile with which Cranstoun received 
this, and replied to it ; 

" Well, Mr. Cranstoi:n, you've a right 

to think just what you like about me ; 

we've done some hard things, in our 

day, to raise the cash — you and I. But 

if I ioved a girl as well as I-— as well as 

himself loves Ellen, 

e the man as could 

m f hers — may the foul 

fid m 'd turn away from her 

m Vou don't beheve 

u, and a fellow that's 

no right to complain. 

m man's son, if it is on 

Ihe blanket. And if 

m d, there's some things 

m t do. That father of 

m p is tailor's bill that I 

d have shot himself 

racing-debt run over 

the day it was due." 

" Maybe somebody else would have 
shot him if he had tried that game on 
them." 
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and me, to our cost ; but he'd stand llie 
clicli of cocked pistol just as you would 
a knock at your door ; a.nd he'd put a 
ball througli a good-sized wedding-ring 
at fifteen steps, every other pop." 

" So you think Mowliray's meaner 

" We say just what we like to one 
another, Mr. Cranstoun ; so it's all right 
for you to ask me thai. But if John 
Mowbray should take it in his head to 
follow suit, he might have a chance of 
finding out which was the best shot^ — -him 
or my father's son." 

" I have no objection to your trying, 
and I hope you'll hit him, Cassiday. 
But all I meant to ask was, whether you 
didn't think Mowbray was after the 
dollars, and not after Mr. Harlland's 

" I'll give you a plain answer to a civil 
question. If Ellen and Miss Celia had 
a fair start, with two thousand a p' 
the niece would be nowhere, dist n d 
beaten out of sight. I'll bet iwo f a 
on that, and put up fifty any day. 

" Stranger things have happen d tl n 
that you should have a chance t find 
out, before another twelvemonth' ^ 
whether that would hive been i 1 b t 



h d be 

hard up it he has laid hands on Miss 
Celia's cash. Any way, he has promised 
he'd pay me the last day of every month, 
and I'll hold him to it. He can't get 
anybody that'll keep tilings as light and 
bright as I do. I hope he won't run 
high and dry and have to sell his horses. 



I'd be hard put to it to find such another 
place." 

It was 3 snug berth. Cassiday had 
thriven on perjury so far. Some rogues 
do thrive to the end of the chapter — the 
earthly chapter, which is but a small 
portion of the great Book of Life. Some 
accounts seem to be squared here. 
Others, unsettled, are carried over. The 
Roman who said that no man should be 
accounted happy till Death sealed his 
good-fortune looked but a little way. 
There are heavy debits of which he took 

What has been happening to Cassi- 
day's victim ? Did the world smiie or 
frown upon him after his release from 
prison ? We left him knocking at his 
own door for admission. 



wonderfully does the principle 

pensation intervene in human 

How bright — as a grand old 

er, poet and philosopher has sug- 

— how bright is often the silver 



h d k 



dbe- 





hout 
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He was better as well as happier. 


There had been, till now 


little or no evi- 


dence of the spiritual to 


be detected in 


that thoughtless, carele 


s nature. Yet 


it was there. It always 


s where warm 


affections exist. It cam 


e forth now, at 
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Ihe moment when these affections were 
stirred to Iheir depths. Not with much 
outward demonstration ; the man did 
not go down on his knees, but his heart 
knelt to the Giver of all good. No set 
form of thanksgiving came to his hps, 
beyond the single exclamation that burst 
from him as Norah, between sobs, re- 
turned his pa.ssionate kisses : 

" The Lord be praised for this blessed 

Only an exclamation, yet almost as 
long as that of the publican who im- 
plored for mercy to him a sinner. All 
that sleepless night, as Ihe young Irish- 
man gradually came to realize his great 
deliverance, his soul prayed in more than 
words. The effectual fervent prayer—- 
the availing one — often ascends ungar- 
mented by human phrase, in robeless 

I do not assert for Terence anything 
like a change of heart. Nature, as Lin- 
njeus has expressed it, makes no great 
leaps. She does not deal in sudden 
transformations. The seed, the plant, 
the blossom, the fruit, — these are the 
t3-pes of her gradual workings. If there 
be examples of men regenerated by a 
single experience, these are so rare as 
only to prove the general rule of patient 
progression. In (he present case the 
young man's better nature had been 
stirred : that was all. After influences 
must decide whether the first impression 
was to grow and strengthen, or to fade 
out, leaving him to sink back again to 
ihe level of his former life. 

One of these influences followed close 
on ills release. During the evening of 
the next day, KuUen, the prison-agent, 
came to see his emancipated client. No 
need to say how he was received 1 
Norah gave him both her hands, unable 
at first, in her agitation, to utter a word ; 
but, in defiiult of speech, she offered to 
the preserver of her husband her matron 
cheek to kiss. Terence spoke with all 
the warmth of his country: 

" Mister Kullen, it's owin' to you (hat 
I'm alive, and, more nor that, that I can 
stand up and i^ce the world like an hon- 
est man. It's all owin' to you, wid yer 
cheering ways and yer lovely stories, 



that Norah's got a husband and the chil- 
dher's got their father back agin. It's no 
earthly use to speak about payin' such a 
debt as that; but sure ye know, Mister 
Kullen " — here the tears rose to the poor 
fellow's eyes — " sure an' ye know, with- 
out iver my telHn' ye, that, as long as 
Norah and me's got a roof over our 
heads, come rain, come shine, let it be 
mornin' or noon or bbck midnight, ye'll 
be as welcome to our fireside as the 
flowers In May." 

Then he hesitated, as if he didn't 
know exactly how to proceed. At last 
he brought out : "An, Mister Kullen, 
you wouldn't be refusin' a poor fellow 
ihe little he can do for you. I heard 
down yonder— it was Walter Richards 
tould me— that yer salary's but a small 
one, Mister Kullen, for all the good ye 
do. Now, je see, I've got two hundred 
and fifty dollars in the bank, and sorra a 
bit o' use I have for it now, becase I 
can't buy the house, and that was all 1 
laid it up for — " 

Here the prison-agent interrupted him ; 
"You need not say a word about that, 
Terence ; the State pays me for what I 
do, and it wouldn't be honest to take pay 
twice, yoa know. But, since you are 
willing to do me a pleasure, what if I 
were to ask you for somelhing that might 
cost you more than two hundred and fifty 
dolhirs ?" 

Terence's face brightened : " Sure 
an' I can borrow the rest," he said. 

" No, I don't approve of a man get- 
ting into debt. You can do it without 
borrowing. How long have you the 
lease of this house ?" 

" Till the first of May comin' : that's 
near five months amj a half," 

" Have you done well with it ?" 

"Very fair. Last year it cleared me 
seventeen hundred and fifty dollars. 
And this year, if it hadn't been for that 
damned — " 

Norah laid her hand on his arm ; 
" Not lo-day, Teddy darlinl — not to-day, 
just when the Lord sint ye back to me." 

•'Wei!, thin, I won't swear, Norah, 
ef ye don't like it. But ef it hadn't 
been for that scoundrel Br;-an — bad luck 
to him ! — sure there's no harm in caUin 
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him wtiit he is, and wishin' him his 
dcsarls — I'd have made two thousand 
dollars clear this very year ; and I can 
live on Iialf o' tliat and lay by the other 
half." 

I' How much of the profit you make 
is from the bar and how much by 
lodgers ?" 

"It's close on half and half." 

" So you expect to clear from b 
between this and the first of May 
seven or eight hundred dollars ?" 

"Full that." 

" Unless some rascal like that D 
should play you just such anoth 
as he did." 

"Yes, Mister Kullen ; but I'v 
old sailors, as has been to the iv 
that a canaon-ball niver comes t 
the same hole twice." 

" Well, Terence, to confess Ih tr 
I don't think it likely that an)'bod 
the next six months, will iccuse 
going into a bed-room at night and 
ing a hundred and seventy dollar B 
something as bad might liapptn N 
did Terence use to swear wh 
lived in Cumberland count\ ■' ' 

"No, Mister Kullen, nuera b h 
larnt it—" 

" Behind the bar-counter ?" 

Tift; young wife flushed scarlet, and 
looked at her husband. 

" You're a good girl, Norah," said 
Mr. Kullen. " I see I shall have your 
help. Terence, what would you say if 
that eldest boy of yours were to come 
out with an oath ?" 

" Derry knows belter nor that, Mr. 
Kullen : his mother's larned hiai 
better." 

" I'm glad to hear it. I once knew 
an excellent man who had served as 
lieutenant, and then as captain, for fifteen 
years under the First Napoleon. He 
came to this country poor and learned 
English perfectly. He had received a 
college education before he entered the 
army, and he set up school and became 
an excellent teacher. One habit of the 
soldier, liowever, dung to him. When 
his pupils proved unruly he -woulil swear. 
One day he was much siiocl;ed to hear 
a youngster of twelve, who had been 



with him a year or two, utter a round 

oath. ' Dick, don't you know you 

mustn't -swear ?' said his teacher: 'it's 

wrong and it's vulgar.' ' But if it's 

wrong, Mr. Tlnel,' said the boy, half 

afntid to finish his question — 'if it's 

wrong, why do _j'(Jw swear?" 'Because 

I'm a damned fool,' was the rejoinder : 

ou be one too !' Now, Terence, 

Dermot, imitating his father, 

d venture on an oath, would you 

give him such a reply as that P" 



N h 



"Wher 



the 



be droppin' a word or two out o' 
Teddy asthore — and a bad word 
— that ye should be refusin' the 
Mr. Kullen ?" 



B for your children's sake, and 

r own, I want you to do some- 

h se, Terence. It's a good deal 

k ou. I want you to give up that 

r eight hundred dollars — in a 

close your bar." 

N h clasped her hands with a look 
aty. Her husband sat silent, 

k first at her, then at Mr. Kullen. 
The proposal evidently took him by 
surprise. 

" Listen lo me before you answer," 
pursued the agent, "and then I'll leave 
you lo talk it over with Norah there. 
It would be a terrible thing, Terence, if 
a man like you, that God has given so 
good a wife to, were to go to the bad. 
And, let me tell you, that might happen. 
Men are not dejiraved sots because they 
frequent a bar-room, but they're on the 
way to be good for nothing, or worse. 
Then, a tippling-house attracts riff-raff. 
Yours attracted Delomy, a common 
drunkard. See what came of it. You're 
not safe among such men." 

Norah turned pale, changed her seat 
to one close to her husband and took 
his hand in hers. 

"It's true, Terence," added Kullen. 
" You're easy and good-natured— just the 
sort of man that might take the color of 
his life tVom the ways of his associates. 
Just the man, loo, lo be imposed on by 
swindlers. But no man is safe with 
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thieves and perjurers around Iiiin. An 
innocent man's always more or less at 
their mercy ; and next lime I mightn't 
be there to help you out." 

The tears were in Norah's eyes. 
Terence wiped lliem away with a gentle- 
ness one would hardly have expected of 
him, and kissed her. 

" That's not all," said Kullcn. " Do 
you think a man deserves to be helped 
out, if, afier he has once been warned, 
he still keeps on with a business that 
makes men worse instead of better? I 
lived many years in the West, where 
crimes then were rare and could be 
easily traced to their source ; and 1 
know that two-thirds of them began in 
tipphng-houses, and in the habits that 
'grew out of them. Two crimes out of 
every three that were commilled, Ter- 
ence ! and growing out of just such 
places as that room of yours below, 
where Patrick Murphy is lending bar," 

At this juncture little Dermot came 
into the room. Kiilleu and he had made 
close acquaintance during the visits of 
the former to Mrs. O'Reilly, when lie 
brought her news how her husband fared 
during his imprisonment ; and the child 
ran, delighted, to his friend. Kullen 
took him on his knee and resumed : 

" The very day you were arrested, 
Terence, you would probably, but for 
the arrest, have bought this house. The 
chances are you would have kept it, sell- 
ing brandy and whisky to all comers, 
fill this boy of yours was a young man ; 
perhaps till he got into Che habit of 
coming, two or three times a day, for a 
dram ; perhaps till he learned to make 
companions of such men as Bryan De- 
lomy. Are you quite sure Providence 
did not send you to prison that day, so 
that this chubby little fellow might grow 
up under more wholesome siirroundings 
and with belter associates ? You love 
that wife of yours, Terence, and well she 
deserves it. Have" you ever thought 
that it might break her heart if Derry 
turned out a drunkard ?" 

Norah had listened with ever-increas- 
ing excitement; and now she tiirew her 
arms round her husband's neck, gave 
him one bright, hopeful look, then laid 



her head on his bosom and sobbed as If 
her heart would break. 

Love has its triumphs in the humblest 
breast. The good fellow, more than 
half persuaded by Kullen's earnestness, 
was wholly won over by his wife's silent 

"Whisht, lassie," he said, passing his 
brawny hand soothingly over her long 
soft hair — " whisht, then, me darlint. 
D'ye think I'd bring up that babe lo be 
a drunkard ? I know what ye'd be axin' 
me, acushia, and d'ye think I'd refuse 
ye, this very day that the Lord brought 
me back to yer arms ?" Then lo the 
prison-agent : " Maybe the arrest was 
His doin', Mr. Kullen. It looks like 
He sinl you to thai cell to save me life 
and me character ; and who knows but 
what He's sint ye here to-day to talk to 
me about Derry and that bar? It'll be 
all I can do "—he winced a little at this 
^" to make the two ends meet without 
the bar. But, ony way, I'll not be after 
standin' out agin the Lord and you 
and the lassie. I'll sell off the liquors 
and quit the trade bright and early to- 

Norah looked up, smiling through her 
tears. " Thin my heart's continted," 
was all she said. 

Before Kullen went he said to Ter- 
ence : " 1 heard when 1 was in Cumber- 
land county that Norah's a famous dairy- 
woman. You understand market-gar- 
dening and keeping stock and managing 
horses. If you choose to go into the 
country when you leave this house, I'll 
recommend you to a friend of mine in 
the West, who wants a man and his 
wife lo take care of his farm. Would 
you like to ride a real horse, Master 
Dermot ? 

'• Wouldn't I, Mr. Kullen ?" said young 
America. 

Terence kept his promise. His for- 
mer companions were not a little sur- 
prised ; and one of them, a strapping 
young fellow, said that same evening, 
when Terence announced to Ihem his 



" So, Teddy, you've turned milksop 
ince they had you under lock and key." 
Terence's eyes flashed and he had an 
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oath on (lie tip of his tongue, but he re- 
membered liis promise to Norali : 

"I've changed some of my opinions. 
Mister Malone, bein' I don't intend to 
sell no more drinks to the h'kes o' you. 
But tliere's one opinion 1 haven't clianged 
at all, at all, Mister Malone." 

" What's that ?" 

"That whatever 3 man's slntimenls 
is, he ought to stand up to them like a 
man .'" Ihe last three words very dis- 
tinctly accented. 

Thereupon Terence deliberately laid 
off his coat on a chair, and took his 
place in the centre of the room ; adding, 
in a civil lone ; " Any time je're ready, 
Mister Malone," 



But Malone didn't seem quite ready, 
and the others interfered : 

" Not the last evening, O'Reilly : let's 
part good fiiends, any way." 

"Ye're no coward, Terence," said 
Malone; "nobody ever said you was. 
And sure a man has a right to his opin- 
ions, and a right to sell liquor or not as 
he pieases." 

Terence resumed his coat, and they 
all parted in amity. Whether Malone'a 
conciliatory speech — just tliough (he 
aphorisms were which it contained— 
tended to rai.ie him in the estimation of 
tlie man lie had offended, we need not 
too curiously inquire. 
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CHAPTER XIS. 

THROUGHOUT then 
loived Tereoce's lib 
prison and C re igli ton's def 
gress, events of great impor 
of our Chiskauga acquain 



ripening- yet 



I the i 






seemed 

Tlie pla e ade p , 

inteilecti all 

Under E I an H 1 nd 
Sydenlian s la 1 ope a oi 
out (as all ba ^a ns o i y 
good, do) p iilable a ke 
buyer. There had, indeed, 
to erade the prescribed st 
building and improvements 
illness or bad luck — plea 
faigned, sometimes real — ^and Syden- 
liam's easy temper induced him to grant 
indulgence. This, as Hartland showed 
liis employer, usually resulted in a sale 
10 third parties, who bought on specu- 
lation and refused to improve, setting up 
the plea that the seller liad waived his 
right to enforce the provision on that 
subject. 

The young man said, one day : " Mr. 
Sydenham, may I speak 10 you very 
frankly ?" 

■•If you think well of me, Ethan, 



bd a„m w hwd 

A P as ■!» P 

was a virtual promise on your part, upon 
which men depended ; and, because of it, 
your land has beea sold much more 
rapidly, for purchasers know well that 
the tendency of occupancy and improve- 
ment is to give additional value to all ad- 
jacent property, Tlius it is no longer 
your affair only. Others are injured if 
you give way." 

" That is a just view of the case." 
" May I bring suit against these non- 
complying speculators ?"' 



]t made quite a fliiiry a 
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One man, ivbo 


had bought 


up three or 


four farms, w 


as overheard 


threatening 


personal violence against M 


Sydenham. 


This coming 


to his ears, 


he sent for 


Ethan. 






" Hereafte 






take no excu 






violation of o 






If you find a 






man, from co 






unavoidable 






with these, i 


ro 




lend him the 


m 




sary to fulfi 


g 




other cases p 






Ethan smi 


H 




the threats 


B g 




making?" 






"Yes." 






" I though 






" I hold it 






as I can, th 






shall make n 












they're a ivild 


S 




yourself?" 






"Wth 


d t t 


-) b t 


I ha d 


I h 11 d 


t Tl 


an Id p 


b tl t th 


t d 1 Ik 


T mB 11 


b d d 


d al 


othe w 11 d 


d h 


f 1 



will i 1 d d II ! Ill 

stre t f 1 11 gr d 11) d !> 

pea d Ch k d tl b 

O I b t t th 

the [ d d t d t I 

his pi b it t f L H 

ing and other improvements lo be com 
pleted within a given m 
binding force, and that p 
after such covenant i w 
titled to a deed as soo p 

money was paid. Th 
decided that covenants ra 

constituted a lawful d 

and that non-;omplian w 
legal cause of forfeitur 

From this time on, S m d d 

to the covenants of hi 
a provision that no a 



should be made before the 
improvements were completed; and that 
on pain of forfeiture. This and the 
other covenants somewhat retarded the 



f 



d E 



E I one afternoon, reported the whole 
Id n. 

W hat net gain have I made," Syd- 
h m asked Ethan, "by the advance 
f p e, on this second installment of 
f ind building lots ?" 

fa far, about fourteen thousand dol- 
I but when your land-notes are paid 

p tl re will be some eight or ten thou- 

You have managed well. The sales, 

I tl k, do not include a six-acre build- 

te on the lake, just north of the 

Elm Walk — a site you admired, one day, 

Ethan is the prettiest we hid " 

mm d I fol- 

d rve it, 

d dp anted. 

h d ii er. I 

d w and week : 

h h 

^ urself, 
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science by accepting your services for 
three years at seven hundred and twenty 
dollars." 

" Which you increased, first to a 
thousand, and then to twelve hundred." 

"it ought to have been fifteen hun- 
dred long ago. Please credit yourself 
at that rate from the close of this half 
year. As to the two thousand, I owe 
you twice that sum, fairly reckoned ; 
only I thought the lot was as much as 1 
could get that obstinate nature of yours 
to accept. And then, hsten I I hav d 
ditional work for you to do. You d 
not look so incredulous — I have." 

The tears glistened in Ethan's y 
but Sydenham proceeded as If he 1 d 
not noticed them ; 

"You have been studying pra 1 1 
architecture of evenings, I know, and I 
had proof enough what a neat drau I ts 
man you are. I want a plan of a h 
Now, dan't be frightened, man : I'm not 
going to oiFer to build 3-ou one : you'll 
have to lay by money, and attend to 
that, one of these days, yourself." 

Ethan could not help smiling. 

" Ah I" said Sydenham, " now we 
can attend to business. I wish to have 
a ' Land-Trust Account' opened on the 
books of the estate. Let it be credited 
with that fourteen thousand dollars, or 
whatever the gain by advance on Ijind 
has been. Then add to the credit what- 
ever more may come in from the same 
source. You must help me expend this 
fund for the benefit of the village and of 
the neighborhood." 

" It is a pleasure to work for you, Mr. 
Sydenham." 

''Then pray set about the plan of my 
building." 

" When I know what you want." 

"Tea, in the first place," said Syden- 
ham, as the bell rang. " Stay with us, 
Ethan, and let us talk this over." 

Mrs. Clymer had gone out for the 
evening, and Leoline presided at the tea- 
table. 

To an understanding of Sydenham's 
views, it should be premised that there 
were in the village two small public 
libraries — one belonging to a " Working 
Man's Institute," established ten years 



before, and the other the township library. 
The first had been aided by a gifl: from 
Sydenham and by a legacy of one thou- 
sand dollars left by an eccentric old gen- 
tleman named Lechtux ■ it contained 
about twelve hundred (oluraes In the 
township hbrary, to which Sjoenhim 
and others had contributed, there were 
six hundred, but both were in smiU, 
inconvenient premises, -^nd were kept 
open one evenmg only m the week when 
books were lent out , there being no 
f d t p y I b Tl p bl 

h II (h lU Id t h 

d d p pi b d by 

p y f y b I t 

I b as b d 1 tl m mb f 
!d lyb I d 



) 11 



t fi- 



It 



d f 



ts tl t 1 p t 
t h p t pol t u 1 tl 

dtl Ik 
What I want, said Sydenham to 
Ethan, "is a plain, substantial, two-story 
brick building — the lower story laid out, 
at one end, as a library and reading-room, 
and at the other as a small leciure-room, 
to hold two hundred persons ; the library 
to contain all the books belonging to the 
Institute and to the township, with room 
for two or three thousand more ; and the 
lecture-room to be free for public read- 
ings, for literary or scientific lectures, 
and for the meetings of the Agricultural 
and Floral societies. The upper story I 
intend for school- rooms." 

" For Miss Ethelridge ?" 

" Yes. I learn that she is likely soon 
to be crowded out of the two rooms she 
is now occupying in the public school ; 
and they have long been too 'maU for 

"Altogether too small. She engaged 
a second assistant teacher last week. 
But there is one objection to the plan." 

"And that is ?" 

" The noise of the school-rooms above 
might disturb the frequenters of the 
reading-room. Ah ! I have it ! Eight 
or nine inches of deafening below the 
upper floor. Then Miss Ethelridge's 
classes are always so oi-derly and quiet. 
It can all be arranged, Mr. Sydenham." 

"We have a half-acre lot just oppo- 
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site Mr. Hartland's: take that. Will 
six or seven thousand dollars put up 
the building." 

" The iatter, at all events." 

" Then set apart, for the object, seven 
thou.'iand from our land-trust fund." 

Leoline startled them by breaking in 
here ; " Papa, I do believe j'ou are the 
very best man that ever did live. I'm 
so glad for dear Miss Ethelridge." 

Ethan's fece brightened with pleasure, 
and, as he looked at Leoline's kindling 
eyes, with admiration. 

" I'm delighted that you think I've 
been behaving weU, dear child," said 
Sydenham, smiling; "perhaps I shall 
stand some chance now of a second cup 
of tea, I've been wondering when you 
would make up your mind to pour it 



" The common lot, papa ! Good deeds 
shine like farthing candles in a naughty 

sufficient reward, there ! not a grain too 
much sugar, not a drop too little cream." 

" Lela dear, I want you to take a good 
look at that engraving, in the library, 
from Dubufe'a picture." 

" Of the poor widow who put two 
mites into the treasury ?" 

" Do you remember what was said of 

" That while others had lavished their 
charities, she had given more than they 
all." 

"Yes. 'They, of their abundance, 
cast in ofien'ngs, but she, of her penury, 
cast in all she had.' " 

" I think you'd have handed o t tl 
Iwo mites, papa dear." 

" Who knows ? I have never 1 
tried. In giving these people this I i 1 
ing I do not abate one comfort, I 



your 






" Bur I think they ought to do th 

"So do I, Miss Leoline," said Eth 
" I wish you would try to persuad j 
father to let me head a subscriptio ! 
his name for seven thousand doll t 
be paid only on condition that h If 
much more is subscribed by oth 
The fitting up and furnishing of s 1 
building will cost some tifteen hu d 



dollars, and we ought to have two thou- 
sand, in addition, to purchase standard 
works that are much needed. That 
would make the thing complete. It 
isn't the best plan, Mr. Sydenham, to let 
people, in a village like this, get into the 
habit of depending on one man for all 
public improvements. They value more 
that to which they have partly con- 
tributed." 

To this Sydenham finally assented. 
"They shall have the management of 
the library and lecture- room," he said, 
" provided no charge beyond lighting 
and heating is made for the latter." 

" And you retain in your own hands 
the disposition of the upper rooms ?" 

"That would be fair, and perhaps I 
had better do so." 

" Decidedly." Then, after a pause : 
" You wish to give Miss Ethelridge what 
aid you can ?" 

" Certainly. She is an honor to the 
place." 

" Then perhaps, as I shall have leisure 
on my hands now that we have sold that 
land, you would not object to my offering 
to give German lessons in her school 
twice a week. Some of her pupils are 
desirous of learning that language, and I 
am anxious to keep up my familiarity 
with it. But I shall have fo say that it 
is your time I am giving her; she would 
not accept my volunteer aid." 

" It is an excellent idea, Ethan. Carry 

" May I join Mr. Hartland's class, 
pipa -"' ^aid Leoline 
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He took ii palh leading up tlie hill 
which surmounted Sydenham's residence, 
and, when lie reached the edge of the 
forest at a point which overlooked (he 
valley for iniles, he sat down to com- 
mune with that restless heart of his. 

It was a warmer heart than Ethan's 
common acquaintances at all imagined it 
to be ; coming to him, not from his hard 
father, but from the quiet, anxious, affec- 
tionate mother he still remembered so 
well ; as gentle, though not with as much 
character, as his stepmother. Strange, 
tiiat these austere social dictators so 
often seek and win their opposites ! — 
perhaps from an instinctive feeling of the 
need that, in the next generation, their 
own asperities should be corrected. 
. " If he knew, if he could but imagine" 
—that was the fiist thought— " what a 
k ndnebs he has clone me ! How much 
more ol i lithei than my own I In 
another jeir I shill have saved enough 
lo bu Id — n a \er\ humble way, to be 
sure — but perhaj-a — Then the heart 
begin to smk a httle "So far aijove 
me — so bejond mi sphere! — in educa- 
t on, m manners, m accomplishments ! 
I queen \ Not that 



she 



ah n 
1 thin she ? 



tion she would i 

have I to offer ' 

H 1 k dd a 



who has less pri 
But there is no sta- 
: grace. And what 



gently down to the pebbly shore of the 
lake; back of that a little tastefully- 
selected shrubbery intersected with a 
gravel- path ; then a few clumps of trees 
so disposed as to leave vacant a building 
spot on the highest point of the site; 
back of that again, two or three acres 
of blue-grass pasture. Commonplace a 
worldling would have thought it — dull 
and commonplace ; Ethan's thoughts in- 
vested it with a halo of light. The 
young man dreamed dreams— dreams 
of a picturesque cottage among tliose 
clumps of trees; and from its porch, 
shaded with woodbine and eglantine, he 
looked out eastward on the lake ; then 
across, on the left, to its pine-crowned 
barrier of cliff, and saw the summer sua 
Hse from behind the pines. And in his 
dream he thought : "Ah ! if she were 
but here to rejoice with me in that glo- 
rious sunrise !" And, with that, there 
was a light step coming from within, 
and there was a gentle touch on his 
shoulder ; and he turned to look info 
eyes that he had never yet ventured, ex- 
cept in dreams, fairly lo encounter. 
Such eyes ! He had found out their 
color at last ! 

Then it all faded away, and he was 
out in the dim world again, talking to 
men, attending to business. How tedious 
they were ! He thought it would n 



th 
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ipeak — as in dreams we often do— r'n 
vain. He awoke, on the hillside by the 
edge of the forest, alone. 

Was this Etiian Hartland, the plod- 
ding, the practical ? — the hard worker 
who had gone his round of humble duty 
J ear after year? — the prudent manager 
who had made so much money for liis 
employer ? What business had he wilh 
such dreams ? Would any of his friends 
— even Sydenham who knew liim best — 
belie e 't of h'm ' Not one of ti em 



all events, were rea . And o eth n„ 
else which he had heard at Sydenham's, 
■that evening, was real loo, " Twice a 
iweeb at least," be said, as he turned to- 
ward home — " twice a week ! Thank 
God for that !" 

The summer had passed, and the au- 
tumn, bringing with it events which we 
ihave already related. The subscription, 
■as suggested by Ethan, had been filled 
out. The pro]M)sed building had been 
erected and fitted up : the libraries con- 
solidated, additional volumes purchased ; 
and the lecture-room had been opened, 
•with all due ceremony, by an address 
from Sydenham. Three weeks after the 
election, Ellinor Elhelridge removed to 



her new rooms, Ethan's German ela-ss 
had increased in numbers ; Celia and 
Lucille Meyrac had joined it, and Leo- 
line, the brightest scholar among them, 
was 3 constant attendant. She thought 
her new teacher " was very nice."' 

This brings us again to the time when 
Celia Pembroke received that anonymous 
letter. It was not followed up by any 
others, but reports injurious to Ellen 
Tyler's reputation were bruited aliout, 
ani be'ame after awhile *» stiple ar- 
N s able 



oided 



ented 
I! candal- 



t e I e , that 

the evil rumors touching Ellen Tyler 
should reach Celia's ears ; but when 
Mrs. Wolfgang broached the subject, the 
girl received it so frigidly that the nar- 
rator was fain somewhat to abridge her 
story. Her comments upon it, however, 
were sufficiently pointed and envenomed 
— so pointed, at last, that the resolution 
Celia had made not to reply gave way. 

" Perhaps you can (ell me," she said, 
"who is the author of these slanders." 

" 1 only repeat what is the common 
talk of the town," said Mrs. Wolfgang, 
taken a little aback. 

"You spoke so confidently that I 
supposed you must know who set the 
talk of the town afloat. I dare 
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say it was the same lale-bearer who sent 
me a letter two or three monUis since 
on this very subject, and was ashamed, 
as he well might be, to sign his name to 
the falsehoods it contained " 

"Oh, if you take it in th I. 

Pembroke, I have noth 

" I am glad of it, Mrs. <n. 

The lady flounced out oom 

"The pert hussy!" she d 
issued into the street. "C h 

hear of this. He's a foo h d 

that, even for forty thousa d d 

Craastoun did stand it mm 

He was playing for a larg h 

he was unwilling to lose b 
to forfeit so long as a cha m d 

But daring a casual interview with Ceha, 
one day, at her uncle's house, that young 
lady's manner was so unmistakably dis- 
couraging that he began to lose hope 
and patience. A letter from Enchnd 
which he received in April brough 
to a decision. " I may as well tr 
fortune first as last," he said to hin 
'■ she drives me to it ; and, at the n 
half a loaf is better than no bread.' 

Thus, progress and plotting kept 
in our litlle village. A village is 
an epitome of the great world. 



Cranetoun was a man of quiet n 
and well-controlled temper. He was 
ly excited beyond equanimity, and 
easily startled out of his self-posses 

But any one who could have lo d 
now through the Venitian blinds o 
office — they were carefully dropp — 
would have doubted his right to the 
character. 

Whatever the cause, he exhibited a 
degree of nervous agitation very unusuil 
with him Now he pieed the small room 
in moody thought, head sunk and arms 
crossed behind his back Now he seat 
ed himself before a large, baize covered 
table, biLked bi numerous pigeon-holes 
for papers , absently took up his pen 



and drew a blank sheet before him ; 
then threw (he pen down, pushed the 
paper impatiently away, and fell into 3 
long and apparently unsatisfactory fit of 
m ■ g 

w h to God it were over !" he 

d ast, half aloud. Then he took 

f m of the pigeon hole;, and began 

half sheet headed: "Copy: 

L C Pembroke " The letter, 

day before, might have puz- 

d one else to decipher, for it 

was ed and blotted with erasures 

d neations ; and the final docu- 

ned very short, compared to 

al draft. It contained only 



D R Miss Pembroke: 

"When I inform you that I have a 

communication of the utmost importance 

to make lo you — one which will disclose 

lo you much connected with vour moth 



" Amos Crakstoun." 

How that brow cleared is the keen 
e\es r^.n o\er the paper' The br el 
ind unwonted 'igns ol igitation had 
passed away, and there sat the man n 
Ins normal condition — the passionless 
plajei considering his next move in 
the woild s greit game cilcuhting its 
chinces settling dL«n into cuniittion of 
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Its success. A complacent Rmile flitted 
over his fealures — a smile born of such 
thoughts as these : 

" Nature cut jou out for a diplomatist, 
Amos Cranstoun. A fool would barely 
have asked her for a private interview 
on matters of importance to' her happi- 
ness, and would have had a plump re- 
fusal for his pains. But 'her mother's 
early history,' and then 'a communica- 
tion which might reach her unexpectedly 
through some less friendly source ' — that 
brought her down. Curiosity, anxiety, 
apprehension^! stirred them all. And 
they, being stirred, dictated the message : 
' Miss Pembroke will be at home at the 
hour named,' The gypsy would not risk 
a committal on paper 1 She thinks her- 
self cunning, Weil, I must play the 
game warily. But the devil is in it if I 
don't win with such cards as I hold in 
my hands." 

Id h h'ld f I 



honors, the wor 
their kind, often 
true knowledge 
as the heavens above th 

But there is a point b 
this worldly wisdom read 
toun had heard, and had 
books, of generosity, self d 
rightness that was proof g 
temptation ; love that wa 



j death. He had a vague belief that such 
things might be— a belief about as strong 
and definite as our grandniolher.s' faith 
in ghosts. These romantic fancies were 
not " dreamed of in his philosophy ;" but 
somewhere, in heaven or earth, they 
might, for aught he could tell, have 
existence. He had never detected them, 
however ; and he never seriously calcu- 
lated upon them as disturbing elements 
having power to defeat any plan upon 
which he had set his heart. 

Had Cranstoun, then, in his walk 
through life, never encountered any man 
without the taint of mercenary motive 
about him? — never met the generous, 
the devoted, the unselfishly loving ? 
Beyond doubt he had met tliem, had 
come face to iace with them, time after 

But seeing, he perceived them not. 
There was nothing in his character to 



Tl 1 k C ansfoun's room struck 

th 1 If 1 fer nine. He started, 

pi d th pj of his letter lo Celia, 

t k f m tl pigeon-hole a package 

f p p r^ th parate titles of which he 

I lly m d before placing them 

1 p k t losed and locked the 

J II d d pository of his secrets; 

d f '] 8 l"S dress in nn ad- 

I ed into the street 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



WHE>f Cranstoun was ushered into 
the parlor, he found Celia sitting at the 
centre-table, an open letter before her — 
the letter he had sent her the day before, 
as his quick eye instantly delected. 

She rose, indicating a chair. Crans- 
toun had made the ordinary inquiries 
after her health, and then, somewhat 
unexpectedly to him, she took the 
initiative. 

" You have written to me," she said, 
taking u|) the letter, " that you have some 



N 

in the eye, and awaited his repl) in a 
quiet way for which he had not been 
prepared. He felt that his power over 
her was lessened — Sydenham's influence 
probably. No matter. He, Cranstoun, 
was master of the situation now. All 
this glanced through his mind during the 
second or two which elapsed ere he 
replied ; 

" It is of the utmost importance, Miss 
Pembroke ; and I deeply regret to say 
it is of an unpleasant character ■ I most 
deeply regret the pain I si II I 
give you. Let me hope I ) u II 
disassociate, in your feelin 1 1 

tidings and unwilling bearer f I m 

Her sudden pallor and look f 1 m 
reassured Cranstoun, and I 
with more confidence ; 

" The property which yoi 1 1 j 

considered yours does not ! llj b 1 



" Am I not papa's 
what you mean ?" 
'. Ycu were so youn 



he]r ? Is that 



your father's death, Miss Celi.i, that yoi 






It have 






ecret burden." 

" I remember," Celia forced herself 
to say, " that papa was often sad and 
thoughtful." 

" He had good reason to be so. At 
the lime he married your mother, and 
for many years afterward, he had a wife 
living in England. You will require 
proof of this. It is contiuned in your 
father's own letters." 

He took a small package from an in- 
ner pocket, untied the red tape which 
bound it, and handed her the c 



Th 



f 



' Did she knou iti' nere her first 
eager words. 

" Your mother ? No. She died I>e- 
lieving herself your father's legal wife." 

" Thank God ! oh thank God for 
tliat !" and the fast-flowing tears, for the 
first time, would come. 

Cranstoun looked on, in curious aston- 
ishment. He had just been communi- 
cating to an orphan girl, who till now 
had borne a reputable name and enjoyed 
a handsome fortune, the fact that she 
I d to neither. He had thought 
h Im her with the idea of de- 
p 1 f poverty, of the world's con- 

p And her first expression was 
o f OT itude — almost of joyful grat- 
d med — that another had been 

p d 1 misery which seemed closing 
dl 
N ter," was his next thought : 

h last long." And in the ex- 

pressive countenance before him, mark- 
ing every change within, he already read 
that she was gathering up the severed 
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links of thought, arranging and com- 
bining, out of sudden confusion, what 
were at first only vague shadows^ — be- 
ginning, in sliort, to realize her actual 
positioQ, 

" Miss Pembroke — " he began 
"Pembroke is not my name. It nas 
not mj- mother's — poor mothei ' — but 
she thought it was ! She always thought 
it wa Ad tl Ih t m spite 

of he fa t fF *t w Id 1 their way 



"M 



take t 



equence 
property 

You aie 



The h f p t tl 
which y I al j 
Iierit d b 1 t 

cot— He hesitated. 

Cclia turned very pale, but she said, 
in a low lone, " I know^I understand — 
I am not a legitimate child. I have no 
right to my father's property," 

" No, only to your mother's. Your 
father's estate goes, by law, to llie near- 
est legitimate heir." 

He had awakened a new train of 
thought : " Is she — ! mean, is my fa- 
ther's wife alive?" 

" No, she died nearly three years be- 
fore your father," 

"And he had an opportunity lo rem- 
edy the evil he had done, and did not do 
it ! I don't believe it. I am sure — oh 
sure !— that he loved my mother. You 
are not telling me the truth." 

" I am, indeed I am. You need not 
trust to my word for it. One of these 
letters will prove what I say. But your 
father had every disposition to legalize 
his marriage with your mother." 

"Every disposition, and not do it?" 

"Yes, He was extremely sensitive 
to the opinion of the world, and he feared 
that a second marriage with your mother, 
no matter how secretly solemnized, might 
become generally known. Still more, he 
feared to discJose the truth to her. The 
very strength of his affection for her 
held him bacic from confessing that he 
had deceived her, and that she had been 
hving with him for years as — " 

Cranstoun stopped involuntarily. Was 



this Celia ? How the world's lesson 
was telling upon her ! Every trace of 
tears was gone. The glance was steady, 
almost stern, and her tone was cold and 
film as she broke in upon his unclosed 

' ^ ou have no right, sir — he had no 
right — to couple my mother's name, even 
m thought, with any term except such as 
raaj be applied to 1 e best and Ihe most 
virtuous. She deser ed — and well jo 
knott she commande 1 e en to 1 e I st 
miment — my fatle s unbounded con 
fide nee and respect 

' It was that ve ) e pect M ss Pem 
broke, which cause 1 1 n to dela) d y 
after day, what he earnestly longed but 
had not courage, to do Had 1 e not, I e 
would, at least, have made a II 

" Could he ha\e lelt 1 s p oper by 
will, to mamma ?' 

" To her, or to o o to anj o e 
His wife being de 1 tl e lo er tie 
real estate was ex gu si ed He had 
the entire control, free fron ncun b nee 
of ail his property 

"And even that be fi led to do But 
perhaps—" How new ideas were crowd- 
ing on Celia as Ihe several phases of her 
position, onfe after another, presented 
themselves! — this time, however, the new 
emotion had Joy mingled with its sorrow, 
"Perhaps he meant — " She stopped 
again, and with flushed cheek and lighted 
eye she asked Cranstoun, abruptly, 



^'Hav 



Your father had, by his wife, one 
child, a daughter. But I know he never 
intended she should have any of his 
property in this country. When he left 
her mother, (hey separated by mutual 
consent, and he made over to her half 
his property, real and personal. At her 
death it would go to her child." 

"A sister — a sister!" Celia repeated. 
But the light gradually faded from her 
eye, and she added: " Perhaps she would 
despise me. She might feel as if I had 
wronged her, and hate me. Am I her 
sister, or does the law say I am not?" 

" Yoii are undoubtedly her sister of 
the half blood, but I am not sure she is 
alive 



"Ha 



she been ill ?" 
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" Not tliat I know of! I am sorry that 
I Imve to tell you a melancholy storj-, 
tlial leaves everything in uncertainty. 
At her mother's death, as your father 
had not been heard of for years, and had 
caused a report of his death to be circu- 
lated, she was received into the family 
of her nearest relative, a Mr. — a Mr. 
Dunmore, her father's first cousin, a gay 
man of the world, addicted to liorse- 
racing, and who was afterward appointed 
1 er guard an Tl ere si e re a ned se 
eril ears A ong t) e fesl onable f e 
q en er of th s gentleman s house n 
cap a n of the Guards pa d espec il at 
tent on to M ss Marj — 

And she marr ed tl s capta n 

She eloi ed V th I n ier pro n se 



of 



rage 

ir I eard c 



by I 









Lei 1 s gl ed deeplj She felt as f 
tl e only gleT,m of sunsh ne a stom ) 
sli) ad been s d le ly shut out She 
would I T e gl en up a 1 I e p opcrty 
willingly she thought— joyfully — if theie 
by she c d b h n 

sister's I 

"Buts m b 



thoughts to her own situation. " Miss 
Mary, if she be alive," he said, " is un- 
doubtedly heir to all the property which 
you imagined that you had inherited 
from your father, she being his only 
legitimate child. If she is dead, Mr. 
Dunmore is heir-at-law. But ten years 
have elapsed since your fether's death. 
He had evidently not been traced by 
his English relations. They know noth- 
ing, in all probability, of your existence, 
nor have any clue to the property that is 
in your guardian's hands. As you have 
enjoyed it unmolested until now, 1 do 
not see why you may not continue to do 
so as long as you live, if— if you will 
only act prudently at this juncture." 

" What has prudence to do with it .' 
I know, now, that the property is not 
mine — you have taken pains to tel! me 
that — and you know it also." 

"Very true. I know it; and if I 
were to sit down and write to your 
father's cousin, whose address I have, 
he, as heir-at-law, would sue and un- 
doubtedly recover But I have known the 
h d h 



she wa-s h h h d d p d 

the mos 

that he ft 

her, but b 

or atFecte d d 

there seem d h 

tun ate ei d 

"Poor p A d h h 

Celia's chaste ignorance filled to suggest 
to her the horrors of which such a narra- 
l ve opened up the possibihtj — tor a great 
cit} has darker depths than those of the 
swollen river last refuge of the 'uicide 
— still she could not but leel that her 
own f^te was m Id and endurable coni- 
pired to whit hid possibly been the 
portun of one who miIs born to name 
and to fortune 

Craustoun \sas obi _ed to reLill her 



d m h w h d 

b B Cra 

though a man mcapable of appreciating 
nobility of motive, had been partially en- 
lightened as to Celia's character by the 
preceding conversation, and was too 
shrewd not to perceive that such a move 
would be false and unprofitable. In a 
quiet tone he replied : 

"As a member, however unworthy, of 
the legal profession, it was, in one sense, 
my duty to have made these disclosures 
long ago to those concerned, so that 
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the persons to whom llie property law- 
fully belongs might oblain possession of 
it. Cannot Miss Pembroke imagine 
why I have not done so ?" 

" I prefer to Jea n t! e ei n f n 
you, s r 

" It s ler^ s n pie I hi e e er been 
unw II ng — at tl s mome t 1 d n ore 
than eier unw II ng — to take any step 
that »ihouId ^ e jou pi n ai d do jou a 

" But this does not expliin why vou 



she said, after 3 pause. " Supposing 
the forbearance of which you have spoken 
to continue in the future as in the past, 
do you expect me lo live, as heretofore, 
but with the consciousness ever present 
that not a dollar I spend nor an arhcle 
I possess IS of right m\ own '> ' 

"Most assuredlj I do Miss Pern 
broke. It WIS jour fathers intention 
to make jour mother and jourseH his 
heirs. I have personal knowledae of 
that. I am willing to mike oath 10 iL 

" No oath can make that mine «hich 
belongs to another 

"I bcsetch JOU, Miss Celia, to male 
no rash move, as you se,em to purpose. 
It would be the very extravagance of 
Quixotic humiliation." 

"You do expect, then — or did expect, 
at least — that, if no ore disclosed to the 
heir-at-law— lo Mr.. — " 



You a 



"Mr. Dunmore." 

" — That if no one disclosed 
truth to Mr. Dunmort, I would 
him la ignorance, and gi 
proper y as if it were, m 

A n an of the world might, on m; 
reflect on — after taking into view 
n serabie anxiety which attends 
hold ng, of properly by uncertain te 
the el ances of black-mai! and like 
tinoencies — have come to the same 

H 



pe _ — 

sliOuJd inherit his properly to the exclu- 
sion of his own daughter. The spirit 
of the law is, tiiat the intentions of a dj-- 
ingman, if they can be ascertained, should 
determine the disposition of his property. 
You propose, as to your father's proper- 
ty by your own act lo bring about a 
disposition of it which you ai*e quite sure 
he never wished, never intended, and 
which if he were now alive, would be 
abliorient to his feelings. Most deeply 
do 1 regret that I said a word to you on 
the sul jtct. But how could I for a mo- 
ment magine that it would bring about 
such a result f " 

'■ Is common honesty so rare a thing ?" 
was Celia's thought, but she did not ask 
Cranstoun that question. She said to 
him: "You desire to take back with 
you my father's letters ?" 

He bowed in assent. 
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"Then allow me a few minutes to 
look over them." 

They confirmed everything that Cran- 
stoun liad sa^d. A portion of one of 
them, in which the main facts were the 
most diafinctly stated, she read with 
amazement. Her father therein accept- 
ed an oifer which, it appeared, Cran- 
sloun had made to him, to maintain 
silence on the subject of the previous 
marijage so long aa Mr. and Mrs, Pem- 
brolie should live, on payment of ten 
thousand dolbrs hush-money. She w s 
so startled when she came to this pas 
sage that she interrupted her readin^ o 
ask, " Did you intend me to see all 1 c^e 

"Certainly," he replied. 

He had asked her in marriage, he had 
Just expressed eager desire for her good 
opinion, iind yet he w.is willing she 
should see tliis memorial of his shame \ 
Even in the midst of her own bitter 
griefs she could not help saying to her- 
self, " What maimer of man is this f" 

As she banded him back the letters, 
she said : " Some time since you did me 
the honor to make to me, through my 
guardian, a proposition which I declined. 
I think you must be glad now that I de- 
clined it. We have neither thought nor 
principle in common. You think roe, 
no doubt, a young woman lacking com- 
mon sense; and I think you" — she 
paused, and then added—" the last per- 
son who would wish to connect himself 
in marriage with one who will hence- 
forth bear a stain on her name and have 
to work for her Jiving. 1 feel confident 
I may now assure my guardian that your 
proposal 'II not be ene ed " 

He ro e as n uch exaspe a ed by her 
coolness s as e na e of his 

iropassi e C a a e o be He had 
made h s g e no e and been lieck- 
raated by a s n p e p, 1 

" You V 11 do n e a favo Ce dded, 
"if you will send me Mr. Dunmore's 
address," 

He bowed, and left her without an- 
other word. 

Two hours afterward Celia received 
the following note : 



b k tl I 



1 d 



f tl f I 



1 a p ece of property as any other. 
He pi ccd it at Miss P.'s disposal with- 
ou cond ion attached; and Miss P. did 
not see ht io avail herself of it. 

" At the end of a week from this day 
(under the contingency above referred 
lo), Mr. C, will proceed to dispose of it 
elsewhere. Whether the information be 
given in the proper quarter by Miss Pem- 
broke herself or by Mr, Cranstoun, the 
result to Miss P, will be the same, but 
the result lo others will be very different. 
In the latter case (i. e., if given by Mr. 
C), a reckless spendthiift will probably 
secure for himself half the amount in- 
volved, while the other half may become 
the rightful property of a man who will 
not spend it in dissipation and horse- 

"Chiskauca, ^/n'/g, 1856." 



CHAPTER XXir. 






e, of vealch, of 



only in the head of man."— Sterhk. 

The shield of our fate has ever two 
sides, but, like King Alfred's headlong 
knights meeting at the cross-roads, we 
too often look but on one of tliem. 

There is no stroke of earthly happi- 
ness so unquestionable that it entails not 
mischiefs unforeseen, and no hnman mis- 
fortune so heavy that it brings not its 
attendant mitigations. Barring the worm 
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that dietli not, our short sight scarcely 
suffices to disliijguisli what is calamity. 
Evil changes to good, good to evil, e 
before our eyes. But this is a lesson 
taught only by experience. It is espe- 
cially in ihe days of impulsive youth, fresh 
to enjoy, quick also to suffer, that we ' " 
to discern the reverse of the shield. 



But it was the po.silion in which her 
mother had stood — she so good, so lov- 
ing: it was, even more, the conduct of 
her faiher^so fondly remembered, and 
who bad always treated herself and her 
mother with indulgent affection. 

Could it be ? That father to whom 
she had ever looked up so dutifully, 
all men had seemed so highly to 
— had his life with her mother 
rself been but one long, acied 
od ? Was this the world in whi^h 
to live ? W ho s ue W I m 
e to trust ? Could a y o e a e 

)-outh's so al hen on s 

rusting fa 1 on 1 fi y 

of suspicion. Well may the 

d spirit pray to be saved from 

delity of the heart, from skepticism 

in virtue, from unbehef in Truth 

R ghteousness upon earth ! 

was to be trusted? Was he to 
she proposed (o commit the hap- 
of her life? What would Mow- 
y? What would Mowbray do? 
s with a start almost of terror that 
eC the question as it arose in her 
Could it be that she was not sure 
r iover would feel^how he would 
Vas she, indeed, losing faith in 
ind? 

quite that. Cut now, for the first 
he became conscious of an in- 
e impression that both Mowbray 

mother prized station, set store 
alth. 
what was she ? What had her 

been ? Not her father's wife, 
ms which a world, heartless and 
minaling, apphes alike to the 
and the unfortunate — terms that 
o cruelly on the ears of the pure 

young — thrust themselves upon 
he seemed to hear them spoken, 

shrank, as from the public gaze, 

feeling of degradalion. 
H mind dwelt on this nntii the 

stung like a venomous reptile, 
e and moved about, as if thus she 
hake it oft She closed her eyes, 
gh to shut it out. But it seemed 
stamp itself the more vividly oa 
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Ah ! \i she could onlj go back twenty- 
four hours ! — could only feel as siie had 
felt yesterday, the day before, throughout 
her life up to this very hour! What 
would she not give to be again as she 
was then ! — to awake and find that all 
she had just been suffering was but in a 
frightful dream ! 

It is often as true of happiness as of 
time, that we take note of it only by its 
loss. Celia suddenly bethought herself 
'(it seemed to her hardly credible now) 
how miserable she had sometimes fancied 
herselfl^for what slight cause she had 
bewailed her hard fate to her aunt, to 
Sydenhani ! 

Sydenham ! A new train of ideas 
arose with the name, the first faint 
glimpse of light through the storm. 

The words he had once spoken to her 
— the very words — came back to her 
now, in her sore affliction, as with a new 
sense. She remembered the flashing 
eye, she seemed to hear again the indig- 
nant tones in which > he had said, "No 
man whose good opinion is worth caring 
for will visit on the daughter the father's 
sins. If any man ever does, take mj- 
word for it you are well rid of him." 

She felt that she could yet count upon 
one sure friend. If the rest of the world 
forsook her as the child of shame, he, at 
least, would pronounce her innocent — 
lier and the unmarried mother, well de- 
serving the love and revei^ence she in- 
spired, who had lived and died uncon- 
scious of her fate, unconscious of the 
stigma that was one A^y to attach, through 
her, to her daughter. 

But even this gleam of comfort was 
obscured a moment after. It flashed 
upon her, as she recalled Sydenham's 
words, that at the moment she first 
heard them she had experienced a vague 
apprehension, dispelled afterward by 
Si-denham's disclaimer, that they might 
apply to Mowbray. 



How was this ? She trusted Syden 
m, a mere friend ; her faith in him 
w even slronger now, in the hour of 
I, than before ; but the man she had 
ed and had chosen from all the world 
a. ler future husband — twice, while these 
omy thoughts had been sweeping over 
her, there had mingled with them almost 
a doubt of his loyalty. What had Mow- 
bray ever done to deserve this at her 

And then again she thought, if her 
present position did change his views, 
ought she to blame him? It was not 
that she was poor now: he was not 
much richer himself. It was not as if 
she had discovered that she was born of 
parents in the humblest condition of life : 
she did not, she believed, think so meanly 
of him as to imagine he would despise 
her because of a lowly origin, so that 
her birth was only honest ; but now, dis- 
graced as well as disinherited, could it 
reasonably be expected — 

She was going on with this reasoning 
when there suddenly crossed her train 
of thought the idea— What if the case 
had been reversed ? What if Mrs. 
Mowbray had been the deceived one, 
and the stain had been cast on Evelyn's 
birth .' 

Oh how warmly the conviction gushed 
to her heart that she would have met 
him with open arms — with a love far 
stronger, in his day of sorrow, than when 
ail went well ; that she would have re- 
joiced unspeakably to be able to soothe 
when the world frowned ; to prepare ii 
home, sheltered by changeless affection 
from the blasts without — a honie where, 
if her constant devotion could make it 
bright to him, there should ever be 
genial warmth aud pleasant sunshine ! 
But it was not— ^and she sigiied — it was 
not, she supposed, with men as with 

She forgot, when she made this ex- 
cuse for her lover at expense of his sex, 
(hat she had not, even for a moment, 
lost confidence in Sydenham. But it is 
little to be wondered at if the poor girl's 
ideas, all startled into disorder by the 
news that had burst upon her hke a 
clap of thunder from a summei' sky, 
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. This, at least, 


was the reason she 


gave 


to herself. 


There was another, 


unacknowledged, 


that probably had greater v. 


eight — the 



po 

dear parent that had grown w tli her 
growth seened increased and lenewed 
within her now thit thej weie com- 
panions in misfortune ' (It wis thus 
Celta put it : her mother was alfve lo 
her still.) And oh, if she could but 
have heard, in reply, a mother's answer- 



ing words of Sympathy 1 — those words of 
the dear oM time— what was ever like to 
them in after years ?— that fell on the 
young heart like fresh spring flowers on 
the surface of a brook bright with glad 
sunshine. The earnest longing so grew 
upon her that she stretched forth her 
arms is if to embrace i \-w>\h\t form 
A d 
ba d B 



whether 
of us. it 
n during 



tting to 



g m gree of 

p destiny. 

Sleep, that ^ive e p nd zest 

to enjoy, renews also, in youth especially, 

our courage to sufier. A cold bath, her 

* "As flowerels^ byllie frcslj' brealb of night 

Spring on [heir sleri =11 ov™ '"^ upright, 
Even sg my wcAiieJ cnntsge freshly toat" 
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constant daily practice, while it braced 
her limbs, seemed to extend Its invigor- 
ating influence to her mind likewise. 
Her toilet completed, she threw open a 
window that looked out southward on 
the valley, and sat down beside it. 

To the healthy mind there is some- 
thing strangely hopeful in the fresh 
morning air and the calm beauly of the 
early landscape. It conies to the sor- 
rowful a reminder of happiness yet re- 
maining, Celia felt the encouraging im- 
pulse it imparted. 

All, except it be impassive or defiant 









these — bend before the first blast of ad- 
versity, the brave heart and the coward- 
ly alike. But there is this difference : 
some are of an inherent feebleness that 
is beaten down, like the slightly-rooted 
maize-stalk, hopelessly prostrate, to rise 
and flourish no more. Others, who at 
first seeni equally overwhelmed, have 
within them a recuperative principle — ^an 
elastic spirit not to be subdued — that 
rallies when the immediate pressure is 
removed, and rises, like the lithe willow, 
erect, when the storm has passed. Hap- 
py he who is numbered among these 
children of hope ! 

It is often difficult, until the day of 
trial comes, to decide to which of these 
classes one belongs. This was now to 
be determined in Ceha's case, and the 
first indications seemed favorable. 

Hartland's house was situated, as we 
have said, on the southern extremity of 
the village. Beyond the shrubbery that 
immediately surrounded it lay a pasture 
dotted with small clumps of trees : the 
green herbage, with Spring's freshness 
on it, glistening in the morning dew. 
Beyond that again were grain-fields, their 
boundaries marked with a fringe of 
dwarf copseivood ; and to the right, some 
three-quarters of a mile distant, rose 
that semicircular range of hills to which 
we have already alluded, with orchards 
which the rich pink blossom of the 
peach, now in its early bloom, decked 
out in gayest beauty. 

Cella gazed on this placid, rural scene, 
T)ensively, sadly it is true, but without 
-bitterness. The terrible impatience of 



suffering which, the dAy before, had 
caused her to pace the room as if to es- 
cape from a burden too heavy to bear, 
was gone. She sorrowed, but no longer 
as those who have no hope. The charms 
of the external world brought soothing, 
not flouting, to her sorrow. The small 
birds that made their home in the 
branches of the neighboring acacias, 
their Withe notes ringing out cheerily in 
the morning air, were welcome. Burns' 
poor, lost songstress complained to Na- 
ture of the earth's freshness and bloom 
—to the very birds that their songs 
broke her heart ; and never did hopeless 
desolation find truer interpreter of its 
despair. He is steeped in misery to the 
lips who is beyond the reach of consola- 
tion from our great Mother, smiting on 
him in her daily beauty, speaking to him 
in her thousand voices of love. 

But though the sense of an intolerable 
burden had passed away, poor Celia's 
he.irt was very, very heavy. And she 
began to think, more than the evening 
before siie had, of the loss of property, 
and of the plan of life which it behooved 
her, in consequence, to adopt. 

A chance thought first brought home 
to her a consciousness of the practical 
workings of poverty. She felt an espe- 
cial longing, this morning, for her daily 
ride— for the free air, the quiet of the 
shady forest, the bracing excitement of 
quick and easy motion. But these were 
luxuries which she would now have to 
deny herself. She recollected that, in 
her guardian's accounts, he had charged 
her two dollars and a half a week for the 
keep and care of Bess. She had never 
bestowed a second thought on the item ; 
but now it occurred to her that, if she 
was to seek her own living, a hundred 
and thirty dollars annually added to her 
expenses, for an object not at all of ne- 
cessity, was an imprudence which she 
must avoid. 1( cost her a pang to come 
to this conclusion. To part with her 
beautiful pony, so gentle, so spirited, 
that she had learned to love so well — 
Sydenham's gift, too ! 

The breakfost-bell broke in on these 
unwelcome cogitations. Hardand kept 
eariy hours, according to the primitive 
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The breakfast passed over without 
comment. The uncle's tlioughls were 
engrossed with a butterfly— a new species 
he had found the day before— and he 
dilated to Ceiia on its beauty. Mrs. 
Harlland looked anxiously at her niece 
several times. As they rose, and after 
Mr. Hartlatid had gone, she said, 

" Celia, my love, are you not well ?" 

" Quite well, dear mother, except a 
slight headache, and, I believe" — she 
tried to say it lightly — "a touch of low 
spirits. An hour or two in the saddle 
will do me good." 

" !s anything wrong, my child? Has 
Mowbray — " 

" Do not alarm yourself about Mow- 
bray and me. Nothing lias occurred 
between us except what you know. I 
dare say it is all best just as it is." 

" There is something wrong, Celia, or 
you would not — " 

" Between Mowbray and me, notliing, 
I do assure you, mother. I have not 
seen him, or heard of him, for several 

" It is so unnatural for you (o say, 
while j-our uncle seems to become daily 
more averse to your marriage, that it is 
all for the best." 

" Did I say so?" 

"Did you not?" 

" I was thinking, I believe, how ne- 
cessary it is to be very, very sure of a 
man's character before one marries him. 
And you know, mother, that in two or 
■ three years 1 shall be absolutely free to 
choose, if, in the mean time, neither 
Evelyn nor I chajige our minds." 

"^neither of you change !" 

'■Why should we not? This is a 
changeful world. Circumstances change, 
and they say we are the creatures of 
circumstances. And how much better 
that a lover should change before mar- 
riage than a husband afterward!" 

■'This from you, Celia!" 

"!s it not true, dear mother."* And in 
a world of such uncertainty, is it not 
well to be prepared for the worst ? Hive 
I been so thoughtless hitherto," she add- 
ed, with a faint smile as she noted Mrs. 



Harlland's increasing anxiety, '-that if I 
utter a sage reflection or two on the in- 
stability of human affairs, you must needs 
conjure up mystery and misfortune?" 

"I do not know you, this morning, 
my child. Your dear mother felt, when 
she conlided her orphan to my hands, 
that she would never want a parent's 
care or sympathy while I lived. And 
you used to confide in me, Celia.' 

Poor Celia's tears, with dilKculty re- 
strained til! now, filled her eyes. She 
threw her arms round Mrs. Hartland's 
neck and kissed her again and again. " I 
do, oh indeed I do !" she said. "My 
own mamma could not have been kinder. 
Pray, pray, don't cry. You shall know 
all that has been vexing me. But not 
now. I know Mr. Hard and expects 
you in the library to color the sketch 
of that wonderful butterfly he has been 
describing to us ; and there is Bess at 
the door. When 1 return you shall 
know all." 

"It has nothing to do with Mow- 

" Dear mother that cares so much 
about my happiness ! I have already 
told jou thai nothing whatever has passed 
between Mowbray and me that need dis- 
tress you." 

"Then I dare say all will be well j-et." 

" Perhaps." 

" You are a riddle to me this morning, 
Celia. But there is Mr. Hartland's voice. 
A pleasant ride, dear child." 

Through bypaths that skirted the vil- 
lage, Celia reached the main road leading 
west toward the railroad station : then 
she put 1 1 aught 

a gliml) f M H rp k n bis 

flower-g 1 1 p d rested 



the a 



side 



road wl 1 d ff Sjd ham's 

residenc d H d thout 

drawing 11 f Ij n the 

shelter 1 1 11 h 1 ecked 

Bess's p d d i 1 f h r on, 

divergii f m 1 m d a path 

on the 1 1 d— Indian 

trace th 1 I Tj ml— found 

herself I le that 

had be b k h d d j s be- 
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fore, only by tread of wild beast, or 
the red man, scarcely less wild, who w 
pursuing him. 

There is something wonderfully tr; 
quilizing in the deep still 
primeval forests. Alone w N 
one of her most impressiv 
which is natural and genuin 
expands, and asserts 



■ the 






tional. Under that statel 
seem, in a measure, protec 
Capricious influences of ana 
In the haunts of men the 
ciplea of right and justice 



. here they speak to the heart, 
linguish truth in society, but we 
a the solemnity of the forest, 
was telling now upon Celia. 
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die ; aloni» en eflet, eUe a plua de inuye 

ONE of tlie long vistas chira 
of the rude country-paihs 
the early settlers threaded their \ 
cabin to cabin opened before Ce 
the animal she rode, raising its 
pointing its small, taper ears, ca 
rider to look round, in expect 
some one's approach. 

The road before her was va 
off to the right, through the ope 
gay with blossoms of the dogn d 

the redbud, she thought she dis 
ed in the distance a horseman, r 
the same direction as herself 

" It must be Sydenham," she thought, 
for she knew that the bridle-path from 
bis residence to Tyler's mill led through 
these woods, and connected, a few hun- 
dred yards farther on, with the road she 



? purs 



Yes, it 1 



he. But 



how was she to meet bira ? — what to say 
to him ? Should she reveal all, and ask 

An hour before she would have shrunk 
from such a disclosure. But now a 
quickened pulse gave bolder impuhes 
She took heart. She felt that tl e world 
must soon know her real position , and 
who so worthy of her confidence, or so 
capable to counsel her in lier present 
strait, as her mother's trusted friend, to 
whom she was already beholden tor so 
much encouragement in her former trou 
bles — ah, such petty troubles the} seem- 
ed now ! But if she was to sij any- 
thing to him at all, it must be at once, 
ere courage cooled ; she felt that. 

If she had any remaining hesitation, 
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thought me foohsh and unreasonable. 

" When ?" 

" Do you remember the day Brunette 
ran away with Mrs. Hariland and Leia 
—the day we had that long conversation 
together ?" 

"As if it were yesterday." 

"You thought me weak and childish 
then : do not deny it." 

" I thought you inexperienced — de- 
pressed without sufficient cause. I did 
misb m you a certain force of mind — a 
spirit that often lies dormant within us 
till circumstances call it forth." 

" I am ashamed of myself when I 
look back upon it. I know now exactly 
wh-it you must have thought of me. 1 
hope you are right when you say that 
there is often within us more than ap- 
pears during prosperity. 1 had every- 
thing to make me happy in those days — 
everything: kind friends, a respected 
nine a etsj competency. I hadnoth- 
g absolutely nothing, as an excuse for 
lo spnts The delay of my marriage 

ll Mowbraj how little, in reality, did 
tl at s 3 fy I once beard you say that 



. yoi 



1 this 
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So tliej- do : tliej- mn.n'y [q haste, to re- 
pent at leisure." 

Sydenham was thoroughly alarmed. 
"What is the matter ?" he said. "Tell 

" Why do you imagine that sometliing 
terrible has happened ?" 

"What is it, Celia? It is useless to 
attempt to deceive me. Some influence 
is changing 3-our character. It is not 
the old Celia I used to know." 

" Do I look as downcast now as when 
I came to complain to you that day of 
my hard fate ?" 

" No ; you are a different creature. 
You are agitated, and I ara sure some- 
thing is amiss. But there is a light in 
your eye and a determination in your 
' tone that seem anything but downcast " 

" I am glad of it. At least you 
not feel contempt for me." 

" Celia, do I deserve this ? Did I 
promise your mother that I would w 
over her daughter's happiness ? \ 
will you keep me in, suspense f W 

" My fiither deceived that mother 
knew so well. He was already mar 
I am an illegitimate child. Not a 
lar of my father's property belongs to ui 
I am a penniless orphan, who must \ 
for her bread and mike her own wa 
the world." 

" Good God !" 

And Sydenham involuntarily checked 
his horse so sharply that the spirited 
animal started and reared against the bit. 

For a moment the girl and her auditor 
seemed suddenly to have exchanged cha- 
racters. She sat erect and quiet, her 



graceful f m d 
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ham's evident dismay 
ilself lo Celia, He saw it, and It recall- 
ed his self-i>ossession at once. Pulling 
his horse again in motion, he came close 
to her side and spoke in his usual tone : 

" So ! You have surprised me. Ah, 
this comes from Cranstoun." 

"Yes." 

"The man is capable of in\ duplicit\ 
Did he give you proof f 

" Papa's own letters, written about 
seventeen years ago, admitting the fact 
of his previous marriage, and adjuring 
Cranstoun to silence " 

" You are sure of the handwriting '" 

"Perfectly sure. Mamma preber\ed 
many of papa's letters I have read 
them often, and I cannot be deceived in 
this " 



1, 

" It is very terrible, is it not ?" 

" No, I fear I have forfeited all claim 
lo be believed when 1 say so, You did 
startle me, Celia — that is the trulh— 
coming out wilh thai sudden, solemn an- 
nouncement, but there is nothing terrible 
in what you told me," 

" Have I not just cause for unhap- 
p ness ?" 

" For unhappiness, no : for regret, 
ertainly. It is a very painful thing to 
hear of a parent's misconduct." 

" Oh so very painful !" 

" And it would not be one's duty, as 

is, to watch over the preservation of 
ne's property if ils loss were not an 
vil," 

" I remember well your once explain- 

g to me how much independence there 

in forty thousand dollars," 

" You have a good memory, and I 
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forms. I have seen terrible things in 
tlie course of my life, Celia — not here, 
but in the Old World— terrible things 
that make one shudder to recall them : 
entire masses of human beings dying 
for lack of food ; selling their youth and 
their health, and at last their very lives, 
for a pittance too small to keep body and 
soul together. I was in Ireland during 
that dreadful famine of 184/'. It haunted 
my dreams for years ! Ah, Celia, it jou 
could but imagine the utter destitution 
that is the lot of millions, how small 
would seem your present loss 1 — how 
numberless the comforts that aie still 
within your reach !" 

Sydenham's kindling eyes and stiri ing 
words touched Celia to the soul How 
faithfully the heart feels for others when 
it begins to learn sorrow by experience 
of its own ! 

"It is true," she said, submissueh 
" I should be most unthankful if I for- 
got that I have far more to rejoice at 
than to deplore. If I may but retain (he 
affection and esteem of my friends ! But 
some of them of course I shall lose — " 

" Is that your idea of friends ? I es- 
teem you much more than I did before. 
To me there was always something pleas- 
ant and attractive about you, Celia. But 
I confess you have sometimes seemed 
to me, like many other girls one meets 
with in the world, very good and amiable 
doubtless — " 

'- Love-sick damsels, in short." 

" I never thought you that But one 
felt the lack of something vigorous, racy, 
self- relying. You are gaining that. You 



H ra 

at each word. 

"Ah, Mr. Sydenham," she said, "if 
others did but feel as you do, how 
easily I could bear the loss of fortune, 
and even of name ! But you, who never 
deceive any one, even in kindness, will 
not tell me that of those who flattered 
the heiress none will desert the penniless 
girl Hith a stain on her birth." 

"You are right. I shall certainly not 
try to persuade you that you will lose no 
flatterers. I do not even say that you 
will have the same chance which the 
heiress might have had of enlarging your 
circle of acquaintances." 

■' I know it well. Ah ! that true line 
of the ballad — ' The poor make no new 

"Now you are running away with the 
idea. That line i^ touchingly true, and 
It came from the experience of the heart, 
whoever wrote it. But there is little 
chance that it should ever apply to you. 
You do not know — I hope you never 
will — what poverty means." 

" I roust work for a living now." 
" But that is not poverty in this coun- 
try, especially in a village like Chiskauga. 
It is not even hardship, if one has an 
education to fit for useful and profitable 
employment, with good friends to inter- 
est themselves in procuring it ; and you 
have both, Celia. No new friends ! 
Look round you, and see how many 
themselves happily, reputably, 
iing both in money and in friends, 
with far less resources. Your education 
has been no common one. You have a 
good knowledge of (ivo foreign languages ; 
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Ethan speaks Iiigbly of your progress in 
German. Your talent for music, rare 
by nature and carefully culdwated, ia, in 
itself, a competence. I admit that you 
no longer possess the independence 
which a surplus of money bestows ; but 
you have "a surer one, of which no man 
can deprive you— the independence which 
lies in labor— less honored than the other, 
hut more honorable. And if, in seeking 
it, you find Ihose whom you call friends 
dropping away, let them go ! You are 
belter without them." 

'■ You think, then, that this reverse of 
fortune is a gain instead of a loss to me." 

" The future mast determine ihit 
Many pleasant things, of course jou 
will lose byit— the opportunity of trai el 
ing, for instance. I know you haie 
had dreams of Switzerland and Italj 
and I'm afraid I had something to do ui 
nursing them. Tlie very butterfly ac 
quaintances that come round us when 
the sun shines, though (hey maj not be 
friends, are often agreeable, w el I -m formed 
people, whom we may like to meet and 
be sorry to Io.se. But then you gain 
one of (he essentials to happiness." 



" What 



i that T 



" A regulai-, settled object in life — a 
steady pursuit (I see you have deter- 
mined on that), requiring daily exertion 
of body and mind. I'd like to give you 
— for it touches your case — a recollection 
of my childhood ?" 

" If it is not encroaching on ynur time, 
Mr. Sydenham, I should be delighted. 
But you came out on business, did you 



" Chiefly for exercise this fine spring 
weather, with a message from Leoliiie to 
Nelson Tyler about flour." They were 
then within a few rods of the mill. "Let 
me deliver it, and my time is entirely at 
your service for the rest f tl m 

They rode up, and th U b y 

clothes well sprinkled w th d m 

out to greet them, and L M byd 

enham what he could d f I At 

he had taken an order fib If 
flour, Celia, whose thou ht h d ( d 

to the anonymous let! q d f 
Ellen's welfare. A si 1 1 Id 
over the miller's hearty d p 



i hesJl 



lace, but after a 
called to his daughter, his deep, base 
tones reaching their dwelling, which 
stood a little way ofl". Thence Ellen 
came forward, fresh and neat indeed, but 
with a look of depression over her pretty 
features. When she recognized Celia, 
a sudden blush overspread face and 
bosom. 

" Ellen," said her father, himself some- 
what embarrassed, <■ Miss Celia has been 
asking after you." 

Celia extended her hand and shook 
Ellen's cordially. 

"We seldom see you in town now, 
Ellen she sad aie you no Ipnger 
tak ng French lessons from Mrs. Mow- 

The blush which bad been passing 
away deepened aga n But the girl 
struggled tor composure: "No, Miss 
Ceha. Mrs Mowbriy s French class is 
broken up and — and it s expensive to 
take private les'jons 

Do JOU wish to jom another class?" 

Ellen lool ed at her father. 

" The reason i ask," added Celia, " is, 
because I may have a French class my- 
self one of these days." 

" You I" said the girl, her blue eyes 
dilating with astonishment. " I thought 
rich folks — " 

" I am not rich ; and, besides, it is a 
good thing for young people to do some- 
thing for a living." 

" I should be very glad, Miss Celia — 
that is — if father — " She stopped, read- 
ing dissent in his face. 

"It's very kind of you," he said — 
'^very kind, Miss Celia: 1 shall not for- 
get it. If Ellen takes any more French 
lessons, I'll send her to nobody but you. 
But I think she's had as many as will 
do her any good for the present. That 
true word you said, miss, that 
y folks should do something for a 

I and this lass of mine " — he 

p t d her head — "she's a. good girl, if 
I does dress out now and then, and 
1 erself to them that cares little for 
I — he does what she can to take her 
1 d lotlier's place. I want to do the 
b t f r her, if I only knew wh.it is best. 
It thing were to happen to me—" 
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" Oh don't, father, don t said the 
girl, her eyes full of leirs and then 
ashamed of lier emotion she made a 
sudden retreat to the house 

" You must excuse her miss said 
Tyler to Ceiia; "she dont mean to be 
undvil, and it's done her good that you 
spoke so kind to her; but she cid t stand 
it to think the old man must go one of 
these days. Mr. Sydenham jou miy 
count on having that flour th s evenmg 

They bade the miller good mommg 
and turning homeward rode on for 
some time in silence. Then Sydenham 

" I am glad that we called there tl s 
morning, and very glad Chat \ u spoke 
10 Ellen as you did. As the father 
said, it did the poor child good 

" I like Ellen. But I was afraid you 
might think me premature in beginning 
to electioneer, as politii, ins saj far 
pupils already." 

" Far from it. Promptitude is one of 
the elements of success.' 

"But that anecdote, Mr Sydenham — 
or was it an anecdote you weie about to 
tell me.?" 

" Yes. My good father — a man who 
even to extreme old age, maintained 
habits of active employment — was speak- 
ing, one day, of an English friend of his, 
Mr. Walsinghain — one of those whom 
the world considers eminently fortunate. 
A man of letters, educated to every 
classical attainment and the inheritor of 
a princely fortune, he had been able to 
gratify, at a wish, his cultivated tastes. 
He had married, in early life, an amiable 
wife, and had seen his children (though 
he never personally concerned himself 
with their education) grow up around 
him with the fairest promise. He had 
a handsome town-house in a fasliionahle 
square in London, and a country-seat 
ten or twelve miles off, in the midst of 
one of those magnificent English parks 
— tlie ideal of stately rural elegance, with 
its trimly-kept lawn and its widespread- 
ing chase, dotted over with clumps of 
noble old trees, where the deer sought 
refuge from the noonday heat and a lair 
at nighllall." 

" I have so oticn heard of these beau- 



tifd English pirks and dreamed that 
some dij 1 might see one ' 

The dream may cone true, for al! 
that IS past Celia Mr Walsinghani 
had traveled over Europe and brought 
bick as mementoes of h s journey, paint- 
ings and statuary by some of the best 
masters ancient and modern, with which 
to adorn his faionte retreat The house 
ithelt (1 have seen it s nee), with its rich 
marble columns and balustrades, was a 
fine specimen of tie purest Paliadian 
manner where all that luxurious refine- 
ment could devi-ie htd bee i unsparingly 
laMshed There my father found his 
friend with no occupation more pressing 
than to pore over the treasures of his 
hbrarv and io graver caie than to su- 
perintend the riches of a conservatory 
where wealth had brought together, iTom 
half the world its cho ce^t plants and 
flo ivers 

What a charming bfe !" exclaimed 
Cel a. Hew happy he must have 



That was my father a thought. They 
spent some days in und sturbed quiet; 
not an incident beyond the conversation 
of a sedate and intellectual lamily circle 
and the arrival and depailure of a friend 
or two, 10 break the complete repose. 
Delightful it was to my father, no doubt, 
in contrast with the city bustle and the 
constant occupation he had left. One 
morning he said to hishost; 'I have 
been thinking that if 1 ever met with a 
man who has nothing left to desire, you 
are he. Health of body, cultivation of 
mind, a charming lamily, wealth and all 
it procures — whatever Nature and Art 
present of most beautiful — you have 
them all. Are you not completely hap- 
py ?' Never, my father said to me, 
should he forget the dreary sadness of 
the unexpected reply r ' Happy ! Ah, 
Mr. Sydenham, I committed one fatal 
error in my youth, and dearly have I 
abled it ! I slarled in life without an 
object, even without an ambition. My 
temperament disposed me to ease, and 
(o the full I indulged the disposition. I 
said to myself, " I have all that I see 
others contending for: why should I 
struggle ?" I knew not the curse that 
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liglits on those wlio have never to 
gle for anything. Had I created f 
iiiTstIf a definite pursuit — literary, 
tiiic, artislic, social, political, no m tt 
what, so there was something to 1 I 
for and to overcome — I might have b 
happj'. I feel this now — loo lale ! Tl 
power is gone. Habits have be 
chains. Through all the profitless ) 
gone by, I seek vainly for somethi t 
retnember with pride, or even to dw II 
with satisfaction. I have thrown j 

a life. I feel, sometimes, as if there 
were nothing remaining io me worth 
living for. I am an unhappy man.' That 
was my father's story. 1 never forgot 
it, and I trust I have profited by its 
lessons." 

" And so will I, Mr. Sydenham. In- 
deed, indeed, you shall not have to fore- 
go your good opinion of me. I know 
how much you have been doing to bene- 
fit our village and its inhabitants. Per- 
haps — oh, in a very humble way I know 
it must be — but yet perhaps I may be 
able to aid you. Just a little, while I pro- 
vide for my own support." 

" You are thinking of a school. That 
is right You really possess a gift for 
teaching, as grateful Eliinor Ethelridge 
can testify." 

" Dear Ellie ! I have been able to 
assist lier so far ; but then — ah, what a 
pity ! If now I begin a school in oppo- 
ition to hers—" 

"It might be an injury to her, jou 
think ? So it might. But yet, if that 
is really necessary, there is nothing 
wrong in it Every merchant who be- 
gins a business may take from the profits 
of those already engaged in the same. 
We ought to be generous to others, as 
you have been to Eliinor, while we can 
afford it ; but it may become equally a 
duty, if circumstances change, to be just 
to ourselves." 

Celia sighed t "I am beginning to 
It things I have lost." 
e of generosity £(One of 
the most pleasant things that money 
permits."- 

" But I am resolved never to take any 
of Ellle's scholars away from her, even 
if ihey apply to me." 
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if you were to join her and carry on the 
school in partneri.hip ? I am sure there 
will be found enough for both to do." 

When they came to talk over the de- 
tails of the plan, Sydenham asked, 
"Have you not some money which came 
to you through your mother ?" 

"About sixteen or seventeen hundred 
dollars, I think my uncle once told me. 
That is legally mine, is it not?" 

" Undoubtedly, even if all the rest is 
gone. Now let me give you one or two 
business hin(s that occur to me. Shall 
you propose lo Miss Ethelridge Io be 
equal partner with her in her school ?" 

"That would not be just. She has 
worked hard to establish it and build up 
its reputation." 

"You are right. For this you ought 
to give some equivalent. I happen lo 
know that Miss Ethelridge thinks it an 
admirable plan to teach children as much 
as possible through the eye, and that she 
wishes much to obtain a set of hand- 
some illustrations ; some representing 
objects of natural history, including geol- 
ogy; others, charts exhibiting what has 
been called the stream of Time, bring- 
ing tangibly before children the leading 
events and revolutions of ancient and 
modern history. Then she would like 
to have a large magic lantern, with slides 
afibrding other useful illustrations ; also 
to have photographs of the most ii 



itmg ! 






for- 



li would be of great 
advantage to the schook But all that 

"Would the money I have purchase 
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SQ11, but she is sensitive about obliga- 
tions, and declined. I tliink siie would 
receive it from you as an equivalent 
for the privilege of equal parltiersjiip ; 
and tiieu the illustrations, when they are 
bought, should be considered the joint 
property of both. There would still re- 
main to you six or seven hundred dol- 
lars, which you ought to keep, in case 
of accidents." 

The discussion of this and other mat- 
ters connected with the proposed part- 
nership brought them fo the point where 
the road fo Rosebank diverged, and 
there tiiey parted. 

How things were smoothing them- 
selves in Celia's path ! How " way," to 
use the Quaker phrase, "was oi>ening be- 
fore her !" Sydenham's proposal saved 
her from even the appearance of doing a 
hard thing — that severest trial of strait- 
ened cii 



CHAPTER XXV. 



A FKIEND once said to me ; "Do^you 
know I think those old martyrs must 
have been very uncomfortable people to 
live with ?" At first the idea struck me 
as very odd — afterward as very true I 
should not have relished a life among 
the Furitans in the days when Hester 
Prynne walked about with that scarlet 
letter on her brea.st. Yet they were i 
grand old race, those Plymouth rock 
pilgrims — the stuff that heroes and 
founders of empires are made of. W hit 
they thought right tliey did, and seldom 
asked whether it was pleasant to do it. 
They were hard on themselves ; it is 
not surprising that they were hard also 
on others. If they were not amiable, 
they were estimable. If they were not 
pleasant people to deal wiih in da ij hfe 
they were men and women to trust to m 
the day of need or in the hour of trial 

Thomas Hartiand, born in Coiinecfi 
cut, had a considerable touch of Puritan 
severity about him. He was, indeed 
an improvement on his father, a stern 
old Enghshman iho took credit to h in 
self for admitting that a man must lut 



chastise the wife of his bosom with a 
rod any thicker than his thumb. He 
meant to be kind lo the gentle Alice, 
and he thought he was because he ab- 
stained from all physical coercion. But 
he inherited so much of his father's 
spirit as devoutly to believe that domes- 
tic discipline was wholesome jii.st in pro- 
portion as it was strict and exacting. 
If he acted the tyrant to his wife and 
SOD, it was on principle, not from wick- 
edness : it was because his ideas of 
marital and paternal authority were none 
of the clearest, and because the heart 
was not warm enough to correct the 
errors of the head. 

Sydenham and he frequently came Into 
conflict. One day, for example, on a 
school committee of which they were 
both members, the question of corporal 
punishment coming up, Sydenham had 
taken ground against it, and Mr. Harper 
had added a few words on the simeside 
This aroused Hartiand. 

"These new-fangled, sentimental no 
tions," he said, " may suit squeamish 
people, but the old-fashioned striptunl 
morality is good enough for me A rid 
is for the back of him who is void of un 
derstanding ! If that text is not plain 
enough there are others plainer yet— 
d rect injunctions 'Thou shalt beat the 
child with the rod, and shalt dehver his 
soul hom hell Gentlemen will not, I 
think deny the authority." 

The texts are correctly quoted," said 
Sydenham, quetlj : "we know that this 
has been said by them of old time, but 
ne know aKo that the word ro</does not 
occur e\en once in all the rec-r^ed 
teachm^s of Oirist." 

\ bittei reply rose to Hartland's lips, 
but he restrained himself. "What is 
the use'' he thought "A man who 
w II encoi raj,e a son to rebel against his 
talhers wilP ' 

In this spirit it was that Harlland had 
hitherto treated his niece — with judicious 
firmness he called it ; acting a father's 
part, he thought when he thwarted her 
inclinations and pressed Cr;instoun's 
suit She was now afraid lo encounter 
him SI e foind Mr. and Mrs. Hart- 
hi \ both out when she returned from 
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her ride, and it was wilh fear and trem- 
bling she resolved, that same evening, to 
disclose all to her formidable uncle, not 
having had an opportunity previously to 
converse with her aunt alone. Slie ex- 
pected her Cousin Ethan to go out, as 
he often did, after lea, but he remained. 
" He is good and kind," she thought r 
" they may as Vfcll all hear it at once : 
then il will be over." Yet she shivered, 
like some faint-hearted swimmer about 
to take the first plunge. Even in her dis- 
tress she iiad a droll sense that she was 
going to break the ice about as willingly 
as a poor wretch might who had risen 
before sunrise in a fireless bed-room, 
some morning when the thermometer 
was below zero, and found the water in 
his pitcher frozen hard. 

Harlland's first surprise almost equaled 
Sydenham's, hut the two men took the 
disclosure diiferentty. The uncle felt 
keenly tlie social disgrace that had over- 
taken his niece, and thought bitterly and 
resentfully of his dead brother-in-law's 
oifence. Yet toward the poor girl her- 
self the better pari of his nature came 

Celia began her relation with hesita- 
tion and in an unsteady voice, hut she 
gathered confidence as she proceeded. 
We often lament that the tirst keen relish 
of a new pleasure lades in proportion as 
it is repeated: we fot^et that, by (be 
same law of our nature, the sfing of a 
fresh misfortune abates as, by recurrence, 
the idea of it becomes familiar. Even 
the lapse of a single day had dulled the 
edge of Celia's sorrow ; and the fortitude 
with which she met her fale, and the 
composure with which she declared io 
Mr. Hanland her resolve to earn her 
own living in the future by leaching, won 
his esteem. He had been far from giv- 
ing her credit for so much spirit and in- 
dependence, and he did not guess the 
share S)*denham had had in sustaining 
and encouraging her. 

Celia's newly- acquired equanimity gave 
way for a time, however, before the burst 
of grief and the lender endearments of 
her aunt. Alice, who had drilled her'^elf 
to repress all manifestations of deep 
emotion or outbursts of affection in the 



presence of her husband, sat at first with 
fixed eyes and clasped hands and in 
breathless silence, scarcely taking in the 
full import of Celia's appalling com- 
munication, hut when the latter came to 
,the expression of her resolution to be a 
burden to no one, it seemed all to burst, 
upon her at once. Unable longer to re- 
strain herself, she fell on her niece's 
necli, her tears and sobs attesting her 
grief and sympathy ; called her her dear 
child and her darling daughter ; and then, 
forgetting the presence of the master of 
the house, protested against the idea of 
her working for a livehhood, asking her 
if she did not know that she would al- 
ways have a home with them, whatever 
might betide. 

This unwonted encroachment on his 
domestic authority, which nothing but 
his wife's ungovernable excitement would 
have tempted her to commit, almost up- 
set Harlland's favorable disposition to his 
niece, hut he tried to restrain himself 

"Alice," he said, "Celia ,ihows more 
sense than you do. You spoil the child 
when you ought to encourage her." 
I'hen to Celia, who had released her- 
self from her annl's embraces, and was 
drying her own eyes r " I never had 
much sympathy with your fether, but 
he is gone to his account, and it is 
wrong to speak ill of the dead. At all 
events, your mother was not to blame, 
you. I have thought 
>metimes, disposed to 
ay inore than a young 
but you deserve credit 
which you have stood 
lore than I expected of 
i fit to teach so as to 
little ex- 



you obstinate s 

person should ; 
for the manner ii 
this How : it is i 

procure pocket-money for yoi 
penses, 1 see no objection ; I suppose it 
would be pleasanter for yon than to take 
the money from me. But I hope you 
knew, before your aunt thought it neces- 
sary to lell you, that the orphan of my 
sister-in-law will aiwais find a home and 
a welcome in her uncle's house." 

Celia's acknowledgments would have 
been more cordial but for the tone Hart- 
land had assumed toward her aunt. Yet 
she was grateful, and did thank him. 
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swer,' handing hnn the letter she had 
received the day before. 

Hartland read it twice, his face dark- 
ening the while. " The impertinent 
scoundrel !" was all the comment he 
made; then to his son; "Ethan, step 
down to Mr. Creightou's and tell him I 
wish to see him, on important business, 
as early after breakfast to-moirow as he 
can spare me an hour or two. Lucky 
that he settled here !" 

There was a school -committee meet- 
ing that evening, which Hartland had lo 
attend. Thus, as Ethan had gone on 
his father's errand to Creighton, the aunt 
and niece were lefl alone. 

Both had restrained themselves, by a 
strong effort, in Hartland's presence ; 
and the first thing after he went was to 
have a hearty cry together, which did 
them good. Then Alice said; "It was 
very wrong in your father, no doubt, 
Celia dear ; but then his first wife may 
have been a high, haughty dame, who 
made no true home for him ; and it's so 
hard to live with a famished heart! 
Then your mother was a woman that 
any man might risk his soul for ; and 
they did love one another so dearly! 
Don't think I excuse him, my darling; 
it was a great sin, and see what it has 
brought upon his child! But you know 
that I stayed at your house for five years 
before I was married — five years !— and 
there was not a day in all that time but 
he made me feel that it was a pleasure, 
as well to him as to your mother, to 

he was very, very kind to me 1" Then 
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were to mamma. \ou know what (.are 
you took of me : you were always doing 
something for me. And what have I 
been ? A useless idler that has never 
done anything for anybody. But that's 

" Never done anything for anybody ! 
God forgive me the thought, but I've 
felt — I'm glad you don't know how 
often, Celia — that life would not be 
worth having if it were not for you — 
and for Ethan, maybe. You've been 
the best joy in my life— the greatest 
comfort I've had — always, always, cruel 
child, until now!" 

When the fountains of the great Deep 
of feeling are broken up and the windows 
of the soul are opened, hidden things 
come to light upon which the heart has 
set jealous guard through half a lifetime. 
Celia was so amazed at the glimpse 
which her aunt unwittingly gave her be- 
neath the placid flow of a quiet, regulated 
life that, for a moment, she had not a 
word in reply : then her aunt added ; 

" But there's one comfort still : your 
uncle will never take money from you — 
never I He's hard, Celia — I won't deny 
it— but he's jusl." 

The girl, quite overcome, was about 
to throw her arms around her aunt's 
neck, and teli her she would do anj-thing 
in the world she wished if she would not 
cry so, when Ethan entered. 

He saw that both the women were 
deeply moved, and stopped as if, uncer- 
tain whether he was an intruder or not, 
he was about to leave the room. Celia 
broke the pause that ensued. 
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" Sit down, Cousin Etlian," she said. 
" Let us refer the matter to him, mother; 
he is kind and wise." 

Ethan smiled ; " Pray don't make a 
Neslor of me, Celia. Tell me if 1 can 
help you : that's better." 

"Yes, you can help us to decide— 
can't he, mother ?— what is right to be 
done." And, taking her aunt's silence 
for consent, she stated the case. 

Etlian reflected for a little ; then lie 

" You are anxious not to be a burden 

" Yes." 

"Celia, Celia!" said her aunf, im- 
ploringly. 

" It is best so, dear mother," said 
Ethan— "best for her." 

" Best that my own sister's child 
should go on paying us board and lodg- 
ing as if she were a stranger .'" 

"No. that is not ray opinion." 

Both Celia and Mrs. Hartlaiid looked 
up surprised. 

" Do you happen to know," Ethan 
asked Celia, " how much your uncle ha.s 
been charging you for board and lodg- 
ing ? You need not blush if you have 
been looking ; it was right von should." 
h b ook — h d d d 



p p h b d 

FA Y k 

ter than to mistake a poor forty thou- 
sand dollars for riches ; but plain people, 
with country ways, who find that one can 
obtain all one needs or desires in this 
world for that paltry pittance, should be 
forgiven if they rise not to the level of 
your enlightened views, and forget to 
add on the right hand of the sorry sum 
that additional cipher which would make 
it worth talking alxjut. When Celia 
slated the rate at which her uncle had 
charged her for maintenance, Ethan, 
simple fellow ! not at ail in jest, said : 
" By a guardian who has a rich heiress 



for ward the charge is moderate enough. 
Good board and lodging can scarcely be 
had in Chiskauga under four dollars a 
week." 

" But the dear child," interrupted 
Alice, "does not cost Mr. Hartland half 
that sum. Her chamber would stand 
empty if she did not occupy it. We 
should not have one servant the less. 
We have our ovvn washing done in the 
house ; what matters it whether her's is 
thrown in or not? Does the butcher, 
even, send us one pound of meat the 
more on her account ?" 

"Perhaps not," said Ethan. "Yet 
an additional person in a family must, 
necessaiily, add to the expense, were it 
but in the consumption of lea, coffee, 
sugar, flour and the like ; lamplight also, 
and many trifling hicidentals." 

" While you're about it, Ethan," said 
Alice, half amused, half indignant, " I 
think you'd better take out your pencd 
and make a nice calculation how much 
ought to be charged against the poor 
child for wear and tear of our carpets 
and door-mat." 

" I have the fear of Waller Scott be- 
fore my eyes," replied Ethan, laughing. 
"Who has a right to say that Celia is 
heavier-footed than Ellen Douglas? But 
you kuow 

' E'en the slight harebell laised its head, 



Elut 



I'm a poor hand at calculating infiniles- 

" I'm glad you've .so much conscience." 

"But, seriou.sly, I don't think father 
pays out a hundred additional dollars be- 
cause of Celia being one of the family." 

"Surely you don't want Mr. Ha'rt- 
bnd to make money out of the poor 
child, now that all her fortune is gone." 

" No, nor would he con.sent to that ; 
but if Celia gets a good situation as 
teacher, and finds that she can afford it, 
I think a hundred dollars a year for her 
maintenance would be a fair compromise 
between uncle and niece. Vou are not 
so savagely independent, I hope, Celia, 
as to refuse from father and mother such 
kindness as they can offer you without 
actual cost to themselves." 
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Ceiia smiled: "Since I endorsed your 
character for wisdom, Cousin Ethan, I 
suppose I must accept your decision." 

" You are as bad as she is, Ethan," 
said Alice ; " you encourage one another 

But they coaxed her, at last, to use 

her infiuence with her husband to allow 
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Next morning Mr Harthnd Sr 
was closeted for two hours «itli Ehot 
Creigliton 

Lawyers learn to look with a quLet 
eye on the calamities of life Surprised 
deeply coicerned at the unexpected tid 
ings Cre ghton undoubtedly wis but he 
did not ta! e them to heart, as the uncle 
and guardian et peeled 

" My first impression is he said 
"that it uill not be proper or even safe 
to give up jour wards prcperly until 
compelled bv law 

"Yoi doubt the previois marriage'' 
Celia sa\3 1 er fathers letters which 
she inspected were conclusive on that 

" That maj be Cranstoun can read 
ily prove it to u'; if it s so B it there 
are que^t ons back of that There may 
have been a w 11 

" Mrs Pembroke knew of none 
None, ot course was offered for probate 
either in tl c infj or in Ph ladelph a 
where pirt of Cehi s \ roj ertv lies 



"Still, there may have been a wilt: 
possibly left in Cransloun's hands, and — 
I beg his pardon if I suspect him unjustly 
— suppressed." 

" But why not shown by Pembroke to 
liis wife during his lifetime ?" 

" He may have been living under an 
assumed name. Those who risk the 
I Im t fbf^ g 11\ k 1 t 
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we may discover bj whom ? 

By Cranstoun himself, perhaps ?" 
' Likely enough ; but in this Stato 
two witnesses are required." 

It there was a prior marriage, and 
if no Kill can be found, then, I sup- 
pose the English heir-at-law takes the 
properlj ' 

The statute law of Ohio, unfortunafe- 
1v for M ss Pembroke, permits an alien 
to inhent real estate as well as personal 
propertv but there are law-points in- 
volved in your question which I must 
study before 1 can reply to it. The cruel 
rule ot the Common Law is that one born 
out of wedlock is Jilius nullius — no- 
body s cl ild — and as such can inherit 
neither the properly of bis father nor — 
strange to say i— of his mother. Our 
statute law remedies the latter injus- 
t ce Under vihat tircuna stances — in- 
deed whether at all — it affords relief 
under the former I cannot yet say, never 
havins; 1 ad occasion to examine that 
point I ideed, I am not as familiar with 
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the Ohio statutes as I ought to be. 1 
studied law chiefly i.i Veiinsylvania. 
Did Cranstoun speak positively on the 
subject f" 

" He told Celia that, being illegitimate, 
she could not inherit a farthing of her 
father's property." 

Creighton looked grave. " Cranstoun 
is too shrewd," he said after a pause, 
"to make such an assertion except on 
plausible authority ; and he is doubtless 
for better acquainted with the law of 
this State, and the decisions under it, 
than I am. With so much depending 
on it under his rascally calculation of 
profit to himself as informer, he has, in 
all probability, sifted the matter to the 
bottom. To be frank with you, I don't 
like the look of it ; yet I am not entirely 
.convinced even of Miss Pembroke's 
illegitimacy." 

" It sureiy must be, if her father was 

" Not necessarily. Under the old 
Spanish law, once prevalent in Florida 
and Texas, as I happen to know, she 
would have been legitimate." 

"But our laws are not so lax. With 
a former wife alive, the marriage of Mrs. 
Pembroke must have been null and 



t all e- 



It the ti 



solemnized, and probably as long as it 
lasted. The rest seems a natural de- 
duction. The case is probably against 
us i and I beg of you not to mention to 
Mi?s Celia the doubts I have expressed, 
which may be entirely without founda- 
tion. It would be cruel to raise hopes 
only to be disappointed. How does she 
stand this ?" 

" The disgrace of her birth affects her 
seriously. Otherwise, I must say, she 
bears it well. She is gone this morning 
to talk to Miss Ethelridge about a part- 
nership in her school. And the gypsy 
is too proud to stay in her uncle's house 
without paying for it." 

Cretghton's face brightened. "I was 
not deceived in thinking there was cha- 
racter beneath that soft exterior." 

" She Is obstinate enough, certainly." 

" She will come out all right, even if 
we are beaten, Mr. Hartland : you will 



seE, But if you think fit to entrust the 
" That i:; what I have been thinking 

" You do me honoj; It is a great re- 
sponsibility for one so young in the pro- 
fession as myself. Yet it will go hard 
but I shall deiierve your confidence. If 
industry and painstaking may avail, we 
.shall not be defeated. And this at least 
I may promise you — that I will work up 
the case as faithfully as if the young 
Jidy were my own sister, as faithfully as 
il life and death were on the issue." 

S. "If- confidence breeds confidence in 
others, as young and small and slender 
General Bonaparte, taking command of 
the army of Italy, shiningly proved. 
Hartiand agreed witli Creighton on poli- 
tics, and found in him a patient and in- 
terested listener when speaking on nat- 
ural history and expatiating on his 
(Hartland's) favorite pursuits. On the 
other hand, the young man often startled 
him, and sometimes shocked his con- 
servative proclivities, by coming out with 
some daring radicalism ; so that he had 
hesitated a little about putting his ward's 
interests in his hands. But Creighton's 
bold assurance awoke faith in his pow- 
ers as an advocate, and Hartland hes- 
itated no longer. 

"You shall have the management of 
the case, at all events," he said; "and 
if you desire to have other counsel as- 
sociated with you, let me know." 



" No, Miss Celia — not jist exactly at 
home. Miss Eltinor went out to Betty 
Carson's on some business for the mad- 
ame. A half hour .she said she'd be 
gone, and it's mor'n that already. Wojit 
ye step into the parior ?" 

"Yes, Nelly, I'll wait for her; bui 
don't tell Madame ftleyrac I'm here, I 
know she's always busy at tijis hour." 



ab,Google 



146 



BEYOND THE BREAKERS. 



Beyond the parlor was a small exten- 
sion-room, used by the doctor as office 
and library. The door that cominuni- 
cated with it standing open, so that Celia 
saw it was vacant, she sauntered thither 
in an absent mood and sat down by an 
eastern window, looking out on the lake ; 
for Dr. Mejrac's dwelling was on ihe 
eastern edge of the village, not far from 
the Elni Walk. At another time Celia 
would have rejoiced in that sunny spring 
morning and admired the graceful little 
sail-boat that was just leaving the wharf. 
But her mind was preoccupied, and the 
bright scene was lost upon her. Busi- 
ness was in her thoughts. She was con- 
gratulating herself that this was Satur- 
day, and that she would probaby find her 
fiiend at leisure for a long talk. Me- 
chanically she picked up and opened a 
book from a small table that stood near. 
]t was that wonderful story of Jane 
Eyre, instinct with pathos drawn from 
the very depths of sorrow ; and she had 
opened it at the incident of the wedding 
in the dim village church, 'so nearly 
solemnized, by such startling disclosure 
interrupted. " And she married him, 
after all," the girl thought "And I 
member I was so much afraid she would 
marry that handsome, pious St. John 
and so glad when she found Rochestei 
blind and lame, in that gloomy parlor. 
Ought she to have kept away from hi 
Ought she to have married the missi 
ary i"' Her thoughts were in a maze 
and she dipped into the absorbing vol- 
ume, reading page after page, till she 
was inteirupted by voices in the adjoin- 
ing room. It was Madame Mevrac and 
some one who had entered with her, un- 
noticed by Celia in her abstraction. A 

" It would be a great accommodation, 
madame if jou couli «>i' 'e me up Btt - 



was the speaker ! She could not make 
up her mind to encounter her just then ; 
and so, unwilling to become privy to 



intended for her ear, 
she stepped lightly across tlie library, 
intending to go up to Elhnor's room. 
But Ihe door that opened on the passage 
was locked outside ; so that slie was 
fain to remain a prisoner. "It can only 
be for a few moments," she thought as 
she reseated herself; "and it is a mere 
matter of every-day business." 

" I much grieve, Madame Volfgang," 
was what she heard next. "Ah, if the 
voman Carson might aid me Tuesday, 
or, veil, Vendesday, very good. But 
no, she has said me she is retained for 
these days there by Madame Hartland." 

"I don't tliink sister Hartland cares 
about having her house cleaned this 
week. I could sf>eak to her about it. 
She has something else to think of — 
Bometh Uj, o ve j pi sant." 

"Is o e 11 He has not sent 
to seek y lu band 

" M} b o he s no ill, but in great 
trouble 

" I n nu 1 affl d to hear it." 

" M H i d er made a pretty 

mesa of it when she married Frederick 
Pembroke." 

" A praty mase ! Vat is happen ? 
He is dead, there are ten, eleven yeais — 
is he not ?■' 

" When Eliz? married him he had 
another wife living in England." 

" My God 1 vat you tell me ?" 

" It was no marriage at all. She was 
no more his wife than you or I." 

" Ah, vat unhappy ting I And that 
charmante C^lie ! Poor litel mignonne ! 
She is not — she is one — " 

" A bastard, of course, and not en- 
titled to a cent of her father's property.' 

" Is it that the first vife hves still ?" 

" No ; she died three years before 
her husband ; but that's of no conse- 
quence " 

says it so ? Ve have 

h our Code Civile. If de 

d ow noting and marry all 

d then if de first vife come 

d d h ren of de oder can have 
d — you call propertay." 

"Its just as likely as not that Mrs. 
Pembroke knew it all the time. Of 
course she kept the secret. She was 
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dying to have him before lie married lier. 
EverytKjdy could see thai." 

" But if de poor soul did truly not 
know anyting ?" 

" Whose fault was that ? It was her 
business to find out whether he was 
married or not before she took him ; but 
she didn't care if she was his kept mis- 
tress. It served her just right" 

Celia choked down her sobs, pride 
coming to her aid. She was terribly 
afraid now of bein^ detected The nest 
■words she lieard 

" You are one y 1 d 

" Hard 1 I se 1 d ! p I 

That mawkish fop i P mb k 
felon, yet he was t t t h d lal 
in the penitentiarj-— h th p ) 

you won't deny th 1 b gam t d 
served it. Well, th d gl t 11 ff 
for it, that's one c mf t 

" Madame VoH g — 

» Mr, Cranston Id m tl t j h 

a case as hers had I ly b d d d— - 
I forget in what y f th St t — 

and not a penny th 1 d al 

lowed to inherit. 11 j 

beggar." 

'■1 vill not hea — 

" Tliere's no n d f y b th t 
trouble himself b t J 1 M 1 j 
now. The Moi b j d h 

dignity, and don't b Ell 

Tyler always was a prettier girl than that 
whey-face, and now she's' a far better 
match. Her mother was an honest mar- 
ried woman, and the old miller can spare 
a son-in-law three or four thousand hard 
dollars if he hkes him. The Pembroke 
girl hasn't a ghost of a chance." 

" Madame Volfgang I" 

Such a menace was there in the tone 
that Celia, beaten down as her very soul 
had been by that malignant outburst of 
abuse, started to her feet, expecting a 
blow to follow the words. She need not 
have feared. 

" Madame Volfgang ! I have de honor 
to remind you dat Mademoiselle C^lie is 
my vary excellent friend. I did tell you 
I vould not hear, but you speak, speak, 
ever more. Jean is digging in my g.ir- 
den at dis moment — it is a moch strong 
young man, is Jean — and what 1 say (o 



him, he do it. It vill make talk de 
world to turn some lady out of my house. 
But what to do ? If you say only one 
Hlel vord more, I vill make seek' Jean, 
and he shall have you in his arms, and 
I vill make him descend the front steps 
and set you down outside de litel door 
of de garden, in de street : den I shall 
say you, ' Good-morning, madame !' " 

What a world is this ! — - tragedy one 

moment, comedy the next. The hot 

tears were already dry on Celia's cheeks ; 

I imagination, the stout young 

F h picking up, at his mistress' 

bdd g Mrs. Wolfgang's solid weight 

f h d d and sixty or seventy pounds. 

B t h p owess was not called into re- 

q t The lady shook with rage, 

b t 1 moved quickly to the door wiih- 

t d. Celia saw Madame Meyrac 

p after her with an air that 

Id 1 e graced the stage, and heard 

h J s Mrs. Wolfgang stepped out 

tl gravel walk : " Ah, madame 

h h self sage at de last. Dat is 

I L er, for vy should one make 

t Ik tl rid ?" Tlien Celia heard her 

tt to herself, as she passed up 

I t her domestic duties; "Dieu 

lie s'est en alle' k la fin, cette 

d bl 111"" 



CHAPTER XXV I r. 



Hood. 

Celia ascended to her friend's cham- 
ber, and ten minutes afterward Ellinor 
entered. She went up to Celia without 
a word, kissed her tenderly, and then, 
the tears rising to her eyes, passed her 
hand caressingly over the auburn tresses. 

" Ah ! you know all .■'" said Celia. 

" My darling, yes — from Betty Carson 
this morning." 

"All the world knows my disgrace 
already I" was the poor girl's hitler 
thought. 
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Ell in or added : 

"That odious Mrs. Wolfgan h d 
been trying to poison the poor cr f 
mind against you ; but Betty — b 
soul ! — is a champion of yours SI 
washed for your family, it seem wt 
you were a mere child, and you f tl 
and mother seem lo have been b; ts 

" Dear, good Betty !" — her ey fill 
ing with tears. 

" She told me what an angel of good 
ness your father had been to her when 
her children were sick and her husband 
raving with delirium tremens." 

"Ah, if others could feel so about 

"Your father's misconduct is the 
worst blow. Is it not, lillle pet ?" 

" I can't bear to think of it, Ellie I" 
shuddering as she said it. 

" Do you cloubt that he repented of 
his misdeed !" 

"No, indeed, no," eagerly. "As I 
remember dear papa, sad, depressed, like 
one bearing a secret grief, his life with 
mamma must have been one long 

"Vet you mourn as without hope. 
Do you remember the words of One 
who needed no forgiveness himself, 
touching the joy in heaven over one sin- 
ner that repenteth ? Joy, Celia— joy be- 
cause of the repentance, not sorrow be- 
cause of the sin. How often I have 
thought of that 1" 

" Papa was a good man, Ellie ; I 
wish you had known him." 

Ellinor look down a small volume 
from a book-shelf. "I like 'Vivien,' " 
she said, as she turned Ihe leaves over 
"less than any other of the Id I yet 
it has some of the finest lines Tennyson 
ever wrote. Here, for example : 



T, of »i 



K fold »; 



"Dear Ellie! No one like you to come 
to, when one is miserable and needa to 
be comforled ! You are merciful 

"Am I ?" — a sudden, solemn look 
shadowing her face — " am I .' Tl nk 
God! The merciful, we are toll si 11 
obtain mercy." 



wo girls sat silent for a mintite 
th CI t k fEll 

b tl 1 d th p 

h 1 k d p t tl m 



W Ifg hi II 

1 1— I Id t 1 Ip h — h 

1 t bl h g Th f 11 1 

fore. Name, fortune, good repute, all 
lost ! Everything, everything gone !" 

" Everything ? There are these htlle 
dimpled hands left — " kissing one of 
them — "and they have not forgotten 
their cunning. The eyes are somewhat 
dimmed, 1 admit, but they can still read 
Liszt's music at a glance, and win hearts 
besides, provided they are worth the 
winning. I bear the very voice that 
charmed us all— and Mr. Creighton es- 
pecial! v — in Schubert''! 'Ave Maria,' 
T d s are 

h d d d h lillle 

b b h h a much 

F h dGmn dh yand 



slowed away m :ts delicate cells, as there 
were there a week ago." The look from 
those brilliant eyes spoke deep affection 
more strongly even than the words as 
Ellinor proceeded: "Everything gone! 
Why every bit of my own precious Celia, 
who slole my heart In spite of all I could 
do to keep it, is here still. That money, 
if it be gone, was no part of her. As 
little any name the law may assign her. 
Like Juliet's rose, she is just as sweet 
under one as another. Young girls ivill 
cl a ge their names, you know, and do 
tl e r dearest friends think the less of 
tl era for that f" 

I a 11 so glad you don't despise tne." 
Na ighty child I What sort of love is 
t jou o-Ive me credit for.'' A weed, that 
has root among dollars and titles, and 
w thers when these are plucked up? Do 
vou take me for one of those who mis- 
t ke oney or a name for the chief part 
of I t ' noblest work of God' that Pope 
tilksibjut? FiiKare unmerciful. Come, 
Cela, I'm not so bad as that: iell me 
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iilt does not suit you, dear; never 
mind," said Celia, struggling bravely to 
conceal sad disappointment, 

Ellinor's quick apprehension delected 
the feeling instantly. " Dear, good 
Celia!" she said after a moment's pause, 
"it is cruel to say a word to you of my 
misfortunes wlien )ou are overtasked by 
your own. But between the ciosest 
friends there should be the most scrupu- 
lous good faith in matters of business." 
Then she hesitated, adding, at iast : 
" Did you ever notice anything peculiar 
about my eyes ?" 

" Never — " bewildered by the sudden 
question — "never, except that ! think 
they are love-eyes, that I should have 
lost my heart to if I had been a man." 

"They lold yott the truth, at all 
events," faintly smiling, "yet they are 
not trustworthy eyes, for all that." 

"Good Heavens' It can't be Elli 
nor — and Lei a turned deadly pale 






If 1 \ 



accept JO r offer (O m ght have a bl nd 
part er o your H da one of tlese 
da>s 

Wl en Crai slo n cin e o t x th tl at 
terrble in on cen enl \our 1 I er 

1 ad a w fe I g n England t was 
scircely a greater blow to Cel a tl an 
th s She gazed at 1 er fr end unable 
at first to utter a single word. Then 
she fell on her neck, sobbing, "Elbe, 
Elbe!" 

Miss Etheln'dge had spoken quite 
calmly, but under this uncontrollable 
burst of sympathy her equanimity also 
gave way. 

Celia was the first who broke silence : 
" Don't cry, darling. I'll try to be as 
brave as you. But your eyes — you see 
me, Eilie ?" 

"Yes, little pet, quite well." 

" Your eye.s are weak, that is all ?" 

" Come on this sofa, beside me ;" and 



ne arm round her and took a 
hers. " I said you may have 
partner. Till darkness comes 
hope. God may spare me this, 
d not think it is His will," 
only a presentiment, Ellie?" 
N I must tell you a little bit out 
of a sad, sad story. I hope I was cot 
bad — though I sometimes think I was — 
but I never intended to be, or I woultl 
not have let you love me, Celia. I was 
in cruel hands — cruel and powerful 
hands" — Celia felt her shudder con- 
vulsively — " and at times I scarcely 
knew what I did or what I ought lo do. 
I promised to tell you all about it some 
day, and I will, but not now. I left my 
friends — what the world called so, I 
mean, I dare say Ihey considered me 
dishonored ; and they would probably 
disown me if I showed my face among 
them again, which I never will — God be 

thought of doing a very wrong thing, for 
when one is forsaken by all the world, 
there's such a temptation to slip out of 
it. But when all the world forsook me, 
God sent — " she hesitated. "I think 
there are those on this earth who will be 
angels in the next world ■ ind some of 
tl em act an angel s part 1 e e Such an 
one — God Lless h m as He surely 
1 II — stved me from n self and found 
for n e s ch hot e is vas w tl n his 
po er I accepted 1 le fro I m I 
c uld not accept mone To pieserve 
tl e I (e I e rescued I 1 id lo w n my 
d-i ly bread I -m us IIj co s dered a 
sk llful needlewoman b t others h^d to 
make profit of my labor Hem serable 
pittance Ihey left me — well, it is the fate 
ot thousands : I was not worse off^ than 
they You know that fearful 'Song of 
the Shut,' Celia: I hardly dare read it 
now; it terrifies me. I don't think the 
English language was ever wrought into 
another such picture : it conjures phan- 
toms that haunt me still, yet it scarcely 
exaggerates what was my lot. The sum- 
mer's earliest light often found me bend- 
ing over my work. Perhaps even such 
labor as that would not have seriously 
injured my eyes, for they were strong, 
had it not been— you mustn't cry, Celia 
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lotMng "iO weikens ihe eyes 



"But ; 



la.t 






h d Im 



"At last, h n 
failed, an old ^ X\ —I 
ker and from ) y— f I 

out. He spok f Am a, f 

green fields and k n 1 d 

where labor w h d d I ht 

fair reward. E tl th h I 

words were lik t d s; f "i I^ ^ 
my pride revolt d t p j b 

ligation. The 1 p k t 
of Christ's apo 1 m h h p k 
'Pride is sinful and goes before destruc- 
tion ; suicide is a crime. In another 
month tliee will probably be quite blind ; 
then thee will die a miserable death. 
Thee has no right thus to cast life away, 
for thee may employ it still to benefit, 
maybe to bless, our fellow- creatures. 
Thee may be able to repay them a hun- 
dredfold the trifle I ofier thee.' " 

"Ah, Ellie, how true that was I" 

" I dared not reply to it. I accepted 
money enough to pay for a second-class 
passage across the Atlantic. In Phila- 
delphia I remained six months in the 
house of a charming old lady, sister of 
my benefa.ctor, as governess to her niece. 
An eminent oculist restored comparative 
strength to iny eyes, but warned me 
against ever again taxing them severely, 
especially by artificial light, and strongly 
recommended country air and exercise. 
Mr. Williams — that was the good man's 
name — gave me a letter of introduction 
to Mr, Sydenham ; and here too, I 
think, as in that London garret, I have 
been ministered to by angels unaivares." 

" But your eyes, Ellie — they are beau- 
tiful as they can be. Surely the danger 
is past. Do they pain you ?" 

" Don't grieve, dear, but I have no 
right to conceal the truth from you. 
They have been gradually failing — more, 
I think, this year than ever before. I 
■ must use them a good deal, sometimes 
by lamplight. But they do not pain me 

" What does Dr. Meyrac say ?" 
" He is a faithful friend and speaks 
the truth. What a sigh was that ! Don't 



trouble yourself about me, pool child. 

\ 1 ave burden enough, yci have 

wn affairs — your own way to make. 

\ my find some one else as a part- 

r perhaps ~ who knows, Celia, 

1 1 it may not be all for the best 

th t I should become hhnd and give 

p I ool ? Somebody must take my 

Pl 

H sh, Ellie ! I want to talk to you 
b omething else." 

W II, dear V 
H d you ever a sister ?" 
N ver." 

N r a brother ?" 
" Nor a brother. I was an only child." 
" So was I. Would you like to have 
a sister, Ellie V 

Such a look of love ! but not a word 
in reply ; and Celia went on : "I need 
a sister ; and then — you and Dr. Meyrac 
may both be wrong ; God may not in- 
tend that you should suffer this, But if 
He does, Ellie — if He does — you will 
need a sister, too." And with that she 
threw her arms round her friend's neck, 
and after a time all that she felt and all 
that she meant came home to Ellinor — 
warm kisses say so much more than 

After they had become a little more 
calm, Celia spoke again : " I have com- 
plained for such small cause t 1 have so 
little fortitude in suffering. I am a poor, 
weak creature compared with you, Ellie 
— little worth your love except because 
I love you so ; but thea you have no 
other sister ; and besides — tliere is a 
secret I must tell you, Ellie." 

" Well, darling child ?" 

" Do you believe in magnetism — hu- 
man magnet sm I mean J* 

Ellinor started with an expression al- 
most of terror but she controlled her- 
self, answer n^, i,il nlj Yes, I do be- 

" Because — vou w 11 scarcely credit 
me, Ellie — but when jou first came this 
morning I had been trembling all over : 
that woman's venomous words had got 
hold of me, so that I was scarcely ray- 
self. I think my nerves were shattered : 
I could not: keep my hands still, ard 
when you opened the door I could hard- 
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ly restrain a scream. Rut wlieii you 
came up to me and kissed me, and passed 
a hand over my hdr, I felt quieter and 
able to sit stilL Then, afterward, when 
you bid me come and sit beside you on 
the sofa, and put your arm round me 
and took my hand in yours, it all grad- 
ually passed away — the fear, the 



the 



I tliat 



odious vituperation seemed to drop otf 
from me like some soiled garment, and 
I began to feel stronger, braver, more 
hopeful, and then, after a time, almost 
like a soothed child that could go to 
sleep in your arms, i have often felt 
something of the kind before when I was 
near yuu, but never anything like that 
dreamy luxury of to-day. I know this 
must all seem fanciful to you, ridiculous 
perhaps — " 

" Far from it, dear child. It is real." 
"Then see, Elbe ! For my sake we 
ought to be sisters and partners, so that 
I can be often with you. T am weak, 
and through you I gain strength ; I am 
nervous and irritable, and near )'OU I 
find solace and peace. Then after a 
time, maybe, I may get to be better 
worth living with, more like you — brave, 
energetic, self-possessed. You'll never 
find a sister you can do so much good 
to, Ellie, nor one that will honor and 
love you more. Will you have nie, dar- 
ling, just as I am ?" 



5t as you are ? — God forgive n 
selfish in this — yes, Celia, just 



There are many more estimable and 
more meritorious people in this world 
than Celia Pembroke ; but toward tliose 
she loved there was a witchery about 
her that few hearts, save very cold ones, 
could resist. It almost silenced EIH- 
nor's misgivings, and before evening 
partnership articles between the two 
orphans were agreed upon. 

Before leaving Madame Meyrac's, 
Celia took an opportunity of apologising 
to that lady for having been an unwilling 
listener to Mrs. Wolfgang's tirade, .speak- 
ing in French, as she always did to lier. 

" Ah, poor iittle one !" replied mad- 
ame, sympathetically, "you heard it, 
then ? It afflicts me that you should 
have been so cruelly wounded. But 
what would you have ? That sort of 

decency. Without these, one becomes 
brutal. Dogs will bite and cats scratch. 
One can guarantee one's self only by se- 
lecting for associates bipeds and quad- 
rupeds that are too well bred to do 
either. For the rest, I owe to you much, 
my dear : through you I shall obtain re- 
lief from ennui and disgust, for I do not 
think that madame will trouble me again 
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EARLY in the afternoon of th t 

day, Edian and Celia were t d 
ing at Mr. Hartiand's front gale. 

"Are you going toward Mr. Svd n 
ham's, cousin .■'" Celia aslied. 

"No. I~I thought of calling D 
Meyrac." 

' Give hini my kindest regards d — 
shall you see Ellinor Ethelridge ? 

" Probably." 

"Tell her I hope to be with her this 
evening." 

The cousins separated, Celia talcing 
the road to Rosebank. She passed the 
house, however, and a little way beyond 
turned into a path to the right, which ran 
outside the west fence of the vineyard, 
and was bordered by a light fringe of 
shrubbery. It led her to that rustic 
bridge over Kinshou Creek already 
mentioned, and she crossed it, e 
the village cemetery beyond. 

Nature had done much for Ih 
secluded spot. Its surfece, som 
or ten acres in extent, was gentlj 
lating, with a slope to the east. 
l>ounded on the north and west b 
forest, on the south by Kinshon 
and was open eastward toward 
lage. A few of the handsomest 
trees had been left : there had b 
planted cedars, willows and g 
weeping birches, and around the 
was a hedge of laurel, thick s 
lower line of this hedge reachin K 
shon Creek just above the fall. O 
simple arched entrance on the ea b 
of ihe same warm gray freeston 
Sydenham had selected for his res d 
was the inscription: 



"Why should no 






f eplions, quite simple and uiipre- 

t 1 : some were of the same gray 
t as the entrance, others of white 
m bl here and there a touching in- 
P n, usually from some well-known 
tl Celia paused before one of 

tl ver the grave of her aunt Alice's 

ly 1 ild, which had died when but 
fi J rs old. Selected by Alice her- 

l( t only faintly depicting the deso- 

1 that fell on the mother as she laid 
1 1 lie one to rest on that hillside, it 



Then 



with ih' 



A little farther on she passed a mar- 
ble slab which she had not seen before, 
for it had been but recently placed. It 
recalled to her a melancholy incident. 
A few weeks before a German professor 
and his wife, friends of the Meyracs, had 
spent a few days at the doctor's house, 
way to Iowa. Their infant died 
iddenly, of croup, and this was 
g e. The inscription was in Ger- 
nd Celia, struck with its grace, 
dit: 
Ephemera all die at sunset, and no 
f this class ever sported in the 
the rising sun. Happier are ye, 
h man ephemera ! Ye play in the 
a, d g beam and in the early dawn 
d he eastern light ; drink only the 
h et draughts of life ; hover, for a 

hile, over a world of freshness 
d b ssoms, and then fall aslee]) in 
ce, ere ever (he morning dews 



C glanced around the t 

w its only visitor. Slowly she 
p d on to where, under the shade of 
d ak of the forest, lay (he remains 
ther and mother. The sight of 
the spot awoke a new train of thought : 
"She knows it all now, and she has for- 
given him." Celia was as sure of that 
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as if her mother had suddenly appeared 
before her, there by her grave, in robes 
of white, and told her ao. ■' On earlh 
n heaven," were the next words 



that 



ned t 



But ; 



earili as in heaven ? What is forgiven 
there must be punisjied here. Her 
father had saved himself from the pen- 
alty of penitentiary labor only by years 
of deception. And if his crime had 
come to light during his life, what a 
frightful blow for her mother! How 
could he risk the happiness of one he 
loved so much ! Herself, too, his child; 
she had escaped being a convict's 
daughter by mere accident — through the 
h'e that her father had lived. 

And not a man or woman, or child 
even, in Chiskauga but knew it now, or 
would know it all before another week 
had passed. Was she justified in pro- 
posing that partnership to Ellinor ? 
What if the mothers of EUinor's pupils 
should object to send their daughters to 
the child of a malefactor — a girl, too, 
who was — oh the vile epithet from that 
horrid Mrs. Wolfgang's hps ! It had 
seared like burning steel. Could nioth- 
ers be blamed if they sought to preserve 
their daughters from contamination ? 

Evelyn Mowbray!— his name swept 
over her next. A man must protect his 
children — from reproach as much as 
from any other injury. Children living 
in fear that others should know who 
their mother was ! Had she a right to 
marry at all ? One thing was clear as 
noonday. It was her duty to absolve 
Evelyn from his promise to make her 
his wife. If he did not come to see 
her, she must seek him, to tell him 
that. 

The murmur of the waterfall, wafted 
up by a soft southern breeze, had sooth- 
ed her when she lirst reached the spot, 
but her ear was deaf to it now: bitier 
thoughts over|x)wered Nature's sooth- 
ings. Impatient of inaction, she re- 
traced her steps. 

As she passed along the vineyard, she 
had one of those dim premonitions which 
sometimes intimate the approach of a 
person to wiiom the thoughts have been 
directed. Looking down the road by 



which Sydenham's house was approach- 
ed, she saw some one ascending it. 
The villagers often passed thai way, it 
being (he most direct route for foot- 
passengers from the village to Tyler's 
mill. Celia^// who this was, but it did 
not occur to her that he might be on his 
way to visit a rival. Stern feelings en- 
grossed her, excluding all inklings of 
jealousy; she forgot Ellen's existence. 
Her thought was ; » Shall I accost him 
or avoid a meeting?" She saw him now 
distinctly, but tlie high paling and the 
shrubbery which fringed tiie path on the 
side next the forest afforded protection 
sufiicient if she resolved to escape ob- 
servation. She was too restless, how- 
ever, lo delay the issue. With a sort of 
desperate feehng she quickened her 
steps, confronting Mo vb ly as si e turn 
ed the comer of tl e v nejird fe ce 

When a man oci.u[. ed by secret 
thoughts of a friend or a loe^ — i\ oughts 
which lie would fa n h dc fro n all ll e 
world — comes sudde ly a 1 expect 
ediy on the object ot 1 s cc ta ons he 
must be an adept n d ss u at o fie 
can wholly conceal nlat he lis been 
thinking. Celia read her lo ersJace 
a conflict of feehngs — embarrassment, 
hesitation. He rallied quickly, however, 
greeted her cordially and asked after her 
health. 

Wh h w y were you going?" Celia 
k d ply ng to his inquiries. 

I d ut for exercise, and my 

t d n 1 have guided me here. 



W 



n?" 



I h ry." 

Ap Mowbraysaid; "Shall 

we walk a little way into the woods, they 
are so fresh and beautiful ?" 

Celia turned in assent. Mowbray 
walked by her side a few steps ; then 
added ; " I see you so seldom now, 
Celia. I feel as if it would be an intru- 
sion to enter Mr. Hartland's house, he 
is such a crabbed old fellow. What a 
pity you have such a guardian ! We 
might have been married before this if 
he had behaved like a decent man." 

" Probably." 

'■ Do you think, dear, he will ever get 
over that grudge he has against me ?" 
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" I cannot tell : it is not liitely. But 
he will not press Cranstoun upOE. me any 
more : lie considers him a. scoundrel." 
"That is one point gained." 
" My uncle is a strict, austere man, 
subject to prejudices, but he is a man to 
trust in time of trial ; and that is a good 
deal in this world. He is upright, and 

" Let us hope, then, that he will change 
his opinion of me. as much as he has of 
Amos Cranstoun," 

"Would tliat be important ?" 

Something in the steady lone, more 
than the words, startled Mowbray. The 
look of embarrassment came over his 
face ag.iin. Celia turned very pale, but 
she asked him quietly : " Have you ever 
thought about choosing a profession, 
Evelyn ?" 

"Yes, often, but I've never been able 
to make up my mind what it is best for 
me to do. I'm not as clever as you, 
Celia dear." 

" I don't see [hat. You're as far ad- 
vanced in German as I am ; and if you 
would only cultivate Dr. Meyrac's ac- 
quaintance, y(* would soon speak French 
fluently." 

" But how would French and German 
help me to a profession ?" 

Another pause. Celia broke it, say- 
ing : " I hear your mother is not as well 

" No ; mother's health is certainly 
failing. I tell her she works too hard, 
and that she onght to give up some of 
her pupils, but she thinks she can't 
afford it She has been in tlie habit of 
doing our ironing, so as not to make it 
too hard on Susan— you know we have 
only one girl— but I persuaded her to 
get Betty Carson for half a day each 
week. Betty's so busy she had only 
Saturday afternoons to spare, but we 
made that suit." 

" You had Betty yesterday afternoon, 
then ?" 

"Yes." 

They had reached the forest by this 
time. Here a fooipath, diverging (o the 
left from the direct road to the mill, 
led, in a circuit through the woods, back 
to the village. " Let us return home by 



this path," said Celia ; " I am a Htllc 

As they walked on, she looked up in. 
the face of the man she had loved so 
dearly and trusted so utterly, and had 
always thought so generous and kind. 
It was as much as she could do to re- 
strain her (ears, but she did restrain 
them, and commanded her voice so as 
to say, in a steady tone: "You know 
what has happened to me, Evelyn. I'm 
sure Betiy Carson must have told it to 
your mother yesterday." 

Mowbray blushed scarlet, like a girl. 
" I believe " — he stammered — " I think 
J heard mother say— Betty told her—-" 

" What did Betly tell her ?" 

"It was some difficulty about your 
father's mairiage, as I understood," 

"That he had a wife living in Eng- 
land—was that it?" 

" I think that was tlie story, as far as 

" Did you beheve it ?" 

" I hope it is not true, dear Celia, I 
should be so glad to hear from you that it 
is all a fabrication." 

" You didn't say a word to me about 

" Why should I repeat to you such a 
scandalous report ?" 

"You expected, then, that we should 
meet day after day, and pass it all over, 
without any explanation, without any 
consultation ?" 

"Your denial is sufficient." 

" My denial ? Every word of it is 
true, Evelyn — every word. My father 
was a bigamist A bigamist is a felon. 
If he had been found out, he would have 
worked in the penitentiary, a convict. I 
am a felon's daughter. I am — " She 
caught her breatli, but hesitated only for 
a moment ; " I am a bastard — a bas- 
tard ! I heard myself called so yester- 
day, I heard my mother called my 
father's kept mistress. Do you hear 
tliat ? Do you think we can live on and 
say nothing about such things to one 
another — you and I, lovers, two people 
who are engaged to be married — engaged 
to stand up and take each other for bet- 
ter, for worse, till death part us ?" 

Mowbray was weak, of facile nature, 
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nt, but he had a cert^n gener- 
osity withal, and Celia had roused it. 
He turned to address lier, but stopped, 
fearing she was about to faint. By the 
side of the path, close by, there lay a 
large poplar that bad been blown over 
a few days before. He begged her to 
sit down, supporting her toward it, but 
she recovered herself, saying, " Never 
mind, Evel3-n — I'm better: let us walk 
on slowly." 

" Surely, my darling Celia," Evelyn 
said, offering her his arm — » Surely you 
know how much I love you. What 
difference can it make to me whether 
your father behaved ill or not ?" 

"What difference? You don't care 
whether your children might live to be 
ashamed of one of their parents or not' 
You wouldn't care if, soni d j t 1 Id 
be thrown up to a girl of j tl t h 

grandfather was a felon 1 llj 

wronged the one he lo\ d d 
earth, and that her moth n II 

gitimate child? You ■wu // E 

lyn ; you could not help Y 

told me the Moubraj's were in Dome"* 
day Book. You stand on the honor of 
the name." 

He was about to protest, but she 
stopped him : " One word more. I 
must think for you, dear friend, as well 
a-s for myself. You have no profession. 
You have never seriously thought — you 
don't think now — of studying one. Your 
mother is barely able, faithfully as she 
works, to support herself If her health 
gives way, she cannot continue to do 
that ; and then to whom can she look 
but to her son ? I saw all this before, 
when we were first engaged ; but I 
knew then that I had enough for both, 
and that your mother could always have 
a home with us — " 

" Dear Celia, how unjust is fortune to 
disinherit one so generous as you !" 

" 1 thought then that, in any event, 
neither you nor your mother would 
suffer; but now^I'm not a beggar, Eve- 
lyn, though a woman (my uncle's sister) 
said I was: it was in Dr. Meyrac's 
parlor ; I heard her ; her words haunt 
me — but I'm not a beggar ; those who 
have health and friends and good-will to 



work need never beg ; but I am a poor 
orphan, without power to help any one, 
only too happy if I can earn my own 
support." 

" And you think I am dishonorable 
enough to desert you in your adversity?" 

" Your father left your mother and 
you little but an honorable name and 
an unblemished reputation. You must 
guard these — you must take care of your 
mother, and — " the color left her cheeks 
as she added firmly, but in a low voice— 
" you must find some other wife than 

" Celia, Celia !" said Mowbray earn- 
estly, " I would marry you, in spite of 
everydiing that has passed— I'd marry 
you to-morrow and brave it all, if your 
uncle would only consent." 

N w tor the first time, the tears filled 
C 1 yes, and she could scarcely re- 

ply Tl ey had come to a turn in the 
p I h nee a vista opened down on the 
11 nd d stant lake. Sydenham had 

d rustic seit to be placed there, 
wl to enjO) the view. This time 

she was periuided to rest: the agita- 
tion she had pa-Jsed through had un- 

" It s very kind of you, Evelyn," she 
answered, after they were seated, "to 
say that you would marry me still, but, it 
cannot be. Your mother would not wish 
it. We have not the means of support- 
ing a household ; that will confirm my 
uncle in his opposition. He is certain, 
now, to adhere to his refusal so long as 
my promise to mamma gives him the 
right to do so ; and i'm glad of it." 

"You, Celia l^ad of it?" 

"Yes, glad." 

" Then the hints Cranstoun threw out 
to me about Creighton's frequent visits 
to your uncle's house were true, after all ? 
He has a profession — he can support a 
wife. He is an orator, and the ladies 
always admire orators. Mr. Sydenham 
speaks highly of him, too. You and 
LeoHne Sydenham called on his mother 
last week. I see it all. I have nothing 
to say to it : it's all right. Only you 
might have told me honestly, Celia, how 
the land lay, instead of fooling me with 
tliese long stories about your father and 
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mother. You had only to give me a 
hint that another was preferred, and I 
would Iiave released j'ou at any time. I 
might have known — " 

Mowbray slopped, amazed at the effect 
of his words. Celia liad dried her eyes 
and had spoken to him quietly, kindly, 
in reply to that offer of marriage. But 
now hot tears 
straint^convul 
from head to Lo 

she wept, eov 

hands. Mowi) pe be 

humble lone to 
picjons. She A 
or gesture, tha 

he spoke to he m 

endearment : s d, 

sign, but the 
gradually to w 
became quieter g 
her hands : .sli 
grasp. Then h 
waist. The lo 
at once. Slie 
ing him. He 

there for a minute or two, neither speak- 
ing — Moivbray actually afraid; poor 
Celia struggling desperately for com- 
posure. At last she spoke, faintly at 
first, but gathering courage as she went 

" I used to think we had so much in 
common. It seemed to me we suited 
each other. 1 thought you understood 
me, Evelyn. Eight months ago you 
asked me to marry you. Did you lake 
me for a girl who would say yes, as i 
did, and then leave you bound by the 
promise you made lo me in return, after 
I had changed my mind and preferred 
another .' I loved you, Evelyn ; I 
thought so much of you." 

"Forgive me — oh forgive me!" he 

'• Slanderers tried to poison my mind 
against you. They sent me an anony- 
mous letter telling me that you met 
Ellen Tyler and made iove to her, 
secretly, at a lonely spot in the woods 
near her father's mill, and that her father 
had surprised one of your interviews." 

" Did you believe all that of me, 
Celia ?" 



" Not a word of it. If I had, I should 
have spoken to you about it that very 
day. 1 burned the letter, and have 
scarcely thought of it since — till now. 
I trusted you." 

" How nobly you have acted !" 
"Have you trusted mef Do you 
know what you have just been telling 
m — I had solemnly prom- 

wife, and without ever 
sed from that promise, 
ai e, secretly encouraging 
he was better able to 



po 



I yoi 



You a 



vhose authority.? On 

a villain who traduced 

( rtain that anonymous 

lim)— on the say-so of 

took ten thousand dol- 

papa — hush-money to 

E sh marriage — and who 

to the heir-at-law in 

E fl to bring suit against 

le property for Iiim, on 

u set his lies against 

m ind they outweigh it?" 

" Spare me, Celia, spare me." 

" I am soTTj—very sorry, Evelyn — " 

in a softened tone — "but you force me 

to defend myself. And the truth 7n!ist 

be told : the hapi>iness of both our lives 

depends upon if." 

" I absolve you from all blame, Celia." 
" As to Mr. Creighton he is a brave, 
generous man : an o an n ^1 be 
proud of him as a 1 usl d Idolonor 
him — you touched he hie e — be- 
cause he selected a p ofess o nd works 
hard at il, as eveiy young n an si ould. 
He has a right o ask any vonai in 
marriage, and I hope he ndl hnd one 
worthy to be his wife. But he is nothing 
to me. I do not love him, and 1 never 
shall. He does not love me. I don't 
even think he likes me. He thinks me 
purse-proud, I believe : at least his man- 
ner lias seemed lo say so. When I told 
you that 1 was glad my uncle persisted 
in refusing assent to our marriage, I had 
foi^otten there was such a man as Mr. 
Creighton in the world. I was thinking 
of you — ■ not of him. I was thinking 
that if I had been free to marry, and 
you had proposed to make me your wife 
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to-morrow, it would have been wrong in 
me to accept the offer. I was glad that, 
if you did persist in seeking me, two 
years and a half would intervene, so (hat 
you could make no sacrifice on th 'm 
pulse of the moment If you had u 
stood anything about me, you w d 
have felt that at once." 

CI C la, 1 m h p > t 

I too 1 t W h o 

p f h m w « 11 

Id jpprtybklw Idg 

11— f ly J yf U)— t 11 

) h I h 1 L Oh Ev 



pk 



dj- 



flill Ian 



d — h t bi d t 1 e 

a dpa ^, fl g J, — 

said that I had dealt falsely by you 
that, to conceal my encouragemen 
Mr. Creighton's addre.sses, I was fo 
you with tales about my father and 
mother. It was an insult— an insult to 
their memory and to me. 1 know it was 
caused by a petulant burst of anger. 
But the words were said, and can neve 
in this world, be recalled." 

" Is this your final decision ?" 

" Yes, final and irrevocable, I shall 
never mairy. I don't want any ma to 
brave reproach for me. I can bea m 
own burden. I release you fron ill 
promise, and you shall have a witness 
in proof. I shall see your mother to- 
night, and leil her that her son is free." 

"And you throw me over, without 
more ado, like that, as if I were a worth- 
less scapegrace. What am I to tliink 
of your love, Celia ?" 

" Do not let us part in anger, Evelyn, 
I don't think you worthless. I think 
we are unsuited to each other, and fhat 
we should be unhappy together if we 
married. And it is not you who have 
to fear insinuations about being thrown 
over, as you call it. It is not a rich 
girl jilting a poor man. I accepted you 
when I was able to offer a competency. 
A penniless girl, 1 reject you — a penni- 
less and nameless girl, whom nobody 
would care to own. Von ask what you 
are to think of my love"-— again that 
tremble in the tones ; " it may be a 



comfort to you some day, Evelyn, to re- 
member that a young girl once loved 
you dearly, trusted you implicitly, would 
have given her life for yours. I am not 



" I have forgiven everything, dear 
friend. Do not let us say a word more 



A d ll ey walked home — these 
Ik Oj, qu elly and amicably of 



Pl 



the 



nquin 



look ot many villagers whom they n 
tintl near to Hartland's dwelling, they 
re ched ll e cross street (hat led lo Mrs. 
Mowbray s cottage on the lake. There 
Mowbray wrung Celia's hand in silence, 
parted from her — and it was all over ! 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



Apmsl an oracle." 

When Celia parted from her cousin 
at her uncle's front gate that afternoon, 
some tone or took of his suggested to 
her that his projected visit was to Ellinor 
only, not to Dr. Meyrac. Yet it seems 
she was mistaken. When Ethan called 
at the house he asked for the doctor, 
and was closeted with him for some time. 
Afterward, it is true, he inquired for Miss 
Ethelridge, and she came to the parlor. 
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I d, 

dy f ]j 



fi d i th k M Ell — 

1 11 p > h i h wl d 

th pt g t p p f th 

alk 

Ap 1 p b lly t t } t 

t p t 1 t d 1 tl 

h t d th I 

tl wh t m d I 1 f] d J f 1 

dp — II tl t 1 d 

b ht th t th y 1 p Ik 

, a w 1 

frokjld ddftgra 1\ 

d > 11 th J 1 h f 1 J 

bru dw grtfUyyldt 

t d d iru tf 1 fl Tl 

tl y f F th 1 H p 
d L 
Th tw Ell d Eth 



d I h dj 


d tl 


tl 1 t 1 tl 


pl t 1 k h 


tl 


1ml 1 


1 m th p 


t f tl h d tl 


pl 




Ell h d b 


f q t t f 


th M i wh 


h Ik d h Id 


f J d th 


w Ik p h 


Ell w f h 


mb oc lly 


lid p 


d 1 d 1 


f d wh th ) 


od tf 1 b t 


th was th fi t 


t 1 h d 


t d M El 


d t w Ik 1 h m 


al Ell fit 1 t d th 


f 


b rr d Etl 


Af 1 tl 


pl t 11 h 


Ik d f 


t 1 


Tl Ell 


th fi t t p k 


"What a beau 


ful spot for building! ' 


she said, as they passed a certain six- 


acre lot that our readers wot of, « Has 


it been bought ?" 




"No. Mr. Sydenham had instructed 


me not to sell it.' 




" How prettily 


it is laid out! Is it 


for sale now ?" 




"No." 




"Somebody h 


s shown much taste 



h Mr. Sydenham entrusted the 

1 y g f it out to you, did he not, Mr. 
H tl d.'" 

■\ I'm glad it pleases you. I 

Ik t lay out pretty spots, and this 

al J ook my fancy. It's embellish- 

s a labor of love." 

I ! ive not seen a more charming 

I f a picturesque cottage for many a 

1) 

Th tiiey relapsed into silence again. 
Aft time Ethan said : " Cousin Celia 

II you and she are to be partners 
y ng on the 'Chiskauga Institute.' 

I ry glad of it — glad for her sake, 

f tl gh she is a dear, good, willing 

1 1 is inexperienced, while your 

g ment and method are excellent ; 

I gl d for yours. Miss Elhelridge, be- 

the hLor and the responsibility 

t nni,! lor \ou alone jour brain 

d J r ejes hue been oierta'iked " 

Ell r looked up quickl) Did 

C i peak to jou about my being 

t ked' 

N she only spoke to me of her 
g t I ve lor )ou and of her joy that 
e w llmg to rece ve 1 er 
D r child It WIS jour own idea, 
th 

F give me, dear Miss Ethelrldge. 
I h o right to interfere^" he paused 
h of an expression — " to inter- 
f what regards your welfare. But 

I 1 remarked — it has seemed to me 

t mes — that when you have used 
y s long in school, you felt pain 

I d occasionally. But is that your 
!y ason for supposing my eyes 
k 

N I fear that I shall appear pre- 
p us, but — I wanted so much to 
k the truth, and I spoke to Dr. 

Meyrac about it." 
" And he said — ?" 

"That it was important you should 
not overwork your eyes, especially at 
night," 

" Nothing more ?" 

" No. You are not offended by my 
intermeddling ?" 

"Offended! I have met with much 
kindness — more than 1 expecled^far 
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more tlian I liad any 


ri'ht 


o expect 


treated me mor 


hi 


d 


erously than yo 




d p d 


on my friends to qu 


wd 


k d 


and if I have sa d 


b u 




Hartland, don't h k 


m 


•n 


" 1 am asham d 




P 
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" You sugges d 
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Etiian did n 

EUinor saw 1 w 

understood why gb 

her from the s 

week, by the G h 

had offered to read to her of evemngs , 
why he so often proposed, to Madame 
Meyrac and lierself, to translate lo them 
passages he had selected from his Ger- 
man favorites. She understood why he 
had volunteered a tliousand little ser- 
vices that saved her eyes from strain. 
'•You are a good man, Mr. Hartland," 
slie said, warmiy. " God requite you ! 
for I never can." 

Ethan's face — not a handsome one, if 
one looked to regularity of feature, but 
a face in which one read firmness, be- 
nevolence, honesty— Ethan's face lit op 
with joy. But be changed the subject, 
speaking of details conn t d th th 
projected partnership. Tl 
ing, they passed the fair d h 

the day before, there had be b 

ball match between ri\ I 1 b d 

reached a spot wliere a f tp h d 

ing in zigzag the face t th h II d 
through thick underbr h f I 1 
bushes, led up to the sum 1 I I ff 

which, as our readers k p 

cipitously from the shor t I Ik 
little way beyond its th t 






11 ty. 



Here, in a grove of c d 
verge of the cliff, the villa 
ed a summer-house, shell 
north, but open on the 
lake. The view thence 
lo that which had struck 
with admiration on his ar 

TI:e sweep of low hiil ( 



tl 



"■Vou regret, sometimes, said Ethan 
in a low voice, "that you have selded, 
here out of the world, among us ? You 
look back, with sadness, do you not, on 
f d"ff t I'f ■ Europe ?" 

W h d yes, but never with 

t D } regret, after spending 
) rs tl Old World, that you 
h t d t Chiskauga ?" 

I ? 01 But that is quite dif- 

f t I I rn in New England, 

b t I 1 so young that Chis- 

k m t me almost my native 

] I Ilk lOre and more day by 

d If— f I ood fortune that has 

f 11 d f endures, 1 should be 

II I d die here." 

\ lent with Mr. Syden- 

Ftl 1 1 t d — coloring and show- 
t d aiion. When he spoke 

m h tl one of his voice caused 

FU b h more quickly— in the 

I pi I t it was, not in the sim- 
pl 1 W 11 you let me tell you 
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aomefhing of my life and my prospects, 
Miss Elhelridge, and not think me 
egotistical ?" 

Ellinor smiled ; " We were speaking, 
a little while ago, of my plans and pros- 
pects. Did that strike jou as egotism 

"How kind you are ! It shall not be 
a long story. I wish you had known 
my mother — my own mother. She was 
as gentle and warm-hearted as my step- 
mother is ; and I think there never was 
any on I 1 th If 1 r child 
as she 11 h d d f Is very 

sad to th k f b I k w n w that 
she ml t 1 p d y f th r from 

motive f p t d t —he I 



s all 1 



I d 



h k e 



f h h 



rwh t 



"I h i d th 
well sp I f 1 

"I ^ d I 

she had b t I is y 1 I 

then, b t f t J I we t t 

Germa d tl e d 

hard V k hll d y tl I O my 

return I couldn't find employment as 
civil engineer ; so I accepted from Mr. 
Sydenham the post of land-agent. Of 
bis own accord he has gradually in- 
creased my salary from seven hundred 
and (wenly dollars to fifteen hundred dol- 
lars a year. Last year — but you know 
how generous he is — he gave me what 
you were admiring lo-day— that building 
site with the Ehn Walk on one side 
and the lake in front. You were right, 
Miss Ellinor : there is not a more choice 
spot for a modest residence on the whole 
property. Last week be told me that 
just as long as I could find no more 
eligible situation he wished me to retain 
the position I hold as manager of his 
Chiskauga estate, were it for life ; he 
even offered me a further increase of 
salary, in case"— he hesitated— " in- cer- 
tain contingencies. I have saved, while 
in his service, enough to build — perhaps 
not to furnish — as handsome a house as 
I desire." Ethan paused. 

» I am not surprised," said Ellinor, 
"that you HI(e Chiskauga and are satis- 
fied with your lot." 

" I am not satisfied with my lot. 



though i may lose your good opinion by 
saying so. I am ambitious." 

" I should never have thought it : you 
seemed content to live and die here. 
Are you sorry to have lost the chance 
of distinction as engineer ? or have you 
political a.spi rations, as my friend Mr. 
Creighlon has had i"' 

At the name a shade as of disappoint- 
ment crossed Ethan's face. He replied 
gravely: "My ambition rises higher 
than a seat in Congress or an engineer's 
post with a ten-thousand dollar salary." 

"I didn't guess that," said EUinor, 

"No wonder I doubt if there be a 
m n r child in Chiskauga 

Ih t w Id it, or that would not 

1 htm f th y did," a little bitterly. 

H t Ell inkling of what was 

m It med probable that some 

Id f I lib was stealing over 

I f II t 1 in her cheeks came 
1 I t ddenly and brightly to 

b I m ly t ir and exercise. Yet 
Id 1 b a very vague intuition 
only, or she would not have said ; "You 
are reticent, Mr. Hartland : you don't 
share your plans with your friends." 

Some undefined suasion in the tone or 
in the words, or perhaps it was the 
heightened color, gave him courage. 
" You think me reticent," he said " If 
I had ever believed that I could confess 
to you how far my ambition reaches, 
without incurring — no, not your con- 
tempt, you are too noble for that — but 
your displeasure, the confession should 
have been made long ago." 

Then he told her what had lain hidden 
for years in that shy heart of his — how 
he had taken himself to task for aspiring 
to one so far above him — one who had 
always seemed lo him to have come 
down from some upper sphere : how the 
feeling of that disparity between them 
had grown and strengthened the more 
he had seen of her, the better he had 
learned to know her. " God is my wit- 
ness," he said, " it's not of rank nor of 
social position I'm talking ; these have 
no oppression for me. If I were to be 
presented to a queen to-morrow, it would 
be without anything akin to abasement : 
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we learn independence of feeling here in 
tlie WeKt. But there Is a subtile some- 
thing that enshrines you ; an atniosphtre 
of delicate culture and refinement, that 
is partly due no doubt to lifelong seclu- 
sion from all rude agencies." 

" Seclusion from all rude agencies ? 
If you only knew, Mr. Hartland, what 
has befallen me !" 

" I do not know. I do not ask. The 
past is nothing to me. It's of the future 
I wanted to speak. I think I should 
not have had courage for it to-day, if you 
hadn't said those kind words — far, far 
beyond my desert. I feel that I am 
country-bred, rudely nurtured, and with 
a mere humble competence to offer. I 
have no daims^but none of us have 
any claims on God for mercy and love." 

"You say this to a poor, penniless 
country teacher ?" 

" I say it to Ellinor Elhelridge. I 
knew I should have to say it some day 
or other. It's too strong for me. I 
thought perhaps I might escape it by 
throwing every energy into my work : I 
used to like that for its own sake ; but 
I've come to feel that work without care 
for something beyond oneself has no life 
in it — is nothing but a task. It was a 
Jittie thing, that bit of land to build on : 
how the magnates of this world would 
laugh if they knew what joy I felt when 
Sydenham's generosity threw it into my 
hands ! But for me its charm was in 
hope, not in possession. The solitary 
feeling I had when I lost my mother 
had come again ; and one night I dream- 
ed that the pretty cottage I had been 
thinking of stood there in the early .inn- 
shine, and — that I was no longer solitary. 
Dreaming still, I went out to work, not 
for my-iieif alone and impatient till even- 
ing came : then, when I returned. In the 
moonlight — there on the lake shore, all 
in white — i knew it was not a spirit, yet 
I approached it with misgiving. But I 
•was welcomed, as some poor wanderer, 
when earth-life has passed, may be re- 
ceived in heaven. Now you know all 
the extravagance of my ambition. You 
know on what conditions I'm willing to 
live and lo die in thi^ little village of our.i. 
My Nfo is dark, my work is irksome, 



that pretty home-spot is a mockery, 
wiihout you, EUinor. You may not care 
for my love— perhaps you love another : 
then you shall never be pained by one 
troublesome word from nie. I cannot 
live in sight of Paradise and feel that its 
gates are closed against me for ever. 
Eut the world is wide, and every man 
must do what God allots to him till the 
day of release comes." 

These undemonstrative creatures who 
walk through life with heart in check and 
feelings " like greyhounds in the slips," 
have sometimes, under the frigid sur- 
face, a humble well-spring of enthusiasm 
that will overflow on occasion. To-day 
Ethan's lime had come;' the hidden 
fount was stirred. It was a new revela- 
tion to Ellinor. 

Though her cheeks were flushed and 
the tears had stolen to her eyes, she sat 
quiet and silent, gazing dreamily on the 
placid landscape before her. Ethan said 
not a word more — half-hoping when he 
saw her hesitale — content, for the mo- 
ment, that his temerity had not called 
forth sudden rejection. At last the an- 
swer came in a subdued tone : " Mr. 
Hartland, 1 think the highest honor one 
human being can confer on another is 
tlie homage of a faithful heart. But I 
owe you more than this. You trust me 
implicitly, knowing nothing, asking no- 
thing, of my past life. Yet my position 
might well create doubts, even in those 
least inclined to sus]3icIon, whether mis- 
conduct might not have had something 
to do with this exile from my native 

The lover thought he felt his way 
clear now. His tongue was loosed: 
his heart spoke from his eyes. Ellinor 
did not recognize the Ethan she had 
known for years as he rephed ; " What- 



But you' know little how I love you if 
you think it necessary to say one word 
in exculpation — in explanation, ! mean — 
of your coming here among us to do us 
good. Can love be faithful and have no 
faith ?— a pitiful imposture without it ! 
It is not in the power of human being — 



m yoi 



.gly, willfully, dor 
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anything that God or g od II 

member against you fo j d tit 

1 don't care— I mean, tl pt f th 

])ain which sad memor m y g j 
I don't care — what yo 1 b I 

know, as I know my ex h j 

are. I think — God fonn — tl t I 

couldn't believe in D G od 

itself if I lost belief i M} f 1 

in you is like rny faith h b f 

God's world— ill His st 1 h 

—in the pure stream H d f 

blessing — in His very p m f m 

mortality. See !" be dd d I 

reverent tone : " if every p t t f h 
torical truth set up in pp t f h 
Christian scheme of m itl d 1 

life were swept away to m rr w Id 

still be to me the reveal [ f 1 d 

light it is — itself its ow w t Ad 

you are my revelation f 1 1 

lence and gracious refin t til 
you, Ellinor, I have liol d 1 

all human testimony ca ^ O 

But it's no use," he b k t 
moment's pau.se—" it's t I t f 
to go on. I can feel it all — how it 
comes over me I— but to tell it—" 

She was touched to the heart-core. 
"I did not know," she said, "that there 
was such nobility of faith in the world." 
Then she relapsed into what seemed sad 
thoughts, sighing. At last: "There is 
an obstacle. Do not fear," she said, 
earnestly. " I am not going to conceal 
anything from you : trust like yours 
must not be all on one side. Do you 
think I would let you speak to me as 
you have spoken to-day, and then keep 
back one sin 1 may have committed? 
Do you think I would hide from you 
now what reduced me to poverty and 
dependence ? I meant to pass my life 
here in this quiet place, God and my 
own heart the only judges of (he past. 
But you shall know all." 

Then, after a pause, she told him of 
her early life while her mother, a widow, 
yet lived ; of what befell her, in a cold 
home, at cruel hands, after her mother's 
death ; of a terrible crisis in her life that 
led her to the brink of despair ; then — 
what she had already told Celia— of her 
bitter sufferings and her final rescue. 



EI It d as one might listen to 
d f tl e next world, his very 
1 tl f aling story, now moved 
t p ) t red to hot indignation. 

'\. d h Ell or closed her narrative 
by h deep sigh of relief, " I 

1 k pt th g from you, and now — 
th k G d — I m here, never, never to 
t Eth broke forth : 

Ad 1 the obstacle? The world 

f 1 1 d heartless : Love's name 

p f d b) the base, the treacherous, 

tl I nd that's to be a reason 

wh y narry me ! I knew it 

bef h d — wl t it must all amount to 

— h 1 tl t nfamous plot passes im- 

1 Wl tofit? Can you never 

b y f b use worthless creatures 

1 1 d against you ?" 

N tl t not it. God, who sees 
t d influences, may justify 

I demn. At all events, 

th I t Id you the whole truth, 
I 11 t bide by your judgment." 

Th k G d " 

B t f J don't think !t cause 
enough to desist from seeking me, that 
my relatives regard me as outcast — " 



"I e 






" Well, I shall not say another word 
about it ; but that is not the obstacle I 
spoke of" 

"It's some one else ?" 

She shook her head. 

Such a sigh of relief ! Then, eagerly; 
"What is it, Ellinor?" 

" !f ever man deserved a good wife, you 
do — one who would make you a bright, 
cheerful home — one who would see to 
all your wants, and comforts — one who 
should be care-taker, it may be, of your 
children, looking to their habits, watching 
their shortcomings ; in short, oversee- 
ing and providing for your household." 

"And you, with your business tact 
and admirable judgment— -you can't do 
this ?" 

" Had God so willed, it might have 
been. Possibly, pos.sibly— but I mustn't 
shrink from looking in the face what may 
be the inevitable." 

" The inevitable ?" 

" Dr. IVieyrac was less honest to you 
than he has been to me." 
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Ethan hung on her words, scarcely 
breathing. Could it be ? Kllinor went 
on : " The good man knew that the 
truth is always best, and he told me 
that any day there might be paralysis of 
the optic nerve. A blind wife — " 

" Hush, Ellinor. It is in God's hands. 
Shall we rebel against Him ?" 

" 1 do not. Once, in the extremity of 
misery, I might have done so : then 
there came to me, as if some angel had 
stooped down and spoken, the words ; 
' Adversity never crushes except those 
who rebel against it.' I do not rebel. 
But God intends this affliction for me 
alone. It must never fall in) 

" It's hazardous to saj wl t G d 



We £ 



! H 



that's ail. He brought j h It 

was His will that I should b j 

year after year, It was H II 1 t 

out of all this glorious w Id of H I 
should crave one bless gl 1 

against which all else is du t th b 1 
ance. I Itnow that hearts 1 I 
ed until Death stilled the ) g, b t 

if—" He paused, adding at last: "You 
are the soul of tiuth, Ellinor. If wliat 
seems to you an obstacle did not exist—" 
" You sliall have more than an answer 
to your question. If in one year from 
this time Dr. Meyrac thinks the danger 
has passed — " she gave him her hand. 
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e shadow. A 
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q ingly, and he 

d late: there is 

it." He took 
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" Is it absurd ?" pursued Ethan, when 
saw she had read it, " Is it ridicu- 
is ? Yet I never knew what the glory 



As they walked slowly home they 
gradually came back to earth. They 
had passed the age of thoughtlessness. 
Ellinor was twenty-five and Ethan six 
years older, and they were business peo- 
ple,. if they were lovers. 

They agreed that, except to Celia, 
nothing should be said of their engage- 
ment and its proviso. Ethan could not 
help touching on that proviso : " Whom 
ould you cherish the more dearly, Elli- 
or — one of your pupils who enjoyed all 
her sejises, or one who, by loss of sight, 
doubly needed your protection ?" 

"A year, a year!" she persisted: 
let us await the decree of God." 
Then, as they passed on, nearlng the 
Elm Walk, her eyes following his wist- 
ful gaze to a small clump of shrubbery, 
the soft voice added in a lighter tone ; 
" Dream-cottages are pretty things in the 
moonlight, but there are rainy days, you 
know, Ethan." 

" Ethan !" He started. 

"Besides," she went on, "even if all 
else result — result as we hope — there's 
thu furniture: I've a small purse at 
home that perhaps in another year might 
be heavy enough — " 

" In another year, then. Since you've 
found out my scriptural name, darling 
Ellinor, I am content to work and to 
wait, for I know now— if we both live— 
what the will of God is," 

It was a cheerful party that evening 
at Dr. Meyrae's tea-table. 



CHAPTER XXX. 



" An' is it you, Terence dear, at last ? 
What's the matter ? Ye look as if ye'd 
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"Worse nor tlnat, Norah. Did ye 
Ever hear of a spook stealin' a man's 
money and sendin' bim to jail ?" 

Nor;ih turned pale: "Sure and it 

"Yes it is — that very black- so uled, 
infernal — Ye needn't grip the babe, 
mavourneen : don't scare the cliildher. 
It's me that has the whip-hand o' the 
scoundrel now." 

The lime of this dialogue was three 
days afler that on which the two cousins 
parted at Mr. Hartland's gate — one to 
return with crushed heart and saddened 
life ; the other with exultation, in a tu- 
rn T 
H 



IS B H , , 

that our old friends, Terence and Norah, 
with their two children, Dermot and 
Kathleen, now found themselves. Kul- 
len had kept his promise as to the letter 
of recommendation. It was to Mr. 
Sydenham, whose acquaintance be had 
made while traveling, three years before, 
as temperance lecturer in Ohio. Ter- 
ence had given up his tavern, spent a 
week with his father-in-kw in Cumber- 



land county, and as soon as he reached 
Chiskauga had presented bis credentials. 
It was on his return from Rosebank, 
and Just before reaching the hotel, that 
he met a plain hut nicely-kept carriage 
drawn by two sorrels. 

" But are ye sure it was bim ?" Norah 
asked, under her breath. 

"Am I sure that's you, acushla? Am 
I sure this is little Kathy ?" taking her 
on his knee. "D'ye think them poor 
craturs that's burnin' in hell don't know 
the Divil when they catch a sight of 
him ?" 

" Ye scare the babe, Teddy, with sich 

V U, thin, I won't." To the child : 

isn't no ugly black man comin' 

daddy or my Kathy : they don't 

"ly black men here. We're gom' 

"^rden a'most as nice as grand 

vhere ye kin play to yer heart's 

my little darlinL And, Derry, 

— Kinshon Creek's the name it 
' — where ye kin sail that boat o' 

D mot clapped his hands. 

ye've settled it all, Terence. Ye 
^ . Sydenham ?" 

D dn't I ? A gintleman, every inch 

He 'minds me o' the Ould 

', barrin' he's as civil-spoken as 

he was nobody at all — " 

D d ye tell bim about the trial and 

and all ?" 

what for shouldn't I tell him the 

out o' (he face.' It's no more 

ht for bim to know where I've 

nd then maybe Mr. Kullen wrote 

a'ready. So I toul 1 eve yi! 'n^ 

bout me and you. Sajs I M 

am, if she don't make I e beau 

butter that's ever been set on 

your table, we don't want a c nay I er 

she nor me.' That settled 

" So ye'r to manage the fa m and n e 
the dairy, and we're to have the place ? 
"The house and the garden and a 
potato patch and a cow's railk, wood to 
keep the pot boilin' and the childher 
warm, and sixty dollars a month. It 
don't pay hke the bar, Norah, but then, 
ye know, I promised Mr. Kullen—" 
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" Oh Teddv to talk of the bar ' an' 


niver tell— it might be Cod thit sint ye 


d 1 1 111 1 th 


th M k 11 1 1 H d d to 


il 11 Id d 


k p > f 1 Ip d k nd 


and ih bl d t IL d th 


fmkp py bd Ike 


1 Ij b t k d )tl 


11 t C dy d b y 1 1 ere 


] Ik t d t b h } m 


h J h tl b d nd 


f m Id M R h d 1 


1 J 11 1 Idl ni out 



I 



f 



A d t w 
J 11 tl w b dj th J t 

I b th 1 Id — bod) t 1 h 
at the foolish fellow when he dropped 
Kathleen in a hurry and stopped short 
his wife's panegyric on farm-life by a 
kiss very much of the old Cumberland 
county savor. 

"Thin it's all jisf right, mavourneen," 

he said. " I was sort o' tired o' them 

slone pavements and brick walls and 

h I any way. It's a snug 

II u II, Norah — four good 
f b) the kitchen. The ould 

" ":, but his 'f d' d 1 t 



\ d I 



)'lo 



M S)d 

h P i s four doll k f 

his board ; that'll help so e, d jb 
the poor man won't eat g t d 1 
I think he takes it hard th Id 
man's death. I'm not m d bt b t 
what we've done the right th f tl t 

divil is here." 

The farm faded from N ral \, 

nation, the bright look from her face, 
and anxious misgivings about Ca.ssiday, 
the perjured witness, clouded counte- 
nance and thought, 

"Ye came here to please me, Teddy 
asthore, and ye haven't forgot them 
times when ye used to set by the kitchen 
lire and tell father stories about ould 
Ireland lo please him for my sake. 
Maybe ye' 11 do so met hi n' more for 
me." 

" Ye're a darlint, Norah, and so was 
yer ould father to let me have ye. Sorra 
thing can ye ask me — in rason, that is — 
but what I'll do." 

"It's for your sake, Teddy, and the 
childher's. I dreamed last night about 
them days when ye was in jail, and me 
like a bird wi' a broken wing that want- 
ed to go otF somewhere and die; it's 
awful to think of; but then — ye can 



a ff f tl 
W! k 



L t I 



the 



t 1 



tl t b d 
to haim ye — all for yer good ?" 

"Sure, an' it wouldn't be God that 
would put sich a thought in a man . 
that's the Divil's work." 

" I do' know," said Norah, thought- 
fully ; " He tould Moses he was goin' lo 
harden King Pharaoh's heart and them 
Egyptians, afore tliey got drownded ; 
and he did harden it awful ; and that 
was the way the childher o' Israel got 
to the promised land. I was readin' it 
It k, d lb re's nolhin' about the 
D ith 

N 1 w tt ng out of her depth 

tl R d S f theology, and Ter- 

af d t follow her. He tried 

t b 1 b k to the dry land of 

p t 1 b " An' what was it ye 

w I d m t d for ye '" 

B t N h n qu te ready to 

tl q e " Cassiday 

w dp kin an," she said, 

"but I don h nk he vickeder nor 

Pharaoh : e n e do kill Derry 

nor nobod e e h earn of; but 

Pharaoh, e ed o n de all the boys 
them Isra won en ad t as soon as 
the poor babe was b n and niver to 
leave then o b e girls. Ef it 

had been Derry, what «ould ye have 
done, Terence ?" 

" Sure an' wouldn't I have shot the 
bloody blackguard, ef 1 could ?" 

" 1 expect ye would. But ye see God 
niver tould the childher o' Israel to shoot 
Pharaoh, He took it in hand himself, 
and drownded him. So you jist Jet that 
vagabone alone, Terence. Ef God wants 
him drownded, it's easy done. There's 
plenty o' them steamboats blows up 
every day ; or maybe he'll go sailin' on 
that bit water we saw as we came in, 
and the boat '11 tip over. Any way, it's 



ab,Google 



i66 



BETOND THE BREAKERS. 



good the rascal's clone ye, though he 
was minded to do ye harm : ef he hadn't 
sworn agin ye, ye'd niver have got to 
no promised land like this, I'm sure 
it's far better here nor it was in the wil- 
derness, with notltin' but manna, or may- 
be some birds, to eat all day. We're to 
have a cow's milk, and tliey sa.y there's 
bee trees in them woods out here Jn tlie 
West, that a man can cut down ef he 
wants a bucket o' nice honeycomb ; — and 
thin, ye know, there's the garden besides, 
and the potato-patch. And sure the Is- 
raelites niver had no potatoes, and niver 
came to nothin' better, after they got 
done with the wilderness, nor milk and 
honey. Now, Teddy — there's a darlint \ 
— let bj-gones be bygones : let the ugly 
spalpeen go, and let God have his own 
way, and don't ye be getting yerself into 
another scrape for nothin' at all, at all; 
that's what I wanted to ax }'e." 

Terence reflected ; " It's nothin' bet- 
ter nor to be kilt over the head with a 
good shillalah the rascal deserves ; but 
thin ef we all got our desarts, maybe 
there's some of us might come out sort 
o' badly. I don't niver hke to think 
much about keepln' them men drinkin' 
half the night, instead o' comin' decently 
to bed to yon, Norah, an' you lying there 
wakin' and waitin' for me. I don't jist 
fhink God liked that. So maybe, as ye 
say, I'd best leave Him to manage Cassi- 
day, or Delorny, or whatever name the 
Divil's cub has picked up by this time. 



ighty aggravatin'-like to see 
nvdy set up there wi' a 
bran-new coat and hat, drivin' the pret- 
tiest pair o' sorrels ye ever set eyes on, 
Norah ; and me that knows all the time 
where the money came from that made 
him a dacent man to look at." 

" But ye niver can get back that money 
without you go into them law-courts 
again ; and 1 think that would kill me," 
said Norah, with a shudder. 

" Sure an' didn't I tell ye, acushia, I'd 
let the scoundrel run, for your sake and 
the babes? Thin I've got no time to 
go after him wi' the shillalah ; for that 
house of ourn's is all ready, and I made 
a fire in the kitchen, and the ould coach- 
man said he'd see to it till we came on. 
I'll go seek a dray to take the trunks 
and the plenishin'." 

" There ain't no drays here, daddy," 
said that observant young urchin, Der- 
mot, who had been exploring Chiskauga 
while his father was gone. 

" Well, thin, a cart or a wagon, or 
whatever they carry things with in these 

Before evening ihey were installed in 
their new habitation. And Derry was 
saihng his boat on the creek, and Kath- 
leen, with gaze of infant delight, was 
watching Norah milk "them blessed 
cows," warm recollections of a home- 
stead in Pennsylvania flushing the moth- 
er's cheek and tears of pleasure dimming 
her eyes the while. 
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PART IX. 



CHAPTER xxxr. 



words."— Madame dk SEVicuf, stiakmgoftht.good 

ON the lower portion of the lawn m 
front of Sydenham's house stood a 
stately elm, which, when the axe Icielcd 
the surrounding forest, the woodcutter 
had spared. Under its broid shelter in 
full view of the village, sat two ladies— 
Mrs. Clymer on a rusiic chan calmly 
knitting, and our friend Leohne on a 
camp-stool, a small table with drawin^ 
materials before her. 

The latter seemed greativ d scorn 
posed. " It's no use. Aunt Hannah 
throwing down her pencd I cm t 

draw a steady line this morning I wish 
some old man would marry that horr d 
creature and carry her oil to Califoro a 

" Thee shouldn't talk so Lela dear 
We should make much allowance for 
Catherine Wolfgang. Thee is too \o\ n^ 
to remember much of her husband, but 
she must have been sorely tried with 
that man." 

" If his tongue was half as abusive as 
hers, I think she must, auntie. 'Seems 
to me if we have suffering ourselves, that 
ought to make us feel compassion for 
the suiFerings of others." 

"Yes. But she didn't know Celia 
was within heating, and had no intention 
of hurling her feelings." 

" She's too cowardly to say it to her 
face; these creatures alwaj's are. They 
haven't a bit of real courage. She only 
abused the darling child, and insulted 
the memory of her parents, behind her 

" Maybe it wasn't so bad as thee 
thinks. People sometimes exaggerate 
without intending it." 

" I wonder if there ever was anybody 
you could not find some excuse for, 

'■ We all need forgivenes.'i, Lela." 

" More or less. But I think if I had 



ten thousand Aunt Hannahs, ju.st like 
you, they wouldn't need as much for- 
giveness for the sins they committed all 
tlieir lives through, as Mrs. Wolfgang 
needs for the backbiting she does with 
that bitler tongue of hers in a single 
Stix i n wicked myself, I know: if 
that \^onan had wailed for Jean to carry 
her out to the garden gate, I'd have 
hked of all things in the world, to be 
passing just then, on the other side of 
the wiy it would have been a sight to 
»:ee But I'm not vicious : I don't wish 
an(bodj any harm: if Mrs. Wolfgang 
were on her deathbed, and had nobody 
else I d be willing to sit up with her all 
night provided they didn't insist on my 
crjing if she died next morning. Then, 
)0u know, auntie, I've heard you repeat 
the text-, about breaking the bruised 
reed and crushing the soul already nigh 
to perishing. I think anybody who 
would do that is too mean and cruel to 
hve in this world." 

" God does not think so." 

Hannah Clymer was almost startled 
out of her equanimity when the warm- 
hearted girl sprang from her seat, threw 
her arms round her neck and kissed her : 
"You're an angel, auntie, that's the 
truth — an angel with a good-for-nothing 
niece. I wonder I don't contrive to be 
better, with you in the house all the lime." 

'I Do I ever complain of thee, dear 
child ?" 

" Never, nor of Mrs. Wolfgang either. 
Ah, here conies papa. Who is thai he 
has just parted from .^" 

"Some one who brought him a lelter 
of introduction this morning." 

" Who is it, papa ?" as he came across 

"An Irishman. He and his 



coming ti 



1 the coachman's house 



and manage the farm and dairy. You re- 
member Mr. Kullen, Hannah ?" 

" The temperance lecturer ? I remem- 
ber him well." 

"He recommends this man highly. 
167 
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The poor fellow, it seems, suffered three 
months' imprisonment on a false charge. 
Kullen proved his innocence, and he 
was released on the spot. A hard case." 

" This foolish child," said Mrs, Cly- 
mer, with her kind smile, " has been 
grieving so sorely over another hard 
case, this morning, that she has scarcely 
touched her drawing." 

" Celia PembroTie's ? Mrs. Wolf- 
gang—" 

" Ah, you've heard of it, papa ? And 
you said nothing to me about it ?" 

" Why should 1 ves you, my child, by 
repeating the coarse slanders of a cruel 

" Poor, dear Ceha ! And no father, 
no molher, nobody to stand up for her !" 

"Except you, my child, and sister 
Hannah ; and myself, if you think me 
worth counting ; and the Meyracs, and 
the Hartlands— the uncle has come out 
roost creditably — and Mr. Harper, and 
the Creighfons, and ever so many more 
of those whose good opinion is worth 
having. Mrs. Wolfgang has a party who 
hold with her — I'm very sorry it num- 
bers as many as it does — people who 
like gossip seasoned with scandal, and 
take comfort in the misfortunes of others. 
They will run Celia down, of course ; 
talk of pride having a fall, and justify 
Mowbray in casting her off— that will be 
their version of it^because her father 
deserved the penitentiary and left a stain 
on her birth." 

" Mowbray !" said Leoline, her eyes 
flashing — "is that broken olT?" 

"So Ethan tells me — by Celia her- 
self." 

" Brave girl ! I want to kiss her." 

" Mowbray behaved badly — some 
jealous quarrel, I believe — " 

"just like him; all a pretence to 
shirk out. I'm so glad! I'm scarcely 
sorry Celia lost her money, since that 
selfish Adonis is gone along with it." 

"You are harsh in your judgments, 
my child." 

" So Aunt Hannah says ; and as both 
of you agree about it, no doubt it's true. 
But consider, papa. How would you 
like me to marry a young man who had 
made up his mind it was better to do 



nothing in this world except lo live on 
the money you might be able to give 
me ? How would you like a son-in-law 
without either trade or business or pro- 
fession — the laziest joung fellow about 
town, who spent half his time riding a 
horse he couldn't afford to keep, while 
his mother was slaving at home, teach- 
ing school and keeping house loo ? I 
won't say a word of the scandal about 
Ellen Tyler ; I despise such things, and 
wouldn't hear them if I could possibly 
help it. But what is he good for, papa ? 
What has he ever done in this world ? 
What is he ever likely to do, except to 
wear kid gloves and a stylish necktie ? 
Compare him to Ethan or to Mr. Crelgh- 
lon — By the way, I wonder if it wasn't 
Creighton he was jealous of?" 

" Possibly, But, Leia, let me advise 
)-ou not to meddle with your friend's 
love-affairs. I believe that Celia will 
not marry Mowbray now, and I am not 
sorry for it : there is loo much truth in 
what you say about him ; but she loves 
him still, depend upon it, and could not 
bear a disparaging word said to his dis- 
credit And pray don't go recommend- 
ing anybody else that jou might think — " 

" Papa, what do you take me for ?" 

" For a dear, kind, impulsive child, 
that is so indignant against wrong, and 
so eager to help her friends and make 
them happy, that I never do know what 
strange thing she will do next." 

"Well, I'll try to behave well this 
time, papa," said Leoline, recommencing 
her drawing. "Please tell mehow you 
like Mr. Harper's church." 

" I think you've done the church cor- 
rectly enough, but I can't say so much for 
the steeple. You must bave been think- 
ing of Celia when you drew these lines V 

" No, papa ; it was not that" 

"Your steeple leans ali to the left 

" It's not my steeple. If I had built 
it, I'd have made a better job of it. 
Here, papa," handing him a large opera- 
glass, "judge for yourself." 

" Upon my word, you have a quick 

"You see it i/o^j lean on one side — 
10 the north. The builder ought 10 have 
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been ashamed of himself It's a crooked 
steeple, and nothing else." Then, ^ 
mock gravity; "'The truth of history 
must be vindicated,' as somebody said 
in the newspaper the other day. As a 
crooked steeple it shall go down to pos- 
terity in uiy drawing." 

" Now, Lela dear " ^dd Mrs Clymer 
in her gentle, coax n^, one of n n 
strance, " why cannot hee Ic 1 e [ oo 
steeple alone ?" 

This was too mii h fo le jo n„ 
girl, and even Syden m jo ned 1 
merriment. But ! e old lad} ook so 
good-naturedly tl a Lela, epen an , e 
claimed, " Well, I'll forgive the steeple 
for your sake, Aunt Hannah ; I'll rub 
out the builder's transgression and set 
his work upright, as all men and all 
steeples should be." 

"After that good deed is done, my 
child," said Sydenham, " I want you to 
walk down to the village and invite Celia 
to join our riding party this afternoon, as 
soon as school is dismissed." 

"Yes, papa; I'm so glad." 

"What with the comm m 

Cranstoun, then that seen ^ 

racs, and finally this ruptu 
bray, no wonder if the po d 

miserable and forlorn. T 
events, will do her good." 

When Celia rode over, d 

Lucille Meyrac had con pra 

duets with Leoline ; so 
unable to join the riding party. 

"You prefer the forest road?" said 
Sydenham to Celia. 

"■N&XY much." She was quiet, but 
with a look of much suffering and de- 
pression. 

Sydenham tried to win her from sad 
thoughts, relating to her Aunt Hannah's 
compassionate plea for the steeple, then 
branching off to talk of the school and 
of EUinor Ethelridge. " She is like a 
sister to me," said Celia, 

"It is good for both tliat you are as- 
sociated," said Sydenham. " I am not 
acquainted with the details of her early 
history, but I know it is a melancholy 
one. Adversily has given her strength 
of mind and courage." 



" I'm so weak and worthless 1 1 have 
no fortitude." 

" The best of us have days when the 
heart asks if there be any sorrow like 

" Ellinor has suffered fiir more than I, 

"Did not win the battle in a day. 
Da kne a d e p n u t be. The 



i ul 



the 



Celia started. The very words that 
had been haunting her ever since that 
terrible scene with Mowbray \ And the 
tears rose, do what she would. 

" To all of us the road is barred some- 
times," Sydenham added, after a pause ; 
" but how can we tell whether it may not 
be in mercy ?" 

Celia thought of Sydenham's widowed 

life, and of all the good he had done. 

(j d y she became calmer ; but httle 

n w said till they reached Gran- 

IV ount, the scene of Creighton 

d Emberly's political discussion. A 
y down its eastern slope, as our 

d may remember, was a sparse 
p umbrageous forest trees. Pa- 
h were they, that had survived 
f their companions — isolated 
h ; not, as their fellows still in 
the crowd of the dense forest, shooting 
up tail and slender and restricted in their 
spread, like the constant indwellers of a 
populous city, cramped, by the crush 
and press around them, in scope of ac- 
tion and circle of habit ; but spreading 
erratically out, hke the lone- dwelling 
pioneer, who has taken root apart from 
his fellows, and whose uncribbed notions 
and doings dilate to the ample propor- 
tions of the wild and exuberant nature 
in which they grow. 

It was one of those afternoons, typi- 
cal of human life, when detached clouds 
flit across the sky and the landscape lies 
in chequered patches of light and shade. 
The riders drew rein and turned to the 
charming scene. ''Shall we rest a 
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while ?" said Sydenham. " I seldom 
pass this spot, especially on so beautiful 
an evening as this, without stopping to 
enjoy a prospect Ihat never tires." 

Celia assenting, they dismo t d 
Sydenhain made fast each horse's b dl 
rein to a depending branch, then 1 d tl 
way to the shelter of the grove. 

Sydenham Iiad loo much wisdom d 
delicacy to advert to Mowbray. Th h 
he well knew that tlie girl's disappo t 
ment in her lover weighed far h 
than loss of property or even of n m 
yet he knew also that time is tl 1} 
styptic for a bleeding heart. He ht 

to divert her thoughts from what, f h 
nonce, admitted of no cure, Wh tl j 
were seated, " Celia," he added, 1 
you ever felt what s. good thing t t 
get away from one's fellow-creatur 
and then, and renew acquaintan w h 
inanimate Nature ?" 

" Of late more then formerly. I used 
to prefer — who is it that so expresses it ? 
— having some one to whom to say how 
sweet solitude is." 

"Yes i it is with years the conviction 
comes that to be alone, sometimes, with 
Nature In her beauty not only refreshes 
the feelings, but also invigorates thought. 
I don't know what world it is that Young 
bids us shut out before we can wake to 
reason and let her reign alone. If he 
spoke of the noisy world as it swarms 
in the thoroughfares of men, good and 
well ; but if he meant such a glorious 
world as spreads out before us here, he 
is quite wrong. It is precisely before so 
grand a tribunal as this that the mind 
can grapple with the sublimest questions. 
If I had to argue against a man's pre- 
judices, I'd like to undertake the task, 
not within the four walls of a room, but 
where we are now sitting. I'm glad we 
came here this evening, Celia." 

"Have you some prejudice of mine 
to combat ?" 

" Perhaps." 

The color rose in her cheeks. 

«You have guessed aright," Syden- 
ham continued, " It is of your mother 
and your own birth and position that I 
wish to speak to you." 

Celia snuggled lor composure. » Speak 



to me freely," she said at last. 
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it is right lliat it s 




"Tell me how 




matter. It grieve 
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I } a prejudice m 

i t a preju 
ft ffer for the d 

A not told th 

f tl f thers on t 

Th sentimen J , Ch 

1 ou would look for such an one in 

ong Christ's teachings. But I 
w II ver you more directly. In one 
sense:— often in a terrible one — it is most 
true that the .sins of the fathers are 
visited on the children." 

"Just so," 

" It is patent to all of us that a child 
neglected by ignorant or vicious parents 
often suffers through life the penally of a 
crime or a neglect not his own. And 
the curse may descend more surely still. 
A parent persisting in a career of reck- 
less dissipation may transmit (o his off- 
spring terrible disease. Nay, phrenolo- 
gists assert, and I partly believe it, that 
violent passions or vicious inclinations, 
which years of indulgence have stamped 
on the nature, may go down— ^a frightful 
inheritance ! — from parent to innocent 
child. If there be one motive, outweigh- 
ing all personal considerations, that ought 
to warn off from excess of body or in- 
temperance of mind, it is to be found in 
the reflection that we are becoming the 
deadly enemies of our postetitj — that 
we are consigning to miseij or \ice the 
beings to whom we have impntted ex- 
istence. In this sense well mi\ we be 
reminded that God visits on the chil- 
dren the fathers' sins " 

" I see that. Then, ^itnce so many 
thousands must suffer for the miscon- 
duct of their parents whj not I lor the 
sin of mine ?" 
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" How are you to suffer ? By G d 
fiat ? Has He doomed vou to mis y ? 
Did you p t It 1 dy ? 

No: fr i t g f : 

both—" 

" 0!i, f b th M Syd h m — f 
both. L t ) f th d ct 

other re p t I be I t t j 
to me he was alwajs the kindest, h 
best — " She stopped. Warm reccll 
tions of past days melted her heart d 
filled her eyes, but she mastered I 
emotion and resumed ; " Mr. Sydenh m 
I cannot tell you what consolation I t 1 
in the favorable opinion of me you 
pressed the other day ; but I shoul 1 b 
most unworthy of it if 1 could fo t 
that I owe whatever good may be in m 
not to my mother only, but also to th 
care and instructions of my dear, dear 
falher." 

" Your parents, then, both trained you 
in the way you should go. You have 
inherited, chiefly perhaps from a mother's 
gifted organization, health, beauty, talent, 
good dispositions. If you are to sulfer 
for a father's sin, it will he man's doing, 
not God's." 

" But if God does visit on children 
parents' sins, can it be wicked in man to 
do so .'" 

" Yes, Celia, w Y 

Suppose that in t 
teaching you find m 
tured, untrained, 

fering sorely for a par H 

you a right to a 
heavy burden.' 



ethe s 



s of 



visited on that po 
or vilify him?" 

" Oh, none, no 
wickedness. I f 
away should hav n 
those who have b 
and Fortune." 

what is your dut 
less just to your 
father's miscondu 
lose a comfortable 
you suffer, on th 
that, you will siiff 
prejudice, or the 
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fid 



d f 



d th t th d the 

h t h 1 1 ) u b t t th f- 

f d B 1 p d t— h w 11 ou 
ca fl" d t —of 1 It t 11 d b r. 
Even in the slanderers eid pride there 
may be real benefit to you. If any one, 
puffed up with self- righteousness or 
blinded by false conceptions of right and 
wrong, seek to disparage you because 
of your birth, and assume that you ought 
to stand aside — he or she, spotless-born, 
being holler than you — remember that 
any such Pharisee is utterly unfit to be 
of yours. If by any such 
: avoided, how great the gain lo 
The good for-nothing are often 
cquaintance by what 
U d rsity." 

t continued for some 
tl strain. Then they 
Ik the business points 

nd Celia related all that 
between her and Cranstonn, 
s letter, which she had been 
r just before she started from 

m read it in silence. " It is 
" he said at last: "one must 
's eyes. Well, the frankness 
n's villainy is refreshing. Do 
vhat he expected, Celia ?" 

that you would marry him, 
off: I don't think it matter- 
o him which. And I verily 
scoundrel thinks you will do 
the other yet before the week 
hat a sealed bot^k to such a 
honorable heart !" 
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"But it is true — is it not' — that 
whether I write or he wntes the re-iult 
will be the same to me 

" No : the fellow knows well eno i^h 
that by turning informer 1 e i hi.es j ju 
in a false position." 

» How 13 that ?" 

"Had he suffered ^ou to wnte this 
Mr. Duiimore could not for\erj shame 
have demanded more than the or g ml 
sum that Mr. Hartland received trom 
your father's estate. But getting the 
information from another and haiing to 
pay lieavily for it, he may possiblj bring 
suit, in addition, for the mesne profits 

« I don't understand that term 

"!t means Ihc Intermediate rents or 
profits that may have accrued fi Dm a 
property during (he time it had been m 
the hands of a person to whom il did 
not belong ; in this case the rents and 
profits of your father's property from tl e 
time it came into Mr. Hartland s hands 
up to the present day." 

" That is (etrible ; then I or m^ guir 
dian would have to repay all that he has 
paid out for my education and suppirt 
I shall be heavily in debt, besides losing 
all I have. How shall I ever be able to 
pay it ?" 

" I do not think any court in the 
United States would, under the circum- 
stances, aivard more than the ten thou- 
sand dollars which the good manage- 
ment of your guardian has added, as 
your aunt informed me, to the thirty 
thousand originally put into his hands. 
At all events, dear child, do 
j'ourseif, in advance, about so u 
a thing. Your affairs are in goo 
Don't let your thoughts dwell 
if you can possibly help it ; belt 
of your school. Shall we ride?' 

As Sydenham assisted her to m 
" By the way," he said, " what 
mean, that last day we rode toge 
talking about parting with a favo 

" I cannot afford to keep Bes 

" I don't know about that 
Sydenham, as they rode on. " 
sure tliat you can afford to p 
her, You are right in wishing 
Dand your resources, but there i 
thing as fiJse economy. Heall 



energy^these are now part of your 
stock, in trade. It's a very wearing 
thii g Celia, to teach school day after 
diy the wprld underrates the import- 
ince and the labor of such work. We 
musin t have you worn out." 

' Elllnor's school hours are but five a 
diy — limited to that on your recom- 
mendation, I think she told me." 

\es; it is enough for pupil and 
teacher. Children, properly taught, can 
learn more in that time than in six or 
seven hours of daily lessons. But as to 
tess I've a proposal to make to you." 

I must support myself and pay all 
mj own expenses, or 1 shall ntit be 
hqpp\ ' 

Be sure that I respect that feeling. 
But which do you Ihink will be prefer- 
able — to leach five hours a day and walk 
on loot, or to teach five hours and a 
hilf and have the advantage of a ride 
whenever you desire it f" 

The latter, certainly." 
' I agree with you. Now, Celia, you 
must have given Leia, in (he last two or 
three years, at least a hundred music- 
lessons." 

It has been a great pleasure to 

" I don't doubt it ; and I accepted the 
kindness," he added, smiling, " from 
Celia, the capitalist, thankfully and with- 
out scruple. Will the teacher let me 
talk to her \ety frankly ?" 

" Surely, Mr. Sydenham, You wish 
to speak to me on business ; that is 

R 
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mirable ; and I have observed that you 
adopted it, faithfully a.iid skillfully, in 
giving Leia lessons. I shall commit her 
musical education to you with entire 
confidence." 

" How much I thank you !" 

" I shall be the gainer. Probably you 
have not yet thought of your scale of 

" No. Mrs. Mowbray charges sixty 
pents — fifty cents only, I believe, to her 
youngest pupils ; but I am quite inex- 
perienced—" 

" Celia, I have usually been thou 
good judge in musical matters. Yo 
a better musician, and have a much be 
ter system in teaching, than Mrs. ^ w 
bray. Besides, you understand thor h 
bass ; she does not. And then he 
sons, at sixty cents, are but three-qu 
of an hour long. If you cliarge less 
a dollar an hour, there can be bu 
good reason for it." 

" What reason ?" 

« Because those who apply are 
poor to be able to pay what your le 
are worth. Do as you please in 
cases. I am not too poor to pay a 
price. Indeed, there is a reason \ 
should pay more than they. I prop 
that you should give Lela her lesso 
my house, and you will Jiave to 
each time more than two miles." 

" I shall greatly prefer it. Your 
Chickering is so much superior to 
Hartland's piano." 

So it was arranged that Celia should 
give Lela three music-lessons a week, 
of an hour each, for a hundred and 
fifty dollars a year. "It will pay for 
Bess' keep," Sydenham remarked, "and 
leave something over for farriers' and 
saddlers' items. Depend upon it, the 
mare is a good investment. She may 
save you several doctors' bills. And on 
her back you can come to Rosebank and 
return in twenty miiiute.s, instead of 
three-quarters of an hour, which you 
would have to spend on foot. You save 
time, and time is money." 

Sydenham's delicate thoughtfulness 
for her welfare and comfort touclied 
Celia to the heart. As they parted, her 
thought was : " Should I ever, but for 



the loss of fortune, have thoroughly 
known how good a man he is ?" 

Then the thought would obtrude 
itself; "How different the revelation 
in Evelyn's case !" But alas I alas ! 
Though the eyes were opened, the heart 
was sick. Celia thrust back the thought 
as a disloyalt)'. Like the king of Israel 
when he learned the fate of his insurgent 
son, she still suffered love to cover a 
multitude of sins. By and by she might 
come to feel, as Sydenham had hinted, 
h p h fl h h d 

w b d N 



and achieved uidependence. 

It would have been a curious psycho- 
logical inquiry how much of the victory 
which the young girl had that day ob- 
tained was due, as the greatest victories 
often are, to a petty incident. 



Let Wisdom smile and Age forget 
youthful weakness. It is none the less 
true that full half the grief with which 
Celia Pembroke encountered loss of 
name and fortune was lifted from her 
heart when she felt that, in giving up 
forty thousand dollars, she was not call- 
ed upon to surrender, along with it, her 
petted favorite — her daily companion— 
her spirited little beauty, Bess. 

Sydenham was a sagacious man. 
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CHAPTER XXXII 



moralizing on Grangiila s Moi 
sought an interview with Mr. H d 

the elder to report progress, Ti 
he had to state were these : 

That an Ohio statute, passed i 8 
and re-enacted (with a mere al 

alteration) in the Code of 1854 
vides, " The issue of marriages deemed 
null in lain shall nevertheless be legiti- 

That an almost identical provision is 
found in the Missouri Code.f And that, 
altiiough a Missouri circuit court decided, 
under that law, that the cliildren of the 
second marriage could not inherit, the 

• Acl rf February ^^, 1S31. § >iii. 



Supreme Court of the Slate reversed the 
by 



there had been no deci. 
preme Court of Ohio ■ 



this 



sister, Mrs. Wolfgang," sug- 
Hartland, "sajs Cransloun told 
just such a case as Celia's had 
cided adversely, not long since, 
of the counties of this State, 
believe that ?" 

Bay be a mere blind or it may be 
robably the latter, for that would 
the grounds of Cranstoun's con- 
But it would he an endless 
look through the records of 
ounties in search of a decision 
one of them ; nor is it import- 

against the rights of the children 
second marriage, one in Ohio 
e fallen into the same error." 
on what plea could a circuit 
cide adversely .'" 
bably by construing the expres- 
eemed null in law,' as applic- 
rriages that are what Che 
'at is, marriages 
equire a judicial sentence to 
h their nullity" 



! right ; yet I very much doubt whether 



lebg cirrled to the Supieme Court of M 
ledsion of Ihe coun beiow was leversed, an 
}f thf children 10 iohnit alBrtned. Id gi 
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d d, 

P b 



" Mrs 






th 



nd Misi 



d I M H 1 d O gl 
t p I t t th t bj y 

f f tb 1 y tl 

p pi w m 1 1 tl t th w d w 

dlld fb mtlkPmbk 
! Id b d m d t J f 

p t dl dl b Up 

bl th h t t 1 



b t I tl k J 



Id 



W 



11 



1 r 



tt 



d M H tland. Idly 

" Very (rue ; and we are straying f 
the practical points at issue. On on f 
these points I think you may set ) u 
mind at rest. You are not at all Ilk Ij 
to be held responsible for any reason bl 
sums which, having good cause to b 
lieve the property hers, you expended on 
your ward's behalf, nor can she be held 
to reimburse them." 

" That is satisfactory." 

Then they parted ; Mr. Hartland 
somewhat nettled, as he always was 
when be came into contact with modern 
innovators who gave plausible reasons 
in support of their heresies, and with 
some misgivings also. " These san- 
guine worU-reformers," he thought, 
" are not much to be trusted : their 
vagaries mislead them." 

The next morning he called at Creigh- 
lon's office. "You know," he said, "by 



putalion at all events, Mr. Marshall of 
Buffalo ?" 

"Joseph Marshall, who practiced law 

r some twenty years in this State f — 
ne of the clearest- headed lawyers in it." 

" The same, and a very intimate friend 
f mme. I should like, if you do not 
bjcct, to obtain his opinion in this mat- 

r. The amount at issue is large, and 
my duty to my niece requires that I 
lould neglect no reasonable precaution." 

"You are quite right, Mr. ]-lartland. 

do not know Mr. Marshall personally, 
ut I shall be much pleased to have him 

soclated with me in the case." 

"Then, if you will be so good as to 

ake out such notes of your own opinion 
s you may desire to have submitted 
to him I shall start for Buffalo next 



M d 



-> f 



■W h OT t pi sure." Then, after 
M H tland, I begged you 
y yfl to Miss Cella about 
h p I It ned to bring matters 
II 1 1 b t f you see no objection, 
Ik w tl t I have substantial 
p I ouglit to lay these 



I 1 



IP 



ly 






aid the other, 



d it : nevertheless the 
m f h called to see the 

J 1 dy M nd Mrs. Hartland 

1 d d out, and he found her just 

n d f om school and alone. 
Tl ) ! d met twice already since the 
d ) wh n Celia heard of her father's 
n n iu t, and his manner had puzzled 
I 1 had certainly changed. For- 

n ly n he days of her prosperity — 
for so in her thoughts she now regarded 
her past life — he had frequently spent 
his evenings with them ; and his some- 
what off-hand style of addressing her 
(st tly 1 tl b d t d 

■ d glh 



pie 
sh h d 



tf 1 



li M b 



' ) h d 1 
P 
J lb t h 



1 ht 
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misforlunes, but expressed in tone and 

Etymologists derive the term "lady" 
from two Gothic words, meaning bread- 
giver; "gentleman" has a. less assured 
derivation, usual!)- referred to birlli rather 
than to disposition ; yet 1 prefer to talie 
it in the modem sense of our beautiful 
word gentle; so that the terms employed 
to designate those above the vulgar, and 
which ought to be restricted to Nature's 
arisloi, may both imply Inherent nobility 
of character — in one sex that Charity, 
vicegerent of Deity, which dispenses 
earthly blessings ; in the other, the same 
godlike attribute in a broader sense — 
that spirit, gentle and easy to be en- 
treated, which Christianity has substi- 
tuted for the stern, vengeance-dealing 
systems of an older world. 

There are various qualities which 
mark the cultivated, well-bred man ; yet 
not one perhaps is more characteristic 
h 1 d f 1 dd 



1 



1 



Ceha read them carefully and said, 
" So far as I remember they correspond 



"I did 1 



t doubt it. Cranstoun is 



to 



threaten, a suit without some foundation. 
1 grieve lo think your father sinned. 
Miss Pembroke. I cannot remove from 
you the burden of that remembrance. 
Would to God I could I" 

" But you spoke of hopes, Mr. Creigh- 
ton — of probabilities ?" 

" Very important ones they are, but 
they regard yourself only ; and 1 fear 
tliey will cause you less pleasure than 
your father's misconduct has caused you 
pain. You will forgive my speaking 
plainly to you ?" 

" I shall Ihink you deal kindly with 
me," but the cheeks flushed. 

Creighton colored slightly himself, say- 
ing in a low tone, " Miss Celia, you 
think yourself an illegitimate child f" 

" I know it only too well," her eyes 
cast down. " I heard it," she added, 
shudderin<r " from coarse and cruel 



Wh h y d 



f 1 



p 1^ 




I 


y 1 btant of 


I 


f 1 h J 


C k 




gu d 


1 hj 


CI h d 


d ply, so 


ft C 


I 1 y I d 


d d 1 


d C add- 


talk 1 


h y J 1 p 


11 h 11 


1 1 nded 


ly 1 


11 h p f 


1 h pp 


f 1 b dl con- 


h h ) 


m y b d B 




1—1 1 St of 


> 1 


d d q 1 


If d d 1 


tl p When 


d 


d 1 J I 


lid d 1 


ml d Tl t was 


k > 
f 


k p b bl 


11 f Oh 


h f your 
d h law 


C 


1 d p d Id h p 


11 Th 


1 took 


P P 


h b ts b Id 


P 11 


i b ) eeby 


m d t, 


g ! b P b- 


h 1 p h 


} heless 


able— poss 


ble even— that there was no 


legitimate. 




English wife living when mam 


Creighton ma; 


have been right when 


married." 




he said that the joy would not be equ:d 


" Unfor 


unately, no ; but that reminds 


to the past sorrov 


. Yet it was a great 


m —1 


x>k from a green bag a bun- 


joy, gushing ove 


r her heart, as if the 


dl f p p 


, selected one of these and 


breath of sum me 


had penetrated, with 


1 d d t 


Celia. "Will you have the 


sensible warmth, to its core. The badge 


k d 1 


1 Dok over these extracts, and 


of shame — a fancied letter B, which 


to t 11 m 


f they correspond to what 


stung almost lik 


the terrible A of old 


JO 1 


your fether's letters to Mr. 


Puritan law,* the 


badge of shame which 
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h I d tl 1 1 t Ih I IT — 

h d dd ly d pp d f 1 by 

magi J t tl m is y 

1 wy aj d h d t 1 f m 

mtyt.ttbk Ag m k 

;mdhpit w Ppe 
d f f m ( 

"Whate'erisbest m rri be 

Laws, m their de p n m 
destroy both soul d b d 



thirl 



enth ! 



had declared that" 

deemed null in la b b 

by what mode of d w d 

it have helped this p gu p 

out of the pit of he 

Creighton sat wa h C 
• teuance. It was a y n 
and — if love be dan ou — m 
dangerous one to v Sh d d 

from eariy youth, b — p n 

it had often been to — o b 
the touch of any en w h 

or sorrow — at trifl 
unexpected sight e; 

and when deeply a dd d 

the flush would odd 
bosom. 

Just then the chan li n 

countenance seemed dd 
again, as If some do d h 

sun of her new-fou d h pe i d 

Creighton. 

At last slie looked up and said in low, 
eager tones : " Mr. Creighton, was mam- 
ma a legal wife f " 

" I have looked carefully into that 
matter, knowing it would interest you, 
and I believe that during the three last 
years of her marri 
tell you why I thin a K 
our best legal auth 
the Common Law, n m 

are requisite to tii 
marriage ; the cons 
all that is require A 

opinion of a learne D 

mestic Relations t 
made at Common L wi 



g d f 1 
ped m t, h II 



Ij Q Fl da 
St 1 1 I t n 
Wl nth E 



ak 



a d b t d bl 



m n b tl 1 m > 

n xpression of that consent 
p " which undoubtedly suffices 
marriage. But that consent 
d b publicly given and recorded 
n n ears before, had never been 

w d wn and was substantially re- 
d b he continuance of your father 
d h O live together as husband 
d w u til Mr. Pembroke's death. 
T Tse seems made out, I must 

d however, Miss Pembroke, 

my opinion only, and that I 
m b m alien, since I find no de- 
he subject. But whether I 
mm or not, the moral right of 

h mains the same. And then, 

ould appear that the law falls 
ft d ef where justice cries aloud 
h(> d, we must bear in mind—" 
He hesitated, as men who have been talk- 
ing of worldly business often do when 
their thoughts stray off to a higher 

"You promised to speak plainly to 
ma," Celia said. "Wliat must we bear 

T m n a world 

nd where 

He said it 

Then, 

N aw could 

ioly than 
D you, vex 

magining 
po m U]5, legal 

d it to be 
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He paused to see whether the ques- 
tion of properly would suggest itself. 
No. She was thinking of her mother, 
and of that untried phase of being tar 
better than the earthly phase—of that 
world whose denizens serve God, not 
Mammon. 

" I thank you from my heart," she 
said. "What you told me about my 
mother did me so much good." 

"I have done nothing for you, as yet. 
Miss Pembroke, but I do hope to lender 
you substantial service." 

Still no sign that the question of 
heirship had crossed Celia's mind. It 
seemed left for Creighton to moot it. 
" Have you no curiosity," he said at last, 
"as to whether the fact of your legiti- 
macy atTects your property ?" 

" I thought that question was settled 
against me. Mr. Cranstoun said sa" 

" He told you also that you were an 
illegitimate child, but you see what that 
assertion was worth." 

" Is it possible that I am still my 
father's rightful heir .-"' 

" ! tliink so, because the fact of legiti- 
macy carries with it the right to inherit. 
But I am not sure that the courts will 
ultimately decide in your favor. Let me 
tell you exactly what the facts are." 

" Did not Mr. Cranstoun say to Mrs. 
Wolfgang that it had already been de- 
cided somewhere against the children of 
the second marriage in just such a ease 

"She saj's so; and such a decision 
may have been made." 

" How, then, can there be any hope ?" 

"Because the decision spoken of is 
said to have been made in a county 
court only. But when county — or, as 
we call them, circuit — courts make blun- 
ders, we appeal to the Supreme Court 
of the Stale lo correct these." 

"But the Supreme Court may think 
it is not a blunder ?" 

"I see 1 was right in trusting you. 
Miss Pembroke. The Supreme Court 
may think so; and in that case your 
property witl be lost." 

The telltale blush showed that this 
did affect her. The new-found liope was 
about lo die. Creighton came lo its re- 



lief, adding ; " But I feel convinced that 
our Supreme Court would declare such a 
decision to be contrary to law." 

"Is any future event certain, except 
death ? Then, loo, law is proverbially 
uncertain. You do well to be prepared 
for the worst, yet I firmly believe we 
shall beat them." 

As he took his leave he said : " You 
can afford to look with comparative in- 
difference on the legal battle that is 
about to be fought in your behalf; for 
you will succeed in the world, Miss 
Pembroke, and will win the respect of 
the good, let it terminate as it will." 

In pursuance of the purpose he had 
expressed to Creighton, Mr. Hartland 
set out for Buffalo, taking a Lake steamer 
at Cleveland. On board the boat, to his 
surprise, he met Nelson Tyler. The 
miller was on his way to Buffalo, lo 
purchase a pair of burr-slones and some 
additional machinery for his mill. In 
conversing of Chiskauga matters, Mow- 
bray's name came up, and the two did 
not differ materially in their estimate of 
the man. 

When Mr. Hartland, soon after his 
arrival at Buffalo, called on Mr. Marshall, 
he found that that gentleman had almost 
withdrawn from the practice of law, and 
was residing at a pleasant country-seat 
a few miles out of. town, where his time 
and thoughts were occupied in the col- 
lection and arrangement of a valuable 
cabinet of autographs — not of signatures, 
but of letters, more or less important, 
from most of the distinguished authors 
and statesmen of our own country since 
the days of the Pilgrims, and of Eu- 
ropean countries from a still older date. 
Hartland spent several days with his 
old friend, and had occasion to remark 



that n 






liad 



known him making ten or twelve thou- 
sand dollars annually from his practice, 
had the lawyer seemed so busily engaged 
as now, from morning often till Jate in 
the night, he was ; sometimes in the 
delicate manipulation of old, creased, 
scarcely-legible letters of some great 
poet or philosophe 
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mounling rare and valuable portraits 
and landscapes with whicli to illustrate 
some favorite work. It was a labor lie 
loved— in the performance of which he 
seemed never to lire. Harthnd marveled 
.to see a man whom learned courts and 
dignified assemblies had once hstcned to 
d bj ' ■ 



J 



d h V 



I 






Id 



1 



ph If 


pe tdly 


d h d 


1 h Id 


d 1 ht 


hid J tp 



Ji) h L 



t Tl M H 1 d 

dtlyd pthdtChk ga,p 
t ni w t t wh 1 

advertised to leave Buffalo tour 
later ; and in which the miller, I 
completed his purchases, had als 
gaged a berth. 



R,Litdiii>iiderG He 



I'ing through a period 
i our young countr 
hibits Che exuberance incident to s 
slate. In legislative hall or trav 



caravansary, in "silver palace car" or 
gorgeous steamer, we are wont to over- 
look the fitness of things, mistaking tin- 
sel and glitter for appropriate enrich- 
m d f ' g substantial 

f h d . 



f 




gilding and 


d 


p rfl y 


mirrors and 


g 


1 ta 


' " Queen of 




1 h H 


land and the 


b k d h 


nevertheless 




1 


iilly modeled 


pp 


d— 


of which her 


p 


1 II be proud. 


1 h 


d d d fifty feet long. 


d 


I. 1 


g throughout 




h Th 


1 wer of these 


11 


p d 


ther side, by 


b 


1 1 


to which rose 


\ t 


k 1 1 


the spacious 


d k 


d 1 p 


central space 


d dby 1 


iber of steer- 


g 


h fiy 


decent-looking 


d I 


h 


ts ; a few of 




I d 4 


ed bunks in 


11 pi 


ft 


bin. Of the 


k th 


f tl 


■as occupied 


c 


b f fi 


t class passen- 


1 


t.t 


s being 'par- 


ff 


h d 


and the after 




IP 


priated to the 


d 


d 


as separated 




b 


by rich bro- 


d 


pej F 




P 




double doors 




P 1 


rd deck, the 




the ca 


in passengers 



decks, on the present 
d of ibur hundred pas- 
d accommodation. 



D 



-for s 



the 



ony u*as named— had 

d m y on board, and had 

mb friends on a pleasure- 

d A gay and thought- 

h were ; among them 

g p pie of each sex, whom 

b on the happiness of 

h d pparently selected with 

their individual pref- 

dropped naturally into 

uding themselves in 

d looking over books 
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or prinis togellier ; olhers, deep in con- 
versation, prom enabling the forward deck. 

The captain entertained them gener- 
ously : champagne circulated freely at 
the upper end of the long dinin b 
In the evening there was music O 
young lady, of distinguished appe n 
but somewliat inappropriately at d n 
an elatwrate ball-dress, was a charm 
ballad-singer ; and her rendering 
old song, "I'm sitting on the 
Mary called lorth from a good m 
eies the Ir bute of tears Then h 
w^s an impromptu ball, t«o neg o- 
liiiists compos ng the band p n 

Drake, his fifti odd ^ears for n 
jomed jovially in the dance wh h 
kept up I II pait midn ght — in ho 
Ma\ da( the capta n said tor ihej had 
kit Buftalo on a warm, bright first of 
Ma) 

Amcns; the ';ober spectators of this 
gay scene weie Thomas Hailland and 
Nelson Tylei the latter cordialI\ en 
joj ng Jt the former sitting unmoved, 
nith a s lent pretest m his heart aaainst 
the levit ei ot la-.hionabIe hie M ithout 
waiting the termination of the dance, 
HArtland retired to his state room 
Hai. ng dela)ed to secure hs p-isiaj^e 
until the daj belo e the steamer started, 
he had been fain to put up with a some 
what iindeinalle berth, the upper one in 
a Stat ml d tl I I h 
As th Id h d 

window p d t I ht d 

by a 1 P J t fr t f d 

glazed tl t oc PJ 'I 

upper b tl H by h If 

see, Ih hhdp htp d 

on th h a k 

Ha tl d 1 k Al fi t th 

sound f m t d Id 

chased 1 p j II h 

gi'adu lly d d 1 b w d 

serted, I 1 II I h d d t k h w 
long, It 1 th plash f tl t 

wheel hard by, sinking at last into trou- 
bled and broken slumber. 

In the dead of night he suddenly be- 
came conscious of the sound of footsteps 
overhead. Looliing through the sky- 
light, he discerned the figures of two 
men moving silently about, one of them 



having a lantern in his hand. Then he 
thought he heard their voices, speaking 
in eager, suppressed tones. Thoroughly 
roused, he donned a portion of his clolhes 
d d d p d k A 

d d d fi and 

H d k d h h alter. 



h m k w sper, 

L k m h be fi Hart- 

d p d d n h lan- 

m nd h moke 

o ra ta board 

m k p d h b m that 

n h h d first 

d h as di- 

n ctof 

A fi h m of 

water seemed to quench the fire, if fire it 
was but after a time, the smolie began 
to reappear and to drift aft, though still 
ascending only in feeble puffs. Hart- 
land hcitated no longer, but returned at 
once to the cabin, where be roused the 
miller and they awoke several other 
passengers, the doors of whose state- 
rooms happened to be unlocked ; mak- 
ing no noise, however, for they were both 
men ot nerve and courage, and Ihey 
knew the eifect of a sudden alarm at 



1 A. I til k II 

b k ly b) tl d II, 

d f ■ 



Th 



I 1 



p d N 1 Tit 

Hid dtlyblhd dd 

I Ij d q I) g th 

I p 1 d tl t 1 > I d k 

Tl J k tl m f, I p k 

d t d li g h t 

b tt t I dy h h tl w 
immediate danger. As the oflicers, fear- 
ing disturbance, and confident, no doubt, 
that they could soon master the fire, had 
given no alarm, the news spread but 
gradually and without arousing any vio- 
lent demonstration. With a low mur- 
mur the crowd arose. 
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Then the two mounted to the floor 

above. Men and women, their faces 

deadly pale, were creeping silently from 

the cabin, and soon the upper forward 

declt was nearly filled. They could 

dimly see, on Uie cabin roof, a line of 

men who had been organized to pass 

what few buckets they had from the side 

of the vessel The crowd watched the 

result with feverisli anxiety. No one 

spoke above his breath. AH eyes were 

d d rk cylinder of 

m d d b d volume. Hart- 

d ce he tirst had 

d nviction flashed 

q tti ck the hidden 

fl T had read of, 

a, vividly to his 

d b h aside by a de- 

d ff H oked at Tyler. 



niller t( 






d h 



id but a word 
nd a low that Hart- 

d E n's name : then 

C s of his own 

h and k w mining, he was 

struggle before 



P d 



night ii 
hi s 



1 its 

d balmy, just stir- 
h gentle ripples. 

N q holiest aspect, 

h rnest of peace 

d p itures of earth. 

S that awestruck 

crowd ! They felt.what might liappen, 
though most of them, not having noticed 
tlie gradual increase in that fatal smoke- 
column, were still buoyed up by hope. 
How cliaracter, unmasked, showed itself 
tliere I Some seemed self-absorbed ; 
others had gathered into groups, the 
selfish instinct overcome by affection. 
Here a mother had brought her children 
together and was whispering to them 
that they mustn't be afraid. There a 
brother, his arm around a favorite sister, 
was speaking some low word of comfort 
and encouragement. Harlland distin- 



guished among the rest- the fair songstress 
of the preceding evening, half clad now, 
careless of appearance, mute with terror, 
a young man, lately her partner in that 
gay dance, by her side ; bewildered he 
seemed, panic-stricken like herself: poor 
protector in a strait like that ! She was 
not the only one who found out, in that 
terrible night, the difference between a 
companion fit to enliven hours of idle- 
ness, and a friend who will stand stoutly 
by and succor, through gloom of danger, 
when life is at slake. 

Even a touch of the ludicrous min- 
gled, as It will in tlie most tragic scenes. 
One gentleman had a silver-bound dress- 
ing-ca.se strapped under his arm ; an- 
other carried a hat-box, which he seemed 
to guard with scrupulous care. Tyler 
saw a young girl, who was standing near 
him, deliberately unclasp a pair of hand- 
some earrings, then loll liiem carefully 
in her handkerchief which she deposited 
in her pocket. And one old lady, walk- 
ing distractedly up and down near the 
cabin door, kept eagerly asking the pass- 
ers-out if they were sure they hadn't 
seen anything of her bundle. But all 
such frivolities were soon to cease. 

How often, to the storm-tossed and 
bewildered mariner, has there shone, 
from watch-tower or pharos, a feeble 
ray, welcome as Hope herself, life-guide 
through night and tempest ! But the 
hope, the safely of this waiting crowd 
was in merciful darkness. 

A faint flicker of light ! God in heav- 
en ! It had shot up along the edge of 
that large, dark smoke-pipe I For a 
moment it dimly showed the wan faces 
— a signal-fire, omen of coming fate. 

Another ! A shudder crept through 
the watchers — a long, low moan: they 
saw it all now. The fiery element, 
gathering power below, was slowly creep- 
ing upward upon them. The crowd 
glared around with the instinct of flight. 
Nothing but the waste of waters, with 
here and there a star reflected from their 
dark depths ! And stiii, as dreary mon- 
otone, the rushing plash of those gigan- 
tic wheels ! 

Then there were eager inquiries for 
life-preservers. Not one, they were told, 
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on the boat !* And the gilt glitter in 
that luxurious Ciibin — what a m k y 
now ! The thousands squandered 1 
might, wisely spent, have saved h t 
night hundreds of human lives. 

As it was, a portion of the pass 
went in search of soraelhing to k p 
them afloat in case of the worst, 
ing with chairs, stools, pieces of bo d 
and the like. Others, utterly unn d 

and abandoning all exertion, gav j 

to wild bewailings, 

A mother with several childre 
treated Mr. Hartland to lake cha I 

the youngest, a little girl. 

" I am going below, madam," h 
plied, " where the crowd is dang 
and where slie would run great r k I 
being lost or crushed." 

The mother submitted, Jdssin h 
child and t;iking it in h*er arm d 
Hartland whispered to Tyler, " L t 
go down. We may approach the I 
before the flames gain head ; and f w 
have to swim for it, the chance b t 
ter from the lower deck." So th y 
descended. 

Below, the forward deck was a 
of human beiitgs. To them the d 
was even more apparent tlian to those 
above. Flakes of flame aheady rose, 
here and there, from the deck near the 
smoke-stacks. Even the heat was be- 
ginning to be felt. But there was one 
favorable circumstance. The wind was 
westerly — a head wind, though veering 
a little on the starboard quarter — and 
flame and smoke were blown aft, leaving 
the forward half of the vessel clear. 

Soon a larger fork of flame shot up, 
and there were screams faintly heard 
1 the small ca S 



the i 

yawl that hung 

there by tlie dr 

sealed. 

That last bu 
shown itself on 
was a smother 
then a voice— i 
shouting in loud 






•The J 



fully supplied with ihese hsd ii' 



The alarm gained the crowd below, 

wh 1 wayed to and fro. Women and 

h Id shrieked in terror as the press 

m pon them. Men's Voices rose — 

1 ars murmur, hke the gathering of a 

nd. Tyler endeavored to make 

1 w y to the bow, but found that im- 

p bl several slout Irish laborers 

t d threateningly upon him. "I'll 

k chance above," he said to Hart- 

I d b t the latter stayed below. 

W I the miller reached the upper 

d k heel of fire already rose nearly 

1 1 as the smoke-slacks, and the 

f I he main cabin had caught. But 

h Iso in a moment a change that 

k J 1 pe alive. The smoke and flames, 

t d f drifting aft, now blew dead to 

I b d The captain's command to 

I pit had been to port the helm and 

ni h boat on shore. 

E his change, bringing the mass of 
fl n loser to the passengers, so that 
th earest the cabin felt the hot 

b I n Iheir cheeks, at first increased 
th I m. They crowded fearfully to- 
d h bow, and many must have been 
h nto the water then and there, 

h d a voice called out, " Don't 

crowd, they're heading her for land." 
This assurance m a measure quieted the 
terror stricken throns; There was the 
suppressed voice ot lamentation, an 
appeal to Heaven foi mercy here and 
theie, but still no clamorous shout, no 
wild outcrj There could be seen, by 
that red glare, on some faces the calm 
of resignation, on others the stillness of 
despair. 

Though the flames spread steadily, 
the enoine continued to work, the 
d d d the pilot- 

post, though 
sparks, swept. 

Em g these four 

d nearer to 

d now strained 

ific bale-fire 

d far and wide, 

and — yes ! was at last reflected on a low 

shore and trees. Some one near the 

bow cried out, '• Land ! land !" Others 
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cauglit and repeated the soul-stirring 
cry. And tbougli tlie passengers in the 
rear of the c^owd were already in peril- 
ous vicinity to the spreading flames, a 
faint shout of exultation went up 

But terrible and speed 
action ! The boat had 
more and more to the le fi 

minutes had elapsed — w d 

heavy that she siiuddered 
timbers — the vessel str 
smdbar, remaining fast, 
settled swinging by the 
after cabin lay directly 
TliUS the breeze, which d 
bleiv riglit from stern to bo 

Feariul was the resul 
stant the whole body o fl 
straight over the masses 
died together on the forw 
Ihe same moment the huge 
loosened by the violent s 
a loud crash, down thro ca 

tlieir fall being succeede 
and tremendous burst of s 



Nort 



No 



that doomed multitude s; 
from the most horrible 
be burned alive ! In the 
of despair thev crowded 



tiU the 
the boi 
Ere th i 
swarmed 



fiames. N 



k 



horror, p p 

feet — from the up|)er tUird d 
the waves below, already d 

a floundering mass. But m t t 
who were left accepted tl d ; 
alternative, flinging thems 1 
side of the boat. Many f 11 11 t 
came senseless at once, k 
lessly to the bottom : oti d 

straight down, soon rose 
surface. Now and then a p t 
mer, watching an opent g ll 
ing screen, dived down h d f 
Scarcely a score remain d 1 
among them, on the exlre b 



at that appalling moment 
was arrested by a brief episode In i 
scene of horror before him. A yon 
mother— tall, graceful, with a look of 
finement and a pale Midonna fece 1 



herself and her babe to the waves and 
to Him who rulSs them. 

Tyler rushed to Ihe sixit where she 
had stood, but mother and child had 
already sunk. For a brief space — mo- 
ments only, though he thought of it after- 
ward as a long, frightful dream — he 
d tl th g f m t 1 

y b th h m— p f I m t I 

t Pi d f II fl 



ifl h 



t b 



pt t 
. t tl 
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wliicli tlieir strength and courage might 
have saved them. From tlie midst, 
however, shone forth examples of per- 
sistent self-devotion ; husbands with but 
one thought, the safety of their wives ; 
a son sustaining to llie last an aged pa- 
rent ; but above all the maternal instinct 
asserted its victory over death. Tyler, 
even in those fleeting moments, caught 
sight, here and there among the crowd, 
of a woman with one hand clutching a 
friendly shoulder or a floating support, 
holding aloi^ in the other an infant all 
"' upending fate. In one 
a chubby little fellow, 
thus borne above the waters, clapped 
his tiny hands and lauglied at the gay 
spectacle of the bright flames. 

Meanwhile, Ihe wind, veering a little 
to the south, and thus blowing tire and 
smoke somewhat to larboard, had left, on 
the starboard edge of the forward deck 
a narrow strip, on which, though the 
heat was intense, some ten or twelve 
persons still lingered beyond actual con- 
tact with the flames. But each moment 
the fire swept nearer and nearer, and 
Tyler felt that the last chance must now 
be risked. He drojsped into the water, 
feet foremost, and disappeared. 

Wliile these things passed, Hartland, 
below with the steerage passengers, had 
witnessed similar scenes. Human na- 
ture, cultivated or uncultivated, is, as a 
general rule, in an extremity so dire, 
mastered by the same impulses. The 
difference inherent in race, however, was 
apparent. The sedate German, schooled 
to meet hardship and suffering with silent 
equanimity, and now standing route and 
stolid — eyes fixed in despair — contrasted 
with the excitable Celt, voluble in his 
bewailings. Hartland, like Tyler, had 
kept himself aloof from the dense crowd, 
and so escaped being carried along by 
the frenzied fugitives when the flames 
first swept the forward deck. He was 
one of those men whose perceptions are 
quickened by imminence of danger. He 
noticed that the starboard wheel-house, 
which had not yet caught, afforded a 
ieniporary shelter from the drifting fire ; 
And acting on a sudden conviction, he 
climbed over the guards on that side of 



the vessel, a little forward of the wheel, 
and let himself down till his feet rested 
on the projecting wale of the boat Thus, 
holding on by the rail, he was able to 
maintain himself outside of the blazing 
current until only a few stragglers were 
left on deck. 

There he remained some time, de- 
liberately thinking over the situation. 
As a boy he had learned to swim, but 
for the last fifteen years he had been 
almost wholly out of practice. He called 
to mind the rules with which he had 
once been lamiliar, and the necessity of 
keeping the eyes open so as to elude the 
grasp of drowning men. As he held on 
there the risk from such a contingency 
was painfully brought to his notice. 
From time to lime several of the passen- 
gers from the upper deck had slid down 
near him. At last one heavy body, from 
immediately above, dropped so close that 
it brushed his clothes and almost carried 
him down with it. He turned to see 
the fate of this man. After ten or fifteen 
seconds he saw him rise to the surface 
again, and with a start recognised Nelson 
Tyler. He was struggling violently, and 
Hartland observed thai some one, as the 
stout miller rose, had clutched him by 
the left arm with the tenacity of despair. 
Both sank together, and Hartland saw 

Several times he was about letting 
himself down, but held back because of 
the crowds that he saw rising to the .sur- 
face and wrestling with death and with 
each other beneath him. At last he was 
warned that his time had come. Look- 
ing toward the bow, where several men, 
imitating his example, were holding on 
outside the bulwarks, but unprotected by 
the wheel-house, he saw the flames catch 
and terribly scorch their hands, the tor- 
ture causing them to quit their grasp and 
fall back headlong into the waves. Stiil 
he watched, until, seeing a whole mass of 
bodies sink together, and thus leave an 
empty space just below him, he com- 
mended his soul fo God, and, springing 
from his support, sank at once to the 
bottom. 

After a brief space, when his eyes had 
cleared a little, he saw what it has sel 
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doin been Ihe lot of human being to 
neis. On the sand, there in the lo 
depths of the lake, lighted by the 
glare of the burning boat, loomed 
around him ghastly apparitions of p 
sons drowned or drowning — men, 
men, small children too ; some bo 
standing upright as if alive ; some 
heads down and limbs floating; s m 
kneeling or lying on the ground ; he 
muscular figure, arms flung out, fin 
convulsively clenched, eyeballs glar 
there a slender woman in an attitud 
repose, her features composed, and 
arm still over the little boy stretche 
his last rest by her side. Of every 
meanor, in every posture they wer 
subaqueous multitude I A momen 
gaze took it all in, and then Harl an 
smitten with horror, struck upward, a 
from that fearful assemblage, and rea 
the surface of the lake and the u 

There he found the water, not 
around the bow, whence most of 
passengers had been precipitated; 




ab,Google 



PART X. 



BETWEEN the detached sandbar on 
which the steamer had stranded and 
the land the lake was deep. The bot- 
tom was a smooth sand, and as one ap- 
proached the low, level shore the water 
shoaled gradually. Hartland, with great 
exertion, had made about half the dis- 
tance when a man — the fifst survivor he 
had seen — came up behind him, swim- 
ming strongly. As he ranged alongside, 
Hartland perceived, with equal pleasure 
and surprise, that it was the miller whom 
so lately he had seen go down in what 
seemed a deatli- struggle. Tyler called 
out to him : "Take it quietly, Mr. Hart- 
land ; don't sw Y u an 
hold out so." 

The other h n w 

timely. He b m aw 
eager efforts h d k d 

strength. "V d 

" I have been d In 

more slowly." 

" Thank you n Y n d h 
strength you ha S y D 

wait for me." 

" Weil," said the other, as he struck 
out in advance, "perhaps it's beat. 1 
may help you yet." 

Left alone, Hartland proceeded more 
leisurely, seeking to husband his powers. 
But for a man of his years, unused to 
violent exertion, the distance was great 
— too great, he began to feel, for reason- 
able hope that he might reach the shore ; 
for he felt now, at every stroke, the strain 
on bis muscles. After a time, so pain- 
ful was the effort that he could scarcely 
throw out his arms. Then a numbness 
crept over bis limbs, gradually reaching 
hia body. He was resolute, scorning all 
weakness that suffered the mind to usurp 
control over the will : he struggled, with 
Puritan hardihood, against the nervous 
helplessness that was invading his whole 



system ; yet, even while lie despised and 
sought to repulse all imaginative sensa- 
tions, the fancy gained upon him that 
life was receding lo the brain. He had 
no longer power to strike out. After a 
few random and convulsive movements, 
as if the body rebelled against the spell 
that .was cast over it, he sank slowly to 
the bottom. An anxious sensation of 
distress, oppressing the breast, followed, 
becoming gradually more urgent and 
painful, until in his agony he instinctively 
struck for the upper air, which he reached 
almost immediately. A few deep inhala- 
tions, and a consciousness that he was 
now in comparatively sliallow water, re- 
stored for a minute or two (he exhausted 
powers, but after making a htile way 
these soon failed again : he could no 
longer maintain hia mouth above water, 
and, choking as a small wave brolte over 
h'S face he sank a second lime Strange, 
Is ne as the t ans t o All pa n 
11 nx ety as gone Tl e wo Id seemed 
gradually s nk n 



do 1 



eof e 
1 m wl le q 
1 d a jello« 






,1 L Tl e 



fot ane 
i d ffused 



h pp d o so an 1 us app o cl ng 
(he te m of e rthlj tl n s I e m n s 
1 le passed n ev ew I elo e I n Ad 
lee I e a ^ued bet e he t bun 1 of 
his own conscience as never before, the 
question whether his conduct to wife and 
child had been marked by that love wliich 
is the fulfilling of the Law. Many alle- 
gations he made, numerous pleas he 
brought forward — urging the duty of dis- 
ciphne, setting out the saving efficacy of 
severity, pleading the example of Him 
who scourgeth every son whom He re- 
ceiveth. In vain I He was too near 
the veil. The light from Eeyoud, where 
Love reigns evermore, shone through his 
filmy sophistry. His soul heard the ver- 
dict — against him ! It heard more than 
the verdict. It heard those words, gen- 
tle yet terrible : " To him that hath shown 
mercy shall niercy be shown." Then it 
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cried out, entreatinc; for a. little i 



it drew forth, from 
the last residue 
which Nature, i 






e Kerlion ; 

effort brought hin — d 

suffering again, 
n-as still alive, H w 
that hour, so cr i 

spent below ? A 
tracted trial, the 

the pleas he had m 

he had employed b 

repentance, the ra 
amend and repai — d 

passed in less tli d 

the time which, h q d 

sciousness, had s d S 

twenty seconds o d d b 

low. A vague co rr 

hope of life afr h d 
strokes carried 1 m m 
to the land. Th 
sense of exhaust H 

But this lime, as k b 

him, the feet ju d 

It was like the to E 

the Lybian giant, 

A lahering step o d d 

water just mounted to his chin. Ha 
reached the land loo late ? He slret 
out his arms toward it, but the b 
powerless, refused to follow. Even 
the tenacity of that stubborn spiri 
serled itself. He dropped on his l;n 
digging his fingers into the sand 
dragging himself along, till he was fo 
once again to rise and tiike breath. B 
with the light and the air came back 
crucialing pain. Then an overwheln 
torpor crept over sense and frame. H 
limbs refused their ofKce. Unable lo g 
to maintain himself erect, he droppe 
the sand. A brief respite of abso 
rest there imparted a momentary coui g 
He crawled, under the water, a few y 
farther. Then consciousness and vol 
gradually failed. As if by the inhe 
powers of llie system uncontrolled 
c struggle was kept u - 



for a few seconds — no more ! Tliat was 
-rally against fate. The lemp- 
e there quiet, immovable — all 
ca dm ssed, all effort abandoned — ■ 
w tible. But what was this ?— 

a miniscence from the scene he 

h ped ? No. These bright sparks 

fl k red before his eyes were lam- 
be d harmless. In his biain, too, 
med an internal light— an irrad- 
g but genial and illuminating, 
b ng. Then came back again 
drouH atmosphere — that calm, 
fr pale-yellow haze ; and with it 
h se of exquisite enjoyment that 
lo return to the earth passed 
soul of the expiring man. A 
r the wan features, 3 slight 
q g of the limbs, and then all cog- 
za (kiings had 
dp d entranced 
r ored phase 
c eked cease 



H rtlaad, and, 
more power- 



t power to 

eft behind. 

e sheet of 

Little else 

ble except 

wheel-house, 

d discern a 

b s still hold- 

01 sure, the 

g T boilers, he 
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caught his 

some balrel of iiiflammabie ma 

reached. 

Then he looked to see the fat h 

companions. Day was dawning d 
wind seemed to have abated. H fl 
impression was, that the lake 1 d 
gulfed the whole of that gallant 
er's living freight, and that he alo 
left to tell the tale of disaster. L 
he scanned the water more narr w 
caught sight, here and there, of 
met making for Ihe shore. Se U 
the heads, however, sank as he 
theiii. One had approached nior 
than the rest, but that, too, disapp 
Could it be Hartland's ? He look d 
it eagerly. It came in sight ag 
mainlng stationary, as if the per 
reached fooling and paused to tak 
ere he walked out, He was su 
now: Thomas Hartland it was — 



ing c 









if i 



help. Again the head sank, and 
but for a few seconds only, it c 
the surface. At that moment, d b 
fore it went under to show it 
more, Tyler took rapid note of th 
tion in which it appeared — almo 
line from the spot on which he 
the stern of the burning steamer. 

"I must save him," was his next 
tliought. But he was fain to rest there 
full five terrible minutes ere the vital 
forces rallied so that he could trust him- 
self to the effort Even then he stag- 
gered along like one drunk or just risen 
from sickness — once over a lo I 
merged in about two feet of wate O 
that he sat down for a brief spac f 
cover spirit and vigor. Precio mo- 
ments he knew well, but he im I t 
After a time he rose, bracing his 
and calling to mind that his friend Id 
be now scarcely a hundred yards d t 
After he had advanced, slowly a d 
tiously, until he supposed he mu t b 
the vicinity of the hotly, he ob ed 
some six or eight yards farther d 

a little off the line he had marked t 
himself, a few air-bubbles, as if 
from below. He remembered t h 
heard that during the last effor f 
drowning person the pressure ot t 



chest usually expels a portion of 

that still remains in the lungs, 

atly encouraged by the indication, 

p cached the spot. There, after a 

m eeling around with his feet, he 

m pon the body. The touch gave 

h sh courage. 

B what to do next ? He felt that 

h tempted, in that depth of water, 

d the drowning man by the arm, 

h head under water the while, he 

w but sacrifice his life without sav- 

of Hartland. In this strait, as 

pple broke over his shoulder, and 

ng flapped lightly against his 

k he was reminded that one of those 

Hibernians who had opposed his 

ff o reach the bow of the boat had 

g d the upper portion of his shirt 

and lorn it half off. A bright 

h ! Tearing it off entirely and 

g it lengthwise in two, he knotted 

p ces together, thus obtaining an 

ptu bit of cordage, one end of 

w he managed to fasten around 

H d's left wrist. By this contriv- 

he was enabled to drag the body 

ithout stooping. Buoyed up as 

in a great measure, by the water, 

h pull sufficed to move it in shore. 

Yet even that small exertion exceeded 

Tyler's waning strength. At each step 

his limbs dragged jnore heavily : several 

times he stumbled from sheer weakness, 

and he was utterly spent by the time he 

reached the log where, on his way out, 

he had rested. Forgetting where it was, 

h f 11 't b f b t t 



f 



Th 
t 



1 

h b ly 



th 



H 



S Id Ij h f ! I 
on 1 [ 1 w 
tra ly I w 1 

d t 1 w h 

h d Ell d 1 

f th I d t th 11 

fwti ffShhd tdfl c 
p t h h h d h 1 1 If bl 



th 



1 
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his dend mother wliich the miller highly 

Beside the well siood Hiram Goddart, 
Tyler's principal hand in the mil), a 
good-looking, brisk young fellow, with a 
tin washbowl on a small bench before 
him, drjn'ng face and liands after his 
morning ablution. 

"Good-day, Miss Ellen," he said, 
" I'm sorry to see you looking pale this 

'I Not ailing, thank you, Hiram, but 
I had uneasy dreams last night, and 
haven't got over them yet." 

"You expect the old man here this 



" Or t( 



e tin 



"Pli be blithe to see him, Miss 
Ellen," blushing and hesitating. " I 
had a letter from Uncle Samuel yester- 
day : he's well-to-do, and has neither 
chick nor child to do for. He's willin', 
if I need it,- to send rae a thousand dol- 
lars or two to set me up in the world. 
I think your father likes me well enough. 
He'll have to go partly in debt to pay for 
that machinery he's buying [ if ! raise 
the two thousand, he might take me in, 
for a partner, like, in the miUin' business. 
Then I wouldn't be a hirelin', and may- 
be—" Ellen's eyes glistened with tears, 
not of joy : her rustic lovei's quick eye 
saw that, and his countenance fell. 
"You wouldn't let me ask the old man" 
— he said it despondingly — ■" if he would 
trust you to me ? you'd be very lonely 

" Oh, Hiram," the girl cried, her sobs 
reaching Tyler's ears, "it's cruel of you 
to talk that way, and fether gone, and 
only last week seven people killed when 
the rail-cars ran ff k A d 

then you know I' d p 

as I could say it — 

"Yes, Miss El dp 

it," said the poo 

say that." Then ta h p 

gently trom her h d L fill 

Ellen thanked h m d h 

Iremblmg He d w 
and hlled the pitc A 

It from him, it slip 



and fell to the ground, breaking in 
pieces. 

" How clumsy I am !" she said ; " and 
father's favorite pitcher, that grandmother 
gave him ! Oh dear! But don't wait, 
Hiram. I'll send Nancy with another. 
Breakfast will be ready in ten minutes." 

With that she recrossed to the house, 
passing, Tyler thought, close to him. 
Then it first occurred to him as some- 
thing strange that neither of them took 
notice of his presence — that they spoke 
of him as absent And then the whole 
scene faded away: he shivered with 
cold; seemed to be lying out some- 
where: felt hands turning him over, 
and heard a rough voice saying, " He's 
no that awfu' cauld. He'll aiblins come 
to. 1 dinna think he'll coup the cran 
yet."* 

" He's a'maist deed, faither : he does 
na stir," said another voice. 

" That's nailhin', Tarn. Nae doot 
he's smr forfoughten. A' droukit folk 
is, that's been lyin' a blink, wi' the water 
aboon them. And he tumbled ower just 
as we lap the fence o' Squire Doolittle's 
cornfield. He must ha' laid there four 






:gat 






id pou'd him out. I wonder what o 
airlh the doited carle was aboot 1 Dinna 
j-e mind, Tam, that he was wadin' in and 
staggerin' as if he was fou, wlien we first 
cam ower the hill and got sight o' him ? 
He must ha' gane clean wud, the crazy 
eheel, to try it the second time, and he 
no able to stand. Hech, sirs !" he 
added, as a deep sigh, half groan, burst 
from Tyler, " whatten an ausome grane 
was that ! He's waukin' up. Tam, 
help me turn him ower on his brisket ; 
at's gude for them that's been 

w t 
Ad h n he had laid him face down- 

d kind fellow took off a heavy 



hen he 
Lc heart 


put 


his hand 


on tl 


ceplable: 
buckel-d 


quite exhausted. 


yofgia 
Drouk 
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"Is lilt breath in him yet?" asked the 

"'Deed is it. He'll be speakin', 
beljve. He's a wee dozened yet ; that's 
a'."* Then to Tam, as he called him : 
"My bairn, tak' aff that bit coatie o' 
yours and wrap his feet in't." Tom did 
as he was bid, starting, however, as he 
laid hold of one foot ; it moved in his 
grasp. " The man's alive, daddie," he 
said, "sure enough : he can kick." 

The father raised Tyler's head, placing 
his hand under the forehead. A little 
water came from the mouth : (hen the 
eyes opened. After a fruitless effort or 
two, the miller said ; " Am I here yet ?" 

" 'Deed an' ye are," replied the other. 
"Whar did ye think ye had gotten to? 
It's no very like the land o' the leal, 
here — d'ye think it is ?— wi' this cauld 
soakit sand anaith ye, and you in Ihae 
screeded duds, and us twa in our sark 
sleeves." \ 

The words were not very intelligibie 
to the miller, but he felt that this was 
real. " I'd like to sit up," he .said, 
faintly. They assisted him, but he was 
so weak that but for Tom, who planted 
himself behind him and sustained his 
back, he must have fallen over again. 

Then he took it all in: the sun risen; 
the lake, almost calm now; the steamer, 
still enveloped In flames ; three or four 
stragglers crawling up the sand a little 
way off, and several men from the coun- 
try hastening to their assistance. That 
brought back to his mind his own efforts 
to rescue Hartland. 

« Mr. . -" 

« My name's Alexander Cameron. 
Ye may ca' me Alick if ye like ; maist 
folks do." 

" You've saved my life, Mr. Cameron." 

"Me and Tam, yes. It was easy 
done. There wasna' twa foot wafer 
where ye lay." 

t' There's another man there ; I was 
trying to drag him out when I fell." 

" An' that was what took ye into the 
water when ye were yinst out ? Aweel, 
ye're a spunkie cheel, if ye are auld. So 






Id by. !>ezinid,st, 
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there's anither man In }'onder ? I'm 
thinkin' his parrltch is cauld by this. A 
gude half hour he's been lyin' there. 
iSut if it'll ease yer mind ony, Tam and 
me'll try and howk him up. Can ye sit 
yer lane, d'ye think?" J 

The miller entreated them not to mind 
him. After searching a few minutes, 
they dragged Hartla;id's body on shore 
and laid it out on the land, near to 
where Tyler was. Cameron examined 
it carefully. The veins of the head 
were swelled ; the face was blue and 
livid ; the tongue was visible between 
the lips, which were covered with white 
froth ; not the slightest warmtli over the 
heart or elsewhere. Even Tyler, who 
contrived to creep up to Ihe body, 
thought the case desperate. They em- 
ployed the usual means of restoration, 
however — cold water on the face, upward 
friction on the limbs and body, without 
obtaining the least sign of life. " They 
say sneeshin's gude for't,"§ said Came- 
ron, taking from his pocket a small 
sheep's horn, or inill as he called it, 
containing snuff, and inserting a portion 
of the contents into the nostrils of the 
drowned man. 

Ten minutes had elapsed in these 
fruitless endeivors when i joung fellow, 
clad in homespun his small poi-ket-sad- 
dlebags indicatmg his profession gal- 
loped to«ard them trom an inland road. 

"Od, but I m fiui to see je doctor," 
said Cameron here s some gear needs 
your reddin Itspistme ony way." || 

Tiie young doctor, dismounting, ex- 
amined tlie case with solemn and critical 
air, shook his head, and said, 

" Do you know how long this patient 
has been under water, Alick f" 

" A matter o' half an hour and main" 

"It's almost hopeless. There are 
cases on record of resii,scitatIon after 
more than half an hour's immersion, but 

" I gied him some sneeshin', doctor. 
Was that a' right ?" 

"Quite right It stimulates the in- 

JKrW, once. /'»rrJi,.S, porridge, llo'mkui^ihz 
up. l'Bf-/a«,byj™r!eH 
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terior surrace of the nostrils, and tends 

"It was wasted on tlie puir bodie : 
he'll never need bicker* nor sneeshin- 

In the mean time the doctor had been 
feeling Tyler's pulse as he lay listening 
to their conversation. " Alick," he said, 
"ye'd better be attending to the living 
This man s made a narrow escape of it 
and he ought to be iR a warni bed tl is 
very m nute instead of here on the wet 
sand. Take my horse if he can sit 
him, get him ! ome as fa=it as \e can 
and — ye ve got soi e brandy or wl sky 
in the house — 

"Oo ay we a(e keep a sma drap 
pie: ye ne\er ken nhen it may be 
needed 

" Well, it's badly needed now. Tl 
man's chilled through." 

Tyler declined the offer of the 1 
but on receiving from the doctor tl 
surance that he would not leave H 1 
land until every means of restoratio 1 d 
been exhausted, he consented to 
Alick made him put on the frieze 
and he and Tom supported 1 ti o 
each side. 

It was hardly three-quarte s of a m 1 
to the Scotchman's cabin but tl e II 
er's sufferings during that short jo j 
were terrible. It seemed to 1 n a f 
hundred needles were pricking him f 
head to foot. His head .swam : h 
forced to sit down and rest a dozen t 
on the route. When they came 1 
squire's fence. Cameron and his so I d 
to lift him over. The field had be 
cently ploughed. The Scotchman 1 k 
ed at it doubtingly. 

" He's unco silly," he said to Tom, 
" and this bit bawk's hard to win through. 
We maun jist carry him."! 

And, in spite of Tyler's remonstrance, 
the stout farmer and his son picked him 
up between them. 

"He's a buirdlyj carle," said Cam- 
eron, quite out of breath, as they set 
him down on the other side of the 
field. "I'se warrant him to weigh gude 

• Bkk^r; wooden dish. 

1 y«ca li'/r, very weak. Jmri, ptouglied land. 



fourteen stane. What's yoi 



callin' 



"I'm a miller. Nelson Tykr is my 
name. I live at Chiskauga : it's a vil- 
lage near the Indiana line." 

" Tyler ? That's a gude Scotch name 
— a'maist as gude as Cameron. Aweel, 
we'll hae ye hame in a jiffy, and I'll gar 
Grannie pit on some het water, and we'll 
hap ye up and rub ye week Ye're feck- 
less tl e noo, but the mi.slress has some 
au d Fermiosh in the aumbry that'll set 
\e up and we'll hae ye hale and hearty 
tl e morn ' Then, after a pause : "We'd 
bcit be steerin', gin ye think ye can 
hirple on. They bare feet o' yours 'U 
be gettm cauld."§ 

Tiler could not help looking down 

disconsolately at his own forlorn condi- 

t' b' d were the only nether 

g 1 1 1 d ed. Cameron under- 

I h 1 k 

■\ 1 f y b eeks on that burnin' 
bo t d 1 y But never fash yere 

th m 1 t tl t man : there was mair 
t t t SI m or. 1 hae a pair, o' 

loo d orra-duds at hame: 

th ) L hought ower tight for 



o them 



11 ye 



Tl 11 tl ked him warmly, and 

tl f 1 way lay over level pas- 

t fi Id 1 f ived to walk, though 

t 1 t p th leaden weights that 
m d t I h s heels grew heavier. 
Bj tl ml reached the spacious 
d bl b f 1 ng of stupor and utter 
1 Ipl over him, and ere a 

I Id b b ought he had sunk on 

tl fl 

Tl yea dl n to the fire, and "the 
mistress," as Alick called his hale, stout, 
red-cheeked wife (who bore her forty- 
odd years as if they scarcely numbered 
thirty), bustled about, and soon had a 
warm bed ready, in which Tyler was 
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laid. " Grannie" was greatly exercised 
just at first, rushing about the house 
without any definite purpose, exclaiming, 
" The Loiid's sake ! Gude guide us ! 
That bangs a' !"' But she soon resumed 
her usual equanimity, put a large kettle 
on to boil, and was ready, with her ex- 
perience of threescore-and-ten, to pre- 
scribe various infallible remedies for the 
exhausted man ; chief among them a 
warm potent potion, sweetened with 
brown sugar — a Scotchman despises 
white sugar when whisky is concerned — 
and of this palatable mixture the F 
intosh" which Tyler's host had pr m d 
him formed a chief ingredient. 

The miller's sensations, as h 1 y 
there dream - haunted and bewild d 
were of a singular character. The 1 
as he touched them, seemed as th k 
the coarsest sailcloth, the blanke ! k 
inch boards. His own body app d 
lo him to have stretched out to g 
proportions. He felt as if he wer I 
or ten feet long, and as if it we 
possible that the bed on which h 1 j 
should contain him. Then there w 
sinking down, down, as if to some d p h 
impossible to reach. He though h 
man who had dragged him to the b 
of the lalte ere he could get free ot the 
boat had again clutched his arm. He 
started in terror, struggling to free him- 
self, and rolled over on the cabin floor. 
When they came to Hfl him up he stared 
wildly round him, muttering, " I couldn't 
help it : it was his life or mine." 

After they had covered him up again, 
and, at Grannie's instigation, put some 
bottles of warm water to his feet, he fell 
into a troubled doze, which lasted an 

When he woke, he saw, lying on a 
bed opposite to him, a stout, portly, rud- 
dy-faced man, in full dress, with a shin- 
ing black satin waistcoat and a massive 
silver watch-chain. The miller rubbed 
his eyes, wondering if that could possibly 
be the same gourmand he remembered 
lo have seen only the day before at din- 
ner on shipboard, stuffing himself with 
delicacies till one wondered where he 
found room to stow them away, and call- 
ing for an additional bottle of champagne 



when the captain's supply was exhausted. 
The very same ! That expanse of satin 
waistcoat was unmistaliable. But how 
could he ever have come here — in all 
that toggery too ? 

" Is it possible" — he said to his host, 
who had come to ask if he felt better— 
" is it possible that fellow with the watch- 
chain got off from the boat ?" 

"'Deed did he." 

"And swam ashore with all his clothes 

" Hoot na 1 He couldna soom, busliit 
h <ra * There was a bit coble gaed 
he steamboat^" 
A oble?" 

Ih t's a fishin'-boat, ye ken— ^" 
1 brought off some of the pas- 
g " 
A matter o' twenty o' them, they 
y They grippet on to the big wheel, 
d b d d there till the boat look them 
yon chiel amang the !ave. It's a 
1 o me how siccan cattle as that 
1 he luck : the Lord aboon, He 

k 1 e gowk was na worth savin'. 

A d re's anither o' them ; that Dutch 
body tin' by the chinilie-lug."t 

T man to whom he refeired was a 
J h eatured German, some fifty or 
sixty years old, silting on a rocking-chair 
by the fire, bemoaning his fate. "Ach, 
mine Gott I" he repeated: "mine gelt 
ischt all gone ! Gott im Himmel ! Was 
soil ich thun ? Verdammter Zufall ! 
Every thaler ischt gone !" 

Cameron went up lo him. "Auld 
man," he said, with sotne asperity, 
"you've been grainin' aboot that siller 
ye've lost lill I'm sick and tired hearin' 
ye. Ye seem to hae dean forgotten that 
yer life's been saved the day, when hun- 
dreds o' better men have gone to Davie's 
locker ; and deil hae me if I think ye've 
said a be-thankit for it yet." 

" Mine life !" rocking himself violent- 
ly to and fro. "Was ischt mine life 
goot for if mine gelt ischt all lost and 
gone V 

" No muckle, I'll agree ; but then 

* CouMun jiwm, l/aiH that gail, could nol swim, 
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"Ach, ja' But mil 
gone. Mine wife ischt 

"Wont somebod) kill tb t 
Dutchman ?" roared out S 'Vi 

coat from his bed 

"Ye may come an' kill 1 m y 
for a' me," said Alick, co llj b 
dinna think he's worth it: t 

set up his money for an d 1 as 
pagan Jews did that gowcle If i 
wilderness, and then let tl 
come in ahint a'— like Lot f 
she turned to a pillar o' saut— n j 
his ain gait for onything I ca 
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dropped in tiefore evening m 
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slier, said the latter, a little sharpi). 
" We're no bien to brag o'. But I dinna 
keep a public, to be seekin' pay for a 
meal's vittals ; and nailher am I a beg- 
garman, to need an aumos.f Ye're wel- 
come to what ye've had." 

When they were taking leave, Tyler 
asked Cameron what he intended to do 
with the lilfle orphan. 

"Oo, we'll jist let liira rin wilh the 
bairns, and gie him a bile and a sup till 



better 



s up." 



" Suppose I were to take him and 
make a miller of him ?" 

" Ye hae a rale leal Scotch heart, 
Mr. Tyler, anaith that broad brisket 
o' yours. I'm unco glad me and Tarn 
pou'd ye out. It'll be the makin' o' the 
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" The Lord be thankit !" sa^ I G 
nie. " I kenned weel He would 1 d 
till His word." 

" Will you come and spend a k 
two at the mill this summer or f 1! d 

Tyler to Cameron, " and bring T m th 
you? Maybe he'd like to be 11 

too. I'd give him the best k d f 
chance," 

'I I'm no misdoubtin' ye would, and 
Tam's gleg at the uptak* But I canna 
weel spare him frae the farm. Ony way, 
I'se come and see ye the first chance." 

" I won't say a word about these 
frowsers and the hat and the Jacket you 
made me take." 

" Ye'd best no, or we'll hae a quarrel. 
But I'll tell ye what : we'll mak a niffer,t 
and ye'll gie Willie here — that's what the 
wean ca's himsel' — yc'll gie him i pair 
o' Sunday breeks and a blue Sco 
net wi' a tassel to'l. Wad ye 1 
Willie ?" 

Willie did not quite unders 
kindness that was intended h 
when Tyler, laughing, asked liim, 
you like to go in that wagon, W 
sit beside the driver and see the h 
the little fellow clapped his hai 
then gave one of them to Tyler. 

So, with many thanks to the 
and to Grannie, and a hearty s 
the hand from Tam, they bade good 
to the hospitable Scotchman. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 
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head and spoke a httle doubtmgly of the 
case, prescribing nourishing food, given 
often and in small quantities, with oc- 
casional stimulants. Mounting his horse, 
he said to the landlord ; " The man 
would do well enough, and might be up 
to-morrow, if he had twenty years less 
on his shoulders. But age tells. I can 
ride Speckleback" — patting his neck — 
"as far in a day, for all his fifteen years, 
as I could when he was a seven-year- 
old ■ but when patients are plentiful and 
I put him through his 
f[ e night, then I have to 

fi two or three days till 

pie again. He's a stout 
ge, that lodger of yours, 
re's no funeral, he isn't 
b p for a week. You may 
ugh by good nursing: 

m d for several days, sunk 

t of lethaigy — a dreamy 

IS and the present inextri- 

<ra and shadowy reproduc- 

orrors he had passed 

nes visited by peaceful 

m those thai soothed Hart- 

m ments. But there was 

nty-four hours a sort of 

d which the patient toolc 

ound him and was com- 

p headed. This occurred 

ra e o'clock each morning, 

fi about an hour. Except 

ervals he could not eat. 

W d the chief thing Tyler 

appearance of a woman 

s bed : she might be of 

sixty — parch m e n t-faced, 

hair and cap, silent, 

her fingers knitted rap- 

m anically, absolutely im- 

m — ange in the cold, impas- 

ray eyes fixed on him 
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Tyler rubbed his own e)-es, but tliere it 
was still. Could it be an apparition— 
his grandmother, who, he recollected to 
liave liea.rd, was a celebrated knitter? 
If so, it must have been a ghost of the 
ministering kind, for it glided slowly to 
the fire, stirred something that had been 
set to simmer there in a small pot, and 
brought the sick man, by and by, a glass 
— not of nectar, unless nectar be a bev- 
erage much resembling warm egg-nog 
with whisky in it. It did not say any- 
thing (o him, however, merely signing 
to him to drink what it presented : then, 
after setting the cmply tumbler on a 
small table at the bed-head, it resumed 
its station and its knitting, and the gray 
eyes watclied him with stony gaze as be- 
fore. Then the old crone was mixed up 
in liis dreams ; sometimes extending a 
hand to help him out of the water — some- 
times telling him that she would meet 
him soon in the next world. 

Gradually the intermittent periods of 
lucidity became longer — two, three, four 
hours. He was coming back to life, 
and the figure at the foot of the bed 
emerged from its ghostly phase — feeling 
his pulse, dropping, now and then, a 
word or two as to his wants : in short, 
settling down into a careful, flesh-and- 
blood nurse, albeit singularly taciturn. 

On the fourth day a slight fever su- 
pervened. That abated, however, and 
on the sixth Tyler sat up, with a feeling 
of returning health and a keen sense 
that the sunshine had never before look- 
ed half so bright. 

He had replenished his wardrobe from 
a ready-made clothing store in the vil- 
lage, the owner giving him credit without 
scruple. " I know by your face you'll 
pay me," he said; "but even if you 
didn't, it wouldn't break me; and we 
must all lend a helping hand in a case 
like this." 

He was two hours in dressing, com- 
pelled to rest every few minutes during 
the process. When nearly dressed he 
happened to cast his eyes on a looking- 
glass set on a chest of drawers. Startled, 
he turned round to see who had entered 
his room. No one there i Yet when 
he looked again in the glass there slill 



it stood— a feeble, wan-faced old crea- 
ture, with hollow, staring eye.s, and hair 
silver while. A second time he turned 
perplexed, wondering whether his senses 
were beginning to wander again. At 
last, after a third look in the mirror, it 
flashed upon him— Mai -mas NELSON 
Tyler ! 

What we call Tifne in this world may 
not exist in the next under any phase 
which corresponds to our present per- 
ceptions of it. These perceptions, even 
here, are sometimes revolutionized. 
That hour of twenty seconds spent by 
Hartland beneath the lake waters in 
self-trial and condemnation was as truly 
an hour to him as if the long hand of the 
clock had marked its sixty minutes. And 
so even physical effects that are usually 
the result of years may be produced in 
days. That terrible week had been ten 
years in Tjler's life. He was ten years 
nearer death at its close than he had 
been at its commencement. His hair, but 
slightly sprinkled with gray on that bright 
May-day morning when the " Queen of 
the Lakes" swept gracefully from her 
moorings in the harbor of Buffelo, was, 
on this seventh of May, colorless as the 
snow when it falls from heaven, The 
rush of circumstance had put forward 
the hands of life's dial. Would his own 
child recognize him under his advanced 



-s? 



In a buggy which the landlord loaned 
him he ventured out, taking Willie — who 
had been thriving under the buxom land- 
lady's care — with him, and driving slowly 
to the scene of disaster. What a sight 
met his eyes ! A wide trench, some 
one hundred and fifty or two hundred 
feet long, had been dug along the bank, 
and contained — so they told him — three 
hundred and seventy bodies that had 
been washed ashore, or dragged up from 
the sand-bar on which the steamer 
stranded by friends and relatives in 
search of their dead. These bodies had 
been enclosed in rough poplar boxes, 
the lids loosely tacked on, so that the 
corpse within could be readily inspected. 
Upon each lid had been chalked the 
name when there was any clew to it, 
but in the great majority of cases unly a 
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few words designaling sex, probable age 
and apparent nalivity of the deceased. 

A crowd was assembled around this 
hideous trench : the greater number 
mere spectators, drawn thither by the 



P > . 
stopped to take a last look at the scene 
near Tyler's buggy. 

" Catch me undertaking such a job 
again !" said the younger of the two to 
his companion. " If it hadn't been for 
that chloride of lime, or soda, or what- 
ever it is, I think I should have fainted 
before I got through that awful pit. I 
don't believe the stench will be out of 
my nostrils for a week. And we have 
io give it up at last." 

" We found one of the two," replied 
the otlier ; " and that's better luck than 
most of them had." 

" I say. Jack," rejoined the tirst speak- 
er, " did you hear the dreadful stories 
they were telling about the plunder of 
the dead bodies — watches, jewelry, 
money they suppose too ; and one young 
girl who had her earrings torn off." 

" It may be exaggerated," replied the 
other, " but no doubt it is partly true, A 
great crowd always draws pick|jockets ; 
and they probably concluded that the 
dead would raiss their rings and watches 
and pocket-books less than the living, 
and would be very sure not to prosecute 
them for the theft." 

" I suppose that is their cold-blood- 
ed way of looking at it, but it's very 
tiorrible." 



just before I left home.-' 
"Did you ?" 

" I was standing in our savings bank 

last Saturday afternoon when a crowd 

po e widow among 

children to feed 

She had put 

— avings, she told 

m wo years — into 

that over her 

Some villain 

wrecker- thieves 

compared to 

D alh in the face 

aling still. You 

ao ed 'enty-live cents 

whole years, to 

u-i day, and gone 

oubt to pamper 

bauchery. It's 

e J siock o to thmkof,thelearingrings 

out of the ears of a young creature that's 

dead, but it's a venial crime compared 

ring the heartstrings of a poor, old, 

overtasked, hardworking mother that's 

"ng and can feel the torture." 

' You always were a queer creature, 

Jack, but I can't help thinking of the 

bleeding ears for ^1 that." 

Don't let's talk about !t, Ned, I 
: to get out of this. Let's hunt up 
:wo men that hired that hack along 

to-night." 

Tyler had seen and heard enough. 
He returned to the tavern a good deal 
fatigued, but a quiet night's rest did 
much for him. He was up, though a 
little late, to breakfast 

As he pa.^sed out with Willie to go 
1 his room, the two men whose conver- 
sation he had listened to on the lake 
shore were paying their bills at the office 
Tyler stopped to look at them, 
The face of the elder seemed familiar, 
but he tasked his memory in vain to 
discover who he was or where he had 
They passed up stairs to look 
after their baggage, and Tyler noticed a 
four-horse carriage at the door. » Are 
they going in that hack ?" he asked his 
host. 
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II Yes, to Cleveland, wliere they lake 
the railrrad. Why couldn't you go wkli 

"I have no money to pay you my 
bill" 

" Don't let that stop you, Mr. Tyler. 
I'll not be harder ou you than the tailor 
was. Send me ten dollars when you get 

"And the old woman that nursed 

" I guess «he ought to hive a V So 
you can make it filtuen 

"I'll send jou tventy the diy 1 get 
home. Give the old woman half bhe 

Just then the two men cime down 
the youn„er first Mr Morris said 
the landlord couldn t )0U giie this 

"Very sorrj but were full alreadj— 
four of us and tints all it holds 

"Who wants a seat?" said the other 
as became forward — "anybody from the 
wreck ?" 

"Yes, this old man here: he swam 
ashore, and then went back into the 
water to try and save a friend of his. 
That time he'd have been drowned, sure 
enough, if it hadn't been for Scotch 
Alick. He's been a week getting over 

"Old gentleman," said he whom his 
companion had called Jack, turning to 
Tyler, "you shall have my seal, and 
heartily welcome too: I'll get up beside 
the driver." 

Tyler wrung his hand in thanks : 
'. I've this Httle fellow, but he can sit on 
my knee." 

" Any baggage ■"' 

" Out in the lake jes sn I a^ bu 
we won't wait for 

It was just as mu h a I e m H 
could do to climb o s sea 1 e la d 
lord helping him. 

" Hand me up 1 a oung e land 
lord," said Jack j I know 1 e n s o 
see the horses, and ny knees a e 
stronger than his ^ "andfa e s 

" That's not mj g and ale sa d 
Willie as soon as he was seated. 

" Your &.ther, is it ? He's old to iiave 



" Father and mother are both drowned, 
and Bessy and Liz — Jem and Harry 

" Good Heavens !" said kind-hearted 
Jack ; " and who's that old gentleman ?" 

" Don't know. He's goln' to make a 
miller of me." 

Jack looked at the child's sad, earnest 
eyes and kissed him, his own eyes moist: 
then he turned, and, after scrutinizing 
Tyler's face, said to Morris ; " Ned, 
hand me up one of those printed hand- 
bills." He looked it over carefully ; 
then to himself: " No, it can't be; but 
it's a singular coincidence." 

" Mr. Morris," said one of the occu- 
pants of the hack, " what sort of luck 
had you and Mr. Alston .'" 

" Got one body and sent it home, but 
couldn't find a trace of the other, though 
we must have opened at least fifty of 
those infernal boxes. It may have been 
washed ashore some distance off." 

"Then probably Ihe coroners didn't 
have a quarrel over it." 

" How do you mean ?" 

" Didn't you hear about that ? The 
bodies came on shore close to the county 
line ; and there were two rival coroners, 
each anxious to have the honor, or 
rather the profit, of holding a few hun- 
dred inquests. Finally, I think, they 
agreed to divide the spoils." 

"Well," said Morris, "if a man's in 
business he must look out for custom. 
It's three dollars a body, and the county 
can afford to pay it. These coroners 
don't make fortunes ; it isn't every day 
they have such a windfall as this. I 
wish one of them had made his three 
dollars off tliat miller's body, so we could 
ive taken it home to his daughter. No 
doubt it would have been a comfort to 
I e girl. Are you worse, old gentle- 

an ?" turning to Tyler, who had sunk 
back as if exhausted, his eyes closed. 

"No, it's nothing," rousing himself; 

but is that gentleman's name, beside 
he driver, Mr. Alston ?" 

"Jack Alston, yes ; and a right good 
fellow too, if he has odd notions some- 
times. From Mount Sharon : do you 
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aid Tyle 



a feeble 
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voice, wilhout replying to Morris, " wil 
you let me see that handbill you weri 
reading ?" 

It was handed to liitn. Tlie readin; 
of it seemed to produce a strange iin 
pression. Tliey saiv him struggle for 
composure. At last he said quietly to 
Morris, " I think it's just as well the 
coroner didn't hold an inquest on that 
miller you're looking after." 

"Why? Do you know anything 
about the body ?" 
'■Yes." 

"Then, in the name of Goodness, let 
us know where it is. We've had such 
a time after it. Driver!" raising his 
voice, "Stop ; we must go back again." 

" No, you needn't : you've got the 
body here." 

"What?" said the odier, conf 1 I 
— " in the boot under the di 
Strapped on behind ?" 

Tyler, weak as he was, could t I Ip 
laughing ; " The miller was six f t d 
over : it would have been hard t t 
the box into the boot, I think." 

" For God's sake, stranger, t 11 
what all this means, at once." 

" It isn't every man that has a h 
to see his dead body advertised, d t 
dollars reward offered for it — " 

" By the Lord Harry !" b k 
Jack, "if it isn't the burly miller I 
the body among us ! Give us you h d 
old fellow. I had some suspicio b t 
it when this youngster here told j 
intended to make a miller of hin L t 
then the white hair ! How could ll j 
make such a mistake ?" 

" No mistake, Mr. Alston ;" h k 
his head sadly ; " but / made a mistake 
myself, yesterday, when I first got up 
from a sick bed and looked in the glass, 
I didn't know it was Nelson Tyler." 

"No wonder I didn't find it out, then. 
Well, I've heard of such things before, 
but I never beheved them. Do you 
mean to say that your hair was only 
' sprinkled with gray,' as the handbill 
says, one week ago ?" 

"The day we left Buffalo, yes— if 
that's only a week since. It seems to 
me like six months." 

" Mr, Tyler," said Alston, " what was 



it that the landlord said about your go- 
ing back into the water, after you had 
saved yourself, to help a friend ? Who 
was it you tried to save ?" 

"Thomas Hardand of Chiskauga ; but 
I didn't make it out. I contrived to get 
the body along till the water was about 
two feet deep, and then fell down sense- 
less myself. You would have got my 
body, slick enough, along with Mr. Hart- 
land's, if it hadn't been for a stout 
Scotchman and his son who draped me 

"You're a noble fellow. Nelson Ty- 
ler," said Alston, warmly : " first, to risk 
your life, and all but lose it, for a friend ; 
and then to adopt an orphan that hadn't 
a soul left to take care of him. But how 
did you expect to pay your way and his 
b k t CI k ga ?" 

T 11 ) the truth, I didn't see 

y p h J 1 arly ; but in oui' coun- 

t J } 1 j'S find somebody lo help 

1 k th s. I felt sure the rail- 

d I pi Id put us through free," 

Th m ds me," said Mr. Morris, 

t k t h p cket-pook and selecting 

f t 1 h If eagles, "that I owe this 

I m d bt." He handed the 

t Tyl adding with the utmost 

g y Th eward for finding that 

b d M Tyl that was too long to 

g 1 b you know." 

Tl 1 d g od laugh over this, and 

It m y t e, all things considered, 

11 th J Id Cleveland, whence, the 

m i they proceeded by rail 

1 I to Chiskauga. 



While Tyler 



lay in lethargic sleep 
' the line of telegraphic 
)o — at that country 
tavern, he had neither spirit nor means 
to send speedy news of his condition to 
his daughter. But ere he left Cleveland 
he telegraphed to a friend at the River- 
dale railroad station nearest to Chis- 
kauga, asking him ,to ride over and in- 
form Ellen lliat her falher was on his 
way home. 
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The tidings came like a f 

heaven to the desolate girl Tl t 
ble suspense — worse than h t 

tainty— which she had bee d f 

the last five days had worn m d d 
body till she seemed more fit t oc pj 
a sick bed than to go alxiu 1 1 11 

did, wearied and wan, attend g m 1 
kally to her daily duties. 

The poor child had her pe 1 

griefs and anxieties in add t h 

which regarded her fathe f I &l 
had fallen, alas 1 into pitile 1 d 

The ancients were wont I 1 t h 
Harpies as rapacious bird th h 
heads, who snatched from h j 

man the untasted meal, d j g 
befouling what was intended t h 

ment and comfort. More ru 1 th 

Harpies of humankind— fil 1 g d 
tiling the holier food of h m d I 
heart, decrying good nam b d b 
fair fame and murderin i t 

Venial in the comparison, d f m t 
leas shameful, is even the b S 

of tlie robber- incendiary. H y h p 

to clutch from the burning d ii 1 

able spoil, and that edifice 1 

be rebuilt stronger, fairer m t I Ij 

th b f i> t tl backbiter his not 
tl poo f pi d d tl 

f bl d p t m y b 
t 1— b ) d If 

by 1 Id h If I Id 
It p ta It p h d 

J 1 I dw It 
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how ch g d EU t f 1 J J I 
the old man took her once more iu his 
arras was most touching to see. She 
supported him into the house, set him in 
the wonted easy-chair ; then sank at his 
feet, burying her face in her han 
laughing and crymg alternately, « 
power of control. 

When her first wild emotion 
somewhat subsided, she stood 
swimming eyes and an aching 
gazing— oh so pifeously !— at tha 
ed form. " Father, father I" she 
" how terrible it must have been ! P 
white hairl" putting it back from 
forehead and kissing him fervently 
and again. Then she knelt dow 
her clasped hands on his knees 
looked up in his face : " You mu 
now, father dear, and I must nurse you. 
Hiram can mind the mill: he's been 



be very quiet ; you mustn't 

b ous, nor trouble yourself about 

J h g except getting well." Then 

dl n a low lone : " I've been a trou- 

Lil t you, father: I've done what I 

ht ot to have done : you've been 

and sorry about me. Dear, 

k d f her, you mustn't be anxious, you 

m t ever be sorry about me, any 

They may say what they please 

d p mise what they please : I'll stay 

w h J u and take care of you, as mother 

Id 1 ave done if she hadn't gone to 

h I'll never leave you — never, 

f I dear — as long as you need me — 

n o Then 

kh h hnhndn both 



V u w and 

w hud w od The 

Lo d d , if 

b d p He 

g ly drew his hands from hers, laid 
tl 1 her bowed head and said ; 

■^ re your mother's own child, 

N II — the dearest blessing God has 
given me. May He bless you as I do, 
and lead and protect you when I am 
gone !" 

The next day, wlien a quiet night's 



quitt 



.way. 



tell you he expected a letter ?" 
" No. Any news from the old man ?" 
"The letter came on May-day, I be- 
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lieve ; at least Hiram told me of it next 
morning. He did not show it to me, 
but I think it most have been in reply 
to something he had written about a 
partnership wilh you in the mill ; for he 
said the uncle offered him one or tivo 
thousand dollars to set him up in the 

The miller started, shuddered, turned 

"Poor father!" said Ellen; "how 
you must have suffered ! You have 
these pains still ?" 

" Not much, my child ; it has passed. 
Did Hiram say anything about a part- 
nership ?" 

" I think he did. Oh yes— now I le- 
member : he said you might perhaps 
want money to help pay for that new 
machinery. Was that all lost, father?" 

"Yes, Nell : nothing but the old man's 
come back to you ; and he's good for 
nothing but to give trouble now." 

Ellen put her hand on his mouth : " I 
know you love me, father dear," the 
fears rising to her eyes, " and that you 
don't want me to cry. Then you 
musln't say such cruel things as that," 

"Well, I won't. I used to tend you 
when you was little and your mother 
aiiin', and I never thought it a trouble. 
So you shall fetch me a pitcher of water, 
dear Nellie, fresh from the well." 

Ellen brought it, and when she had 
poured out a glass, her father asked, 
"What's come of that blue and white 

" Oh, father, I'm so sorry !" 

" It's broken ?" 

" Yes. It was the very same morn- 
ing Hiram spoke to me about his uncle's 
letter." Then, looking at her lather : 
" You are suffering still from those aches 
you told me of. I see it in your face." 

"Just for a moment, Nell: never 
mind it. So you and he were at the 
well together, were you ?" 

Ellen blushed : " Why, how did you 
know that, father ?" 

" It wasn't difficult to guess. You 
generally fetch a pitcher of water for 
breakfast; and that's about the lime 
Hiram mostly comes to wash by the 
well." 



Yes, he was wiping his face and 
hands when he told me about the letter." 

"You see. That must have been 
just about the time I got on shore. I 
wonder if you had been dreaming about 
steamboat accidents." 

" No, but I had had bad dreams about 
you, and kept thinking of the seven peo- , 
pie that were killed on the railroad when 
the cars ran off the track." 

"And maybe Hiram kept thinking 
that if anything did happen you'd be 
very lonely — " 

" He had no business to tell you al! 
that. I don't thank bim for it I" a httle 
pettishly. 

" Don't blame the lad for nothing, 
Nell. He never said the first word 
about it, good or bad. But my Scotch 
aunt Jessie used to sing me a song that 
Burns or somebody wrote ; it began — 



Wilt thou kl n» cheer Ihee T 
And I remember that was the way I felt 
about your mother when I was courtin' 
her, one tne nie le fa her was ill. 
I think H an us h e been saying 
something abou on e o er partner- 
ship besides he m n business that 
morning ?' 

Again t at e a e b ; " Father, 
you must be a w H iv could you 

guess all iha 

" You th nk I ne e hea d that, when 
young peop e m e b e well, they do, 
now and tl en akofs Ings ? How 

do you know I never did it myself?" 

" But then nothing can ever come of 
it Hiram's as good as he can be ; you 
never had a more faithful hand ; only I 
couldn't love him. I toid him it couldn't 
be. And you don't want me to marry 
him, do you ?" 

"You love your old father, Nell, and 
you're bent on taking care of him. D'ye 
think he would ever ask you to marry 
anybody you couldn't love ?" 

Tyler had many kisses from his daugh- 
ter that morning, but none more fervent 
than the one she gave him as he said 
that. Yet she could not make up her 
mind to tell him, just then, that Mow- 
bray had asked her to be his wife. "By 
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and by," she thought, "when h 
stronger." 

" Nelly," said Tyler, '■ youV 
housework to do and that orphan 
to look to ; and I'm a'most as 
worn out tellin' you that long s 
if I'd gone through it all again, L 
me to rest, child : maybe I'll "et a nap 

Yet he was 
When Ellen le m 
tumult. As h rra 

the wonders th g 

he sank into a 

He had looke 
thing more na 
his thoughts h 

he was draggin H bo 

the water, feeli 
dying hhnself t 

thing so vividl) N 

actual world 1 

more real Tl 

the cold wet s pe 

the first momen 

that from which 

thus — actuated, 

■rather than by 

had been truly — 

he had cautious 



Th 



It 



the p 1 I 
broach d b) th 



pay fo h 
suit t Ell 
being left alone 
at that very tin 

mother's be que 
him this could n 

The man fel 
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evidence of another world, but 
en foreshadowing his own ap- 
proaching entrance into it. "Many ex- 
ternal circumstances," s:iys an able 
naturalist,* "appear to be received in 
almost all countries as ominous." 

But when an omen is taken to indi- 
cate death, the tendency of the belief 
itself often is to work out its own fulfill- 
ment. Whether the miller's death was 
hastened by his presentiment, or whether 
his mind was disabused by communica- 
tion with those who held more enlight- 
ened opinions, will appear in the future 
chapters of this story. 

In the mean time his love for Ellen 
caused him scrupulously to conceal from 
her what agitated his own mind. But, 
hke Mary at the Master's feet, lie laid 
up these things in his heart. 



Dr. Meyrac sat by Mrs. Hartland's 
sick bed counting her pulse, one rainy 
evening several weeks after the ship- 
wreck. Celia had gone down to see to 
the preparation of a nourishing =oup 
The voice of the patient, as she add 
ed her physician, was faint and lo 

"You will tell me the truth, d I 
What are the chances lliat I shall I 

He did not immediately reply d 

when he did the question he a k d 
seemed irrelevant; 

" Is it that madame has great anxiety 
about the affairs ? I heard say that Mr. 
Hartland lose by one railroad." 

"You suppose 1 wish to make a will.'' 
No ; I am not thinking about property 
Ethan attends to that ; but I ' ' 



tell n 






" I am very pleased. Now I will an- 
swer madame's question. According the 
symptoms, you ought to recover ; but I 
see you sink, sink, all the days. There 
is some wrong. I can cure de body, 
but I have no medicine for cure de mind. 
Madame's mind is not at ease." 

The agitation that caused a sudden 



flush over Alice's pale, thin face attested 
the sagacity of the observation. 

" I pray madame not to imagine I 
vould inquire : it is not at all my affair ; 
but I vould, offer one advice." 

"Speak to me frankly, doctor ; I ask 
it as a favor." 

" You are too good. Veil den. Some- 
ting oppress you. It weighs on your 
mind day and night You rest not : you 
sleep not. But I cannot cure nobody 
visout sleep. You must change dat." 

" How can I change it ?" 

" See I If you shut it up, it vill op- 
press you more and more : maybe it vill 
be too strong for my tisanes, and you 
will go to die. The body must be help, 
and dere is a vay to help it. You are 
not one Catholique, or I vould tell you 
send for your confessor ; but it is just 
as good. Find some sage friend dat 
you love, and say it all. It vill be much 
rehef: vat you call disburden. Ven one 
is ill, it must never too much load down 
eeder de stomach or de mind." 

Celia entered, and soon after the doc- 
tor took his leave, she accompanying 
him to the door. " Mademoiselle Celie," 
he said, in French, " try to amuse our 
fOod friend Read t ' 



t 1 t I 



a hero 



1 fani 



th y 



1 olesome. Too much 

I tl u of the evening, Celia, 

n df 1 I tl 1 ctor's injunction, pro- 
p d d lething. " What shall 

t b I k d. 

" Have you not been translating re- 
cently portions of Madame Roland's au- 
tobiography ?" 

"Yes." 

" I once dipped nto t nd I th nk it 
would have interest c 
you know how imp 
French." 

When Celia fei 1 d 1 n u ript 
and began to rea 1 1 e an d at 

the emotion exhibited bj liei auditor at 
certain passages — this among Ihem r 

" Roland was of a dominating charac- 
ter, and twenty years older than I. One 
of these two superiorities might have 
been well enough : both together were 



tlj 1 I 
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And again; "If 
at the commcncem. 
that I should see as little as possibl 
my intimate female friends, I eonf n 
ed to liis wishes, and did not renew my 
intimacy with them till he liad acquired 
sufficient coiiiidence in me to be no 
longer jealous of their love. That was 
a mistake. Marriage is grave and 

Celia started : that sigh from the sicfc 
bed seemed to come from the very depths 
of the heart ; but she proceeded : 

" Marriage is grave and austere ; and 
if a woman with strong affections is de- 
prived of the solace of friendship for 
those of her own sex, a necessary ali- 
ment is cut short and she is exposed 
thereby. How numerous the corollaries 
from that truth !" 

The invalid clasped her hands, press- 
ing them tightly over her heart, but she 
said nothing ■ and Celia went on reading : 

"Ifwehved in sohfude I had man j 
weary hours of sadness and suffer ng 
If we went into societj I attracted the 
affection of persons some of whom I 
perceived m ght have interested me too 
much. So I devoted mjself whilij to 
work with m3 husband but that too 
had its evils 

" Dear Madame Roland wis all 
the comment W cc made Cel i fear 
ing over-excitement m her aunt s feeble 
state, said ; 

" I translated only passages that struck 
me here and there. Here is one other: 
' In default of happiness, one can often 
obtain peace, and that replaces it'" 

Celia laid her manusciipt aside as 
Ethan entered. He noticed, with appre- 
hension, the hectic flush on his mother's 
cheeks. Fever was rising, but she urged 
her son and niece to retire. » You have 
both your day's work to do to-morrow," 
she said, "and need rest: Nancy can 
stay with me." 

" Housework is as hard as keeping 
school," said Celia. " Let me stay with 
you to-night, mother — please!" 

Mrs. Hartland had two hours' troubled 
sleep in the early part of the night — 
more than she had been able to obtain 
for several days and nights past. As in the s 



n h rr d C la p f 

11 I 1 1 d d pt d 

1 1 n p nd a bj I d lie 
1 k b y d I I fe 
'• Does It still ram . Alice a.sked. 
Celia threw back the shutters, and 
moonlight from a cloudless sky tilled the 
m. "It is a brilMant night," she 
I. 

'That storm oppressed me. Put out 
the lamp, dear child. I want the moon- 
light." 

Ceha sat down beside the bed. Her 

unt tossed about, occasionally moaning. 

The forehead was burning hot, and the 

girl began to feir delirium But after a 

Alice k h s hand and 

seemed t b h I. f her, for she 

pressed i al huddering a 

"e now d I Wh half an hour 

)sed, si 1 d h ce by saying, 

' Dr. M y ! k I I all die, but I 

it tell jou some h ^ b fore I go. I 

knew how I had sinned, but, Celia, Celia, 

I never thougiit 1 should do wrong to 

" Wrong to me, mother ?" 

" I did not see that I was doing wrong. 
It's all clear now. Surely in the next 
world all will be clear." 

" Do you mean that you have loved 
me and indulged me too much. What 
else have you ever done ?" 

" I want to tell you about the days 
when your dear mother and I went lo 
school together. We lived in Arch 
street, next door to a rich merclianl ; 
and his eldest son— Ah, Celia, what a 
noble, generous, handsome boy he was ! 
He was just your mother's age— three 
years older than 1. I don't remember 
when I first knew him, but he went to 
school with us more than three years ; 
and never did brother treat sister more 
gently, more kindly, than he treated me. 
His name was Frank." 

" Is he alive still, auntie ?" 

" I think I must have been a preco- 
cious child ; I know I was a foolish one. 
It wasn't love I felt for Frank: it was 
worship. At school I contrived always 
to sit so that I could see him, yet I 
scarcely ever dared to look. If he vi 



vith r 



wher 
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was happiness enough foi me I se 
ed to feel it if at any time he wis go ng 
to pass our window, and I ahva^ s looked 
up just in time. But it anjbody had 
guessed all this, I think I should haie 
died. One day I was terribly fnghtened 
We had got together with a number of 
children, and one of them proposed that 
all the boys' names should be wr 
on scraps of paper, folded up ind put 
into a hat. Each girl was to draw i 
We thought it was rather kicked but 
when it came to the point none ot ua 
refused to try our chance. I drew tu 3 — 
one accidentally folded w (hm tl e olhcr 
The first I glanced at was the name I 
had hidden in my heart: I crushed it, 
unobserved, in my hand, and showed 
them the other, which contained the 
name of a rude boy whom 1 could m 
abide. I know I should have fainted 
on the spot if I had been obliged to 
show Frank's name. Yet I could 
make up my mind to destroy the scrap 
it was written on. I had a small bead- 
purse, lined. I ripped open the lining, 
slid the precious memento inside and 
carefully sewed it up again." 

" Did he die, mother dear ?" 

" He went to a higher school — after- 
ward to college I didn t see him for 
sixteen years ; then I wis a « fe and he 
a widower. Oh jou mustn t desp se 
me, Celia. I wis 1 wife ind I -1 1 1 
widow now, yet I haie that I Hie bead 
purse still." 

For some time she was unable ti pro 
ceed, covering her !ice w th her hands 
her frame shak n;; w Ih sobs Ceha 
sought to soothe her k ssed her tender 
ly, and could not restra n her own tears 
With a strong effort Ahce at last mis 
tered her emotion so as to proceed But 
she evidently spoke under h gh fever sh 
excilement, and is if she felt she must 
go through with t 

" Maybe I had some excuse for mar 
rying. He had married some years be 
fore. I knew it woild be an awlul fh ng 
to go on loving a miir ed min And 
besides, it was not a min I ! id ln\ed^ 
only a boy ; and I fhou.,ht it nould be 
so different wl e 1 I saw I m a^a n 
Then Mr. Harthnd w s such a moril 



upright person Everybody respected 
him and io did I. I never chose my 
seat n church so that 1 could see him, 
to be sure nor e\er particularly noticed 
«hether he wis in the room or not; and 
1 never knew or cared when he passed 
our window But I had got it into my 
1 ead that it a woman married a good 
mm si e wouldn t be able to help loving 
h m afterward Dear child, whatever 
\ou do neier marry a man you don't 

hopes that \ou may\o\t him by and by. 
KyA il ) ou cire for your own soul, Celia, 
never marry one man as long as yon 
love another." 

" 1 shall never marry anybody, dear 

" That's bad, too. And you don't 
know. If that boy I worshiped so had 
turned out a worthless man, I think I 
should never have connected the two, 
or kept earing for him. But when he 
was there for years daily before my eyes 
— dally doing good— the very embodi- 
ment of all that is kind and generous 
and faithful — the idol of hundreds besides 
myself — the benefactor of the whole 
neighborhood — your own best, noblest 

Gracious Heaven I" 

^ es you have guessed it— Frank 
Sidenhim. Sometimes I watched him 
t om beh nd the curtiins is he rode past 
our mi do s But he ever saw it. 
Ti ank God ll at I e has no cause to 
desp se me I I 1 d o tell you, Celia, 
for 1 huentcone le vorst thing I 
nas guilty o(— 1 e ong I did you." 

\oa ae exl aus no- yourself dear 
mother — ' 

' It must be told and I eiter at once. 
I saw that Mr Sydenia loved you, 
Celia — indeed 1 ow coul 1 1 e help it i* — 
and I didn t v sh h m to marry you. It 
was \erj very cl ed n ne; but that 
was one of (1 e reaso s wl y I wanted so 
much that you should ma y Mowbray." 
Ceha Has so amazed at this disclosure 
tl at, for the time, she could not utter 
a single word. Alice proceeded des- 
perately as a convict might in his last 
confess o 1 : 

I did think I'd hide it from you, 
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darling, and let you believe your aunt 
was a good woman. But I couldn't 
bear to put it oiF. In heaven — but I 
dare say I sha'n't go there after all I've 
done — at any rate, I couldn't bear to 
think that you should hear it there first ; 
so I had to tell you here." 

Celia still sat like one stunned, her 
mind bewildered with the strange ideas — 
unwholesome fancies Dr. Meyrac might 
well call them— that had just been thrust 
upon her ; and her aunt added : 

'I I don't expect to live, my cliild, and 
I'm sure I don't wish it. But whether 
I live or die, I want you not to think 
worse of me than I deserve. If I live, 
I shall never feel again as I have done. 
I can't tell yoii how much this sickness 
has changed all my thoughts and wishes. 
Whether I am here to see it, or whether 
I witness it (if spirits are permitted to 
look back) from the other side, it will 
be a happiness to me to see you Frank 
Sydenham's wife. I hope and pray you 

" Dear mother, don't I know there's 
nothing you think would make me happy 
that you wouldn't be glad of? But for 
Mr. Sydenham's sake and for mine, 
please, please don't lalk'so. Such a 
thing never for one moment crossed his 
though I 



"His 



s yoi 



Of ci 



so long as he knew you were engaged lo 
Mowbray." 

" Pray, pray don't 1 I do believe Lela 
doesn't love her lather much better than 
I do ; but my love for him is just like 

At this point, however, conscience 
checked her. She remembered the day 
^was It only seven or eight months 
ago ? — when she was sitting in that arm- 
chair before Sydenham's parlor fire. 
Had she really told him then that he 
never seemed to her like a father, ^nd 
never would ? Had he kissed her ? Only 
on the forehead, and only as any kmd 
old gentleman might. But was he so 
old, after all ? She was getting contused, 
so she came back to what she did know 

" I haven't a heart to give to Mr 
Sydenham If he asked for It. The\ s-ij 
Evelyn is engaged to Ellen Tyler I 



dare say it's true ; but, mother, molher, 
I love him still !" 

Celia laid her head on the pillow be- 
side her aunt's. Alice put her arms 
round the girl's neck, kissed her fervent- 
ly, and wept silently and long. " My 
own child, my own darling 1" she said 
at last. "Ah, if my little Lizzie had only 
lived I My heart would never have 
strayed from home then," 

After that they were long silent 
Then an intuition came to Celia. " They 
would tell her if they knew all," she 
thought; then to her aunt : "You think 
more of Ethan and his welfare than of 
anything else, don't you, mother ?" 

" Of you and Ethan. I have nobody 
else to care for now." 

" But you may have, by and by." 

Her aunt looked up, troubled, but her 
brow cleared when Cella asked : " Did 
it ever occur to you that Ethan might 
have taken a fancy to some one In 
Chiskauga ?" 

" Has he ?" with a look of surprise. 

"It isn't settled, I think. She feared 
that she was getting blind, and accepted 
him conditionally only." 

" Miss Ethelridge, is it ?" 

"Ellie — yes. Such a noble, warm- 
hearted girl, mother ; so much — oh so 
much — better than I shall ever be. 
Ethan's heart Is In it, and he would 
marry her, if she ivere blind, to-morrow." 

"But a blind wife^a blind mother of 
a household, Celia ?" 

" I know ; but perhaps she might 



have a dear irood molher ii 
\ th h 



f 1 t 



-law staying 
your little 



After a 



i p I y C 1 1 dear, what 

w th t 1 t t t y u ead nie from 
M d R 1 nd d } 

Ceha went to the window and read by 
the bright moonhght: "In default of 
happiness one can often obtain peace, 
and that replaces it." 

Toward mornmg Alice slept tran- 
qu lly sescral hours, and awoke free from 
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fever. Then she sent for Ethan, and 
had a long talk with him. From that 
day they dated her convalescence. 

It was an imprudent thing in Alice 
Hartland to speak as she did to her 
niece, especially as, by Ethan's advice, 
Ihey had begged IMr. Sydenham 10 act 
as Ceha's guardian, and he had consent- 
ed and been appointed. The girl was 
not at all disposed to imagine people in 
love with her. But this new relation 
brought Sydenham and her a good deal 
together. Then, too, she visited Rose- 
bank thrice a week to give Leoline mu- 
sic-lessons. So that, even if she had 
desired to avoid him, she could not well 
do so without appearing unfriendly or 
ungrateful. She did not really desire to 
ivoid him, but she was no longer at ease 
with him as formerly; and when she 
became conscious of this it provoked 
and annoyed her. If she had not been 
too busy to be sentimental, it might have 
made her unhappy. 

She had neglected the school some- 
what during her aunt's illness, but as 
soon as Alice was able to sit up and 
walk about a little, she returned to her 
teaching, resolved lo make up for lost 
time. Some of the pupils, .she found, 
had been taken from school by their pa- 
rents. Was the poison working? Was 
she to be a clog, instead of an aid, to 
Ellinor ? Her dream of usefulness be- 
gan to fade. 

For a moment the thought crossed 
her that she ought to withdraw from the 
partnership. But Ellinor's waning sight ! 
And then the indignation against injus- 
tice which lurks in the mildest natures 
woke up a little too. Ought Mrs. Wolf- 
gang and her abellors to succeed in 
tiieir base plot ? " They ought not, and 
they shall not," she thought, "if I can 
help it." She was getting pugnacious. 
That is wholesome — in moderation. 

The same evening (Mrs. Clymer hav- 
ing gone out} Leoline and her father 
urged Celia so cordially to take tea with 
them, after her lesson was over, that she 
could not well refuse. She spoke of the 
pupils Ihey had lost. 

"I shouldn't wonder," said Syden- 



ham, 'I if )-ou have been setting that 
down to your account." Ceha looked 
embarrassed. " I thought so," pursued 
Sydenham. "There is a cabal formed— 
not against you individually, but against 
the Chiskauga Inslilufe. Poor Ellinor 
Ethelridge has her liill share of the 
abuse. They have been inventing and 
circulating all kinds of scandalous stories 
about her past life." 

"Who, papa?" asked Leoline. 

" Cranstoun and Mrs. Wolfgang, and 
their set — all whom they can influence 
or delude." 

" If it really would shield Eihe from 
their malice-—" Celia began, but Leohne 
gave her such a look that she stopped, 
half inclined to laugh. 

" If you do — if you do !" said Leo- 
line, shaking her finger at her. " What ! 
Give it up, and let these wretches have 
it all their own way !" 

"We must iight the battle through, 
Celia," Sydenham said—" not for your 
sake and Ellinor's only ; for the sake 
of the place. I never let such things 
go," 

"That's my darling papa," said Leo- 
line, kissing him. » And, Celia, if you 
desert us, I'll disown jou." 

"She will not desert us," said her 
father, smiling. 

"I'm afraid," said Celia, "that what 
somebody calls 'the old Adam' within 
me was a good deal stirred up when I 
thought of Mr. Cranstoun and Mrs. 
Wolfgang enjoying their triumph." 

" I declare I begin to have hopes of 
you, Celia." Of course it was Leoline 
who said this ; and she added : " I once 
heard some one saj' to papa (\ hope it's 
not wicked to repeat it) that we > need a 
htlle of the devil in us lo keep the devil 
ouL' But it's only a tiny bit of the old 
Adam that's In you, my dear — of Adam 
when he was so old he had almost for- 
gotten about Paradise — nothing worse, 
you good girl. It's only creatures hke 
me that have a touch of the old Serpent. 
Then, perhaps he wasn't so very bad, 
after all. Milton gives him rather a fine 
character." 

Celia laughed, and that did her good : 
" If you had been a man, Lela, what a 
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soldier )'Ou'd have made ! You would 
have led your men anywhere." 

» I don't know about that. I never 
was tried with that 'villainous saltpetre,' 
It must be a nervous sort of thing to 
stand to be shot at." 

"It needs as miicli courage to be 
slandered without flinching," said her 
father. " The best way to avoid cow- 
ardice in danger is to think of others, 
not of one's self. These children that 
are under your care will be the sufferers, 
Celia, if you give way, Cranstoun and 
his set are making war on them." 

" What motive can he have ?" 

" Two, prohably. A certain young 
lady wouldn't have him : that cuts deep 
Then Creighlon is in his way — has 
already carried off, probably, half his 
law-practice. So he connects kh name 
with the scandal he spreads about Miss 
Ethelridge. They were friends., you 
know, before either of them came to 
Chiskauga." 

" What a world !" said Celia. 

"I dare say it's all right enough" 
said Leoline. " What would be the use 
of that organ of combativeness if every- 
thing went just straight ? Let's divide 
forces, papa. If you'll manage that 
sneaking rascal, Cranstoun, I'll under- 
take Mrs. Wolfgang." 

"Gently, my child. I'm afraid you'll 
turn out like the ' beau sabreur.' Murat, 
with his white plume, was splendid at 
the head of a cavalry charge, but wheo 
it came to military tactics — " 

" Well, papa, you be Napoleon, I 
won't charge till you bid me." 

•' Keep a good heart," said Sydenham 
to Celia. " We are too strong for tliem,. 
And from what Creighton told me, you 
may not need to remain schoolmistress 
vmless you like," 

"But I do like, in any event." 

Sydenham smiled, well pleased, and 
Celia blushed. " What a ridiculous 
habit it is !" she thought. 

" And by the way," added Sydenham, 
"all that lecture of mine on Grangula's 
Mount went for nothing, it seems. I 
have to congratulate you, Celia — no, not 
you, the people of Ohio^that they had 
sense and justice enough to pass and 



in force a law under which you 
are your father's legitimate child." 

"That must be gall and wormwood to 
Mrs. Wolfgang," said Leoline, " It will 
be no fight at aU. Their ammunition's 
giving out" 

' Not so fast, Mademoiselle Murat," 
smihng "We mustn't underrate our 
opponents' strength. I haven't made 
up my mind just what ought to be done, 
Celia, but, depend upon it, we sliall see 
jou and EUinor through." 

Then they had music, and Celia rode 
home by moonlight. She left Rosebank, 
as she almost always did after a talk 
with Sydenham, in good heart. There 
was something contagious, too, in that 
danng spirit of Leoline's. 

When Celia reached home, she found 
that Elhnor had been spending the even- 
ing with Mrs. Harfland, and that Ethan's 
ladj love was in a fair way to become a 
speual favorite with her possible raotber- 
m law " If you had searched the world 
over," Alice said lo Ethan, as he re- 
turned from escorting Ellinor home, " I 
don't ihink you could have pleased me 
better." 

How happy the good fellow went to 
bed ! After he was gone, Alice looked 
so much better and more cheerful than 
usual that Ceha, after putting her arms 
round her neck and kissing her, was 
tempted to venture a saucy question : 
"Auntie, you've got over thinking you 
were so terribly wici<ed, haven't you ?" 

Alice winced a little, yet she could 
not help smiling, and Celia went on ; 
" Do you think it would have been be- 
having so very much better to take a 
stand against Evelyn, so that Mr. Syd- 
enham might have had a chance by and 
b,!» 

"Ah! you think he might have had 
a chance ?" 

" No, I don't, but you do. Mother 
dear, luffuld it have been the virtuous 
thing and the kind thing to run down 
Mowbray, and tell me I ouglit to be 
ashamed of myself to love such a man as 
that, when there were so many better 
ones in the world, and then to have 
given me a hint that I had better lake 
Mr. Sydenham instead ?" 
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then There's 
know " — in a 
ie of sadness 
ky of that tell- 

" I've been with you daily, years and 
years, Yoa kept away from Mr. Syden- 
ham. Von devoted yourself lo my uncle. 
You labored with him as Madame Ro- 
land did with her husband. 1 think you 
gave up dear friends, too, for his sake. 
What more could you do ?" 

" I don't know," hesitating, " Yes, I 
could have kept from thinking about 
Mr. Sydenham at all" 

" I wish you'd tell tne how to set 
about such a thing, auntie." The tone 
was light, but tlie sofi eyes glistened, 
" Right in the mid.st of our lessons I 
keep thinking of a man that's not half so 
good as Mr. Sydenham, ia spite of all 1 
can do." 

" Poor child !" 

" You kept thinking Mr. Sydenham 
Was a man in a thousand — so he is — ■ 
that he did ever so much good to this 
village, lo all the neighborhood. So he 
does : I don't believe Pope's ' Man of 
Ross' was a bit better. Why shouldn't 
»4 



you think what was Irue ? Then maybe 
you thought — don't be angry, mother 
dear — maybe you did think, S' 
that if you had been his wife- 
Alice turned deadly pale. 
"Well, I won't, mother. But bow 
could you help it? And it was true, 
too. Then you did the right thing. 
You never neglected one duty ; you 
never said one complaining word. You 
did more than praying not to be led into 
temptation ; you kept out of it. My 
uncle's dead and gone, and I shall neVer 
think of him but kindly. Yet if I had 
been in your place, auntie, I could never, 
never have made him the wife you did. 
You never crossed a wish of his. And 
I dare say he knows now what a hard 
time you had of it i" 

Alice wept so long that Celia blamed 
herself bitterly for the agitation she had 
caused. Yet when it was over, and her 
aunt had had a night's rest, she was all 
the better for her niece's downright 
words. Her mind gradually resumed its 
tone. And— let the truth be told even 
if the widow's character suffer thereby— 
before another month had elapsed there 
came over her a calm, subdued cheerful- 
ness, such as, during all her married life, 
tliat pale face had never worn. 
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he told t d t h If Th 
was, he had „ot up two or three times in 
the middle of the night and rushed out 
into the yard, as if the house was on fire. 
Last night I heard a noise in his room : 
he had raised the window and was try- 
ing to undo the shutters. Wlien I ran 
■in and did my best to wake him, he 
cried out ; ' Quick, quick, Nelly I Don't 
you see the flames ?' Oh, Mr. Harper, 
only think if he had jumped out ! You 
know our house stands on the edge of 
the steep bank, and he would have gone 
■down, eighteen or twenty feet, into the 
mill-race. I never was so frightened in 
:all my life." 

" i am glad you came to me, dear 
child." 

" I wouldn't have troubled you indeed, 
sir, if I had thought I could manage \t 
myself. Preacher Larrabee sometimes 
comes to see father, though we don't 
belong to his church ; but he's at Mount 
Sharon this week. 'Seems to me father 
has something on his mind that vexes 
him; and fhen— oh I'm sure he thinks 



he's going to die. You re such a gooQ 

man, Mr. Harper, and I know you can 

do him good." 

He smiled and laid his hand kindly 

on her head. "Wait here," he said: 

"I'll go with you." 

In an adjoining paddock was Trooper 
mf rtably browsing. His master en- 

l d h m, with a tempting ear of corn, 
the stable, harnessed him to the 
t gig and drove round to the front 

C ne, my child," he called to Ellen. 

M Harper," the girl said as she 

p, "let me walk home. I'd rather 

t tl hould think you came to see him 

d tally." 

What's that you've been buying in 
th U^e ?" 

S le stuff to make a soft cushion for 

G t in, then. I picked you up re- 
t g home. I'll tell him so." 

Ih good man was quite unprepared 
for the sad change in Tyler's appearance, 
but evincing no surprise, he conversed 
a while on commonplaces, and then said ; 
"Your daughter tells me you haven't quite 
got over that terrible accident. You must 
have passed through scenes such as few 
men have witnessed." 

"That's a truer word than you think 
for, Mr. Harper. Nelly dear, 1 want to 
have a good talk with the minister, and 
maybe he'll stay and lake a bite of dinner 
with us. Nell brags on her strawberries, 
Mr. Harper — Hovey seedhngs, I think 
she calls them : her sparrowgrass is 
pretty much over, but her peas are in 
their prime — " 

" Strawberries and peas are 100 great 
a temptation. I'll stay and see what 
sort of gardener Nelly is." 

"Now, Nell," said her father, "put 
your best foot foremost ;" and the girl, 
delighted, ran off on her mission, " I 
didn't want the lassie to hear what I've 
got to tell ; she has trouble enough 
already. I've had a call, Mr. Harper." 
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"A notice tliat I'm not long for this 

" Tell me about it," 

Tyler related the story of liis escape, 
the vision he had during his trance be- 
neath the waters of Lake Erie, and the 

tween what he dreamed and what actually 
happened at the time in his mill-yard at 
home. Then he added : " I dare say 
you can't beheve it Mr Harper, and I 
won't tl k a b 1 d f f y ) 
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On one occasion, during the month 
of January, returning from Norfolk laden 
with oysters, the vessel was driven on 
shore, by stress of weather, between Cape 
May and Great Egg Harbor. The cap- 
tain and crew succeeded, by strenuous 
exertions, in reaching the land, much 
exhausted, however, by exposure, espe- 
cially the captain, who had been at the 
helm for nearly twelve consecutive hours. 
By this lime it was quite dark. 

The spot where ihey got on shore 
being only about forty miles from where 
Captain Pintard lived, he was familiar 



with the neighborhood, and knew that 
there was a tavern about a mile distant. 
He pointed out the direction to his men, 
and through a dismal tempest of snow 
and sleet they commenced their journey 
toward iL 

The captain took the lead, but thor- 
oughly chilled as well as exhausted by 
his long vigil and exposure to the bitter 
cold, he had not proceeded far before he 
r him that overpowering 
the wintry traveler has 
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her hood. What a bl „ht 

he tlien heard her say; "it blows a hur- 
ricane. Pray God my poor boy be not 

'■ Oh no," replied (he aunt : " even if 
he was off the coast, he must have seen 
if coming on and made for some harbor." 

The captain was very anxious to speak 
to them and assure them of his safety, 
but the first attempt failed, and before 
he could renew it, mother, sister, aunt 
and his paternal home all faded away, 
and he felt sudden and excruciating pain. 
Next he became sensible of voices 
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around liim. At last be dislinguished 
the words, " He's comiB' to : rub away, 
boys ! Captain John's good for many a 
year yet." He recognized the voice as 
that of a pilot with whom he was well 
acquainted. " Can I be at the old 
tavern V he thought. After a time he 
opened his eyes, and they met those of 
the pilot looking at him. This latter 
was a jovial old fellow, but somewhat 
profane withal : the captain and he had 
often been boon companions. 

'i Halloa, Captain John!" he cried. 
"Come back, eh V The reviving man 
tried to speak, but could not. " I say, 
old fellow," continued the other, "been 
on a cruise down below .? Seen Old 
Davy there ? What's the news from 
hell anyhow, Captain John ?" 

A second strenuous effort to articulate 
was more successful than the first, and 
the captain, catching his old companion's 
tone, replied : " I heard- there was a 
great demand for pilots there." 

The retort caused a roar of laughter 
from all present, and none joined in it 
more heartily than the object of the 

The men, it seems, having safely 
reached the tavern, had instantly des- 
patched aid to bring in the inanimate 
body of the captain. The usual restora- 
tives liad been employed for some time 
in vain — at last successfully. After a 
few hours' sleep llie sufferer was com- 
paratively well. When he awoke next 
morning, the strange dream he had had 
during his trance recurred to his memory 
with all the vividness of a real occurrence. 
He could scarcely persuade himself ha 
had not actually been at home and seen 
his relatives and heard their conversation. 

Pondering over this matter, his impa- 
tience became so great that he bade his 
first mate look to the condition of the 
schooner; and then, hiring a convey- 
ance, he set out for his mother's bouse 
to have his doubts solved. 

The old lady's joy at sight of her son 
was great, and to tlie bad news he 
iTOUght she replied cheerily : " God 
will give you the means to buy another 
schooner. He didn't forsake you when 
you lay in that trance on the snow," 



" Motiier," said the captain, "did you 
go out to the well, last night, late ?" 

"Yes, my son. Why do you ask?" ■ 

" Tell me what happened, but try to 
remember everything you said and did, 
no matter whether it was important or 
not. Was any one with you ?" 

The old lady reflected : « Yes, Nancy 
was with me, and your sister. It was 
pitch-dark, and Nancy carried a lantern. 
I remember, too, the wind was very 
strong and blew off my hood. I thought 
1 should have lost it." 

" Did you say anything, mother ?" 

" Yes. I prayed God )-ou might not 
be out in such a fearful night," 

"And !," said Nancy, "told her I was 
sure you must have seen it come on and 
made for some port or other," 

The captain sat deep in thought 
" I've been very wicked, mother," he 
said at last. " My first word, when I 
woke from that trance, was a profane 
jest. But I did not know, then, hoiv 
merciful He had been. He showed me 
last night that I had an immortal soul. 
While my body lay on , the snow He 
brought my spirit here, home to you, I 
saw you and Aunt Nancy and sister 
come out to the well ; I saw your hood 
blow off; I heard every word you said. 
I liave been a wicked, careless sinner : 
I've never .sought religion, as you wished 
me to do ; but, with God's help, mother, 
I will." 

His mother, a devout Methodist, was 
delighted. Her son kept his word. He 
became a noted member of the Meth- 
odist Church, and a constant frequenter 
of prayer and exhortation meetings. At 
these latter it was frequently his habit 
to relate, as the most remarkable inci- 
dent in his religious experience, the 
story of his trance on the wintry snow 
and his spirit's visit to the maternal 

When Mr, Harper had told the miller 
the above story, in substance as here set 
down, the latter asked : " But do you 
think it can be depended on? It must 
be nearly fifty years since it happened," 

"I like to follow up such things," 
said Mr, Harper. " Last winter, as I 
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was going to New York, Mr. Larrabee 
gave me s leUer that put me on the 
track. Captain Pintard, I found, had 
been dead a good many years, but his 
widow, Mrs. Phcebe Pintard, a hale, 
hearty old dame, confirmed to nie all the 
main incidents. I found a niece, also, 
Mrs. Maria Douglass, of Middletown, 
New Jersey, who had heard the partic- 
ulars, more than once, from her uncle 
himself; and she, after reading the story 
just as I have it, allowed me to use her 
name in atlestafion of its truth." 

This set Nelson Tyler to thinking. 
"How long did the captain live after 
that vision ?" he asked. 

" Over thirty years." 

A deep sigh of relief atte.^ted the mill- 
er's satisfaction. That httle fact out- 
weighed, with him, the longest philo- 
sophical argument. " But it's all very 
strange," he said at last. 

" Very strange, yes. We are fear- 
fully and wonderfully made. Yet I see 
nothing unlikely in it. Skeptics and 
scofiers are increasing among us, and 
God maj h h th d t 1 Ip 

our unb 1 f \ y d tl 
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" It set me thinking about that more 
than I had ever done before," said the 

Ellen came to announce dinner. The 
sight of the peas and strawberries proved 
a pleasant diversion trom the greater 
mysteries of Nature they had been con- 
templating; and when the good pastor 
remounted his gig his young hostess said 
lo herself, " How much more cheerful 
father is ! 1 haven't seen him look so 
like himself since the day he came back 
from that awful journey." 

In the evening, all motive for conceal- 
ment being now done away, the miller 
related to his wondering daughter both 
his own experience and that of the Jer- 
sey captain. As in the father's' case, so 
in Ellen's — the effect was to quicken 
religious sentiment and bring home more 
vivid convictions touching the reality of 

Up to this time, Nelson Tyler, though 
he usually attended divine service, had 
not been a "professor," but on the week 
following he and Ellen joined Mr. 
H p h h 
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Ethelridge controversy, and the contest 
promised to wax warm. Betty spoke to 
Mr. Harper of the great kindness Mr. 
and Mrs. Pembroke had shown her. 
"And then I was always such a favorite 
with little Miss Celia : she was a jewel 
of a baby, sir. And Mr. Pembroke, he 
set store by nie. One day he made me 
write my name to' a paper of his— for a 
witness, I th'ink he said." 

"■Why, Betty," said Harpier, smiling, 
" I knew you could read, but I didn't 
suppose you could y 
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kind man — was my husband — af 
look to drink. He was a good 
too ; and he used to set me a 
Betty Carson — till I could write i 

Mr. Harper did not think of 
Betty what sort of paper it w 
witnessed. 



CHAPTER XXXIX, 

There was a Mite at Mrs. Har 
When a village has two clergy 
is fortunate if they happen to be 
As the Methodists of our little 
did not feel able to support a r 
pastor, Mr. Larrabee preached o 
nate Sundays at Mount Sharo ( 
county-seat) and Ch k H 

Mr, Har[>er b b t 

their respectiv n "z we 

There was a d w 

for example, comp d P b ' 
Methodists, and persons who wer 
er, the members of which had 
times helped to eke out Mr. Larr 
scanty salary by contributions, i 
or in money, to the comfort of h 
ily. Just at this time, the Presbj 
having purchased a cabinet ot^ 
which a hundred dollars was si 
the society held weekly " Mites," 
were called, at which each pers 

liquidation of the deflciency. M H 
per, Mr. Larrabee, Mr. Harlland 
he lived, Mr. Sydenham and oth 
a standing invitation to these m 
and while the ladies plied their 
one or other of these gentleme 
read or spoke to them. 

About six weeks after Hartland 
his widow offered the society the 
her spacious parlors during the af 
for one of its weekly assemblie 
Sydenham agreed to attend. H 
some fifty or sixty ladies. But 
and Celia, busy at school, we're no 
number: they were working, jus 
under considerable discouragement nea 
ly one-fourth of their pupils havin been 
withdrawn. 
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and well-dis|x>sed persons — proteclion 
and encouragement. I should not," lie 
subjoiced in a quieter tone, "have taken 
up your linie with these remarks if I did 
not feel that the reports to which I have 
alluded are an injury not only (o those 
who disgrace themselves by retailing 
them but to all of us and to our children 
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darkening at each successive commenda 
tion of the school and its teachers. "For 
her part," she broke out at last, " she 
thought there ought to be a line drawn 
between morahty and immorality. What 
did they know about Miss Elhelridge, 
except that Mr. Creighton had been ac- 
quainted with her before she turned up 
h iA k w f th p tma.t h d 
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for his opinion. She knew, if Mr. Syd- 
enham didn't, that the girl's mother nev- 
er was legally married : she had seen 
letters from the father to Mr. Cranstoun, 
confessing it. Wasn't that proof? Others 
might send their children to the daugh- 
ter of a kept mistress if they liked; she 
had too much self-respect, and loo much 
-m d 1 the morals and the reputation 
f h poor innocent girls, to trust them 
Ih h ids of any such creature. 'Like 
f 1 1 ke son,' was a good old proverb, 
d t pplied just as much to daughters 
t s. Then, too, what were they 
t tl k of an offence so scandalous ihat 
t d d downright lies to support it ? 
If th 1 Id of a man's mistress wasn't a 
bas d he'd like to know what a bas- 
ta d w ?" 

L I e, our readers may remember, 
h d d to Celia, as they were return- 
f m Grangula's Mount after the 
p bl peaking, that if she was " hard 
p 1 1 t she thought she could make a 
p 1 h rself. She "was hard put to it 
now. W hile Mrs. Wolfgang was abus- 
ing Celia and Kllinor she had sat still, 
choking down her indignation, calling to 
mind her father's warning to Mademoi- 
selle Mural, taking stitches each long 
enough for two, and curbing with ail her 
might lier eagerness to retorL She 
would have succeeded — for the girl, with 
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land — the authority next to God's — says 
she is. Who knows best— -the law or 
Mrs. Wolfgang ? Who is tlie liar now, 
and what is the liar's portion ?" Here 
she checlAd herself. " That mayn't be 
just. Perhaps she knows no better ; it 
may be sheer ignorance, but ignorant 
people ought to liold their tongues. And 
this is the woman that wants somebody 
to tell her, all about Miss Ethelridge 
from the lime she was a baby in long 
clothes, so that her wisdom may en- 
lighten us, and we may get to know 
whether it's quite safe and proper for us 
to countenance our teacher ! She wants 
to sit in judgment on Ellinor Ethelridge, 
and settle who may write letters to her 
and who may not ! Why, nobody can 
look for an in.stant at the two feces with- 
out seeing which is the scold and which 
the Christian and the lady. I want to 
know what good Mrs. Wolfgang has 
ever done among us to entitle her lo be 
judge and ruler.' Has she lifted her 
finger to help on the education of the 
place ? Has she entered the walls of 
the school she's been trying lo ruin ? 
Never .since I've been a pupil there. 
What has she ever done for Chiskauga .' 
Nothing that I know of, except to back- 
bite ihe best people in it, and set her 
neighbors by the ears. Christ tells us 
that the peace-makers shall be called the 
children of God : I wonder whose child 
Mrs, Wolfgang ought to be called .' I 
know I'd as soon have a viper in my 
house. No wonder good Madame Mey- 
rac turned her out of doore. Poor Celia, 
poor Ellinor !— to fall into such merciless 
hands as hers !" 

Here Leoline broke down for a mo- 
ment, bursting into tears. But she 
dashed them indignantly away, and turn- 
ed fi-om Mrs. Wolfgang to the other 
members : " I'm ashamed of myself, and 
I'm so glad papa wasn't here to hear me ! 
I know I oughtn't lo have spoken as I 
did before ladies so much older than I. 
1 hope you'll forgive me. I never could 
sland injustice and cruelty; but I'm 
very, very sorry I spoke at all ; I wish 
somebody else had done it" 

Before she could say more, Mr.s. 
Creighlon crossed over, look her in her 



arms and kissed her. " You're a brave, 
generous girl," (he old lady said j "but 
when you've been a few years longer in 
the world, you'll find out that it's not a 
bit worth while to vex and agitate one's 
self so about bitter tongues. Get your 
hat and parasol and come with me. 
You're a darling, if j-ou did 'speak out 
in meeting,' like the old woman that 
didn't intend it." 

For the moment Mrs. Wolfgang had 
been fairly cowed into silence by Leo- 
line's impetuous charge upon her, but 
as they went out her voice was heard— 
in an undertone, however — denouncing 
the insolence of upstart misses. 



CHAPTER XL, 
THROUGH A KEYHOLE. 

When Norah returned from the Mite, 
she had just time to prepare supper be- 
fore Terence came in from the farm. 
At table she told him all that had passed, 
and she observed ihat it made him very 
grave. When the dishes were washed and 
the children out at play, Terence said, 
» An' couldn't I tell Mister Sydenham 
mor'n he knows about Miss Ethelridge ?" 

" An' how did ye come to know any- 
thing about a lady like Ihat ?" 

" Sure, an' wasn't I Cap'n Halloran's 
groom in the ould country, and didn't 
she come to his rooms, and didn't I see 
her there ?" 

" Did she know ye, Teddy, when ye 
took Derry and Cathy to school ?" 

" Sorra bit. I guess she'd a knowed 
me fast enough when I was behind the 
bar, and didn't wear no burd nor mus- 
tashes. But me that's a rough fellow 
now, with me face all hairy, and a farm- 
er's coat on— that's another thing. Ye 
ought to ha' seen me in them days, in the 
captain's curricle, wi' them black-iegged 
bays, and a heap finer dress than the 
captain's own. I wouldn't have had to 
coort ye nothin' like as hard as I did. 
Ye'd have took lo me right ofi; Norah, 
and jist dropped inlo me arms." 

" I expec' ye thought, them times, wi' 
ihe iace on yer coat and on yer hat, and 
yer shiny, while-top boots, that it was 
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the girls' place to ask you and not you 
them. Set ye tip ! I niver could abide 
impudence, and I wouldn't have had sich 
a siuck-up fellow to save him. But what 
did ye know about Miss Ethelridge ?" 

"It isn't Miss Ethelridge— it's Miss 
Talbot." 

"Well, Miss Talbot, then. Was it 
good or bad ye knowed about her ?" 

" It was bad I knowed o' the master, 
and good I knowed about her. She's a 
trump — she is. The captain wanted to 
have his wicked will of her, but she was 
loo many for him." 

"I'd tell Mr. Sydenham about it ef I 
was you, Teddy," 

" I'll do it, this blessed nighl. Haven't 
ye got some butter for MJss Leoline ?" 

"An' isn't there two pounds and a 
half good, that I churned jist afore I 
went to that Mite ?" 

It was put up with scrupulous care, 
Pennsylvania-fashion, in a snow-white 
napkin, the produce of Norah's own 
spinning and weaving and bleaching in 
her maiden days. With the basket on 
his arm Terence trudged to Rosebank. 

When Sydenham admitted him to his 
study iie was somewhat embarrassed ; 
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"What did you know of her?" 
"Ye see, Mister Sydenham, me ould 
faither had a shealin' and a bit garden- 
spot on Squire Halloran's place : that 
was in Connaught. The squire, he had 
lots and lols of land, and he hafl a son 
that was a cap'n in the army. He was 
a wild young man, was master ; but I 
didn't never think he'd have been half as 
bad as he got to be ef it hadn't been for 
a divil of a black-coated Frenchman that 
put him up to ail sorts o' tricks. The 
fellow was the cap'n's jintleman, that 
waited on him and dressed him ; and I 



was the groom. I hated that French- 
man. His name was Vealmong, but I 
think they spelled it Vileman ; and he 
was jist right named at that." 

" Were you staj'ing in London ?" 

"Near St. James'— yes. 1 think it 
was through the Frenchman somehow — 
on a race-course maybe^that the cap'n 
got acquainted with a jintleman that cut 
a great dash and was a'most as wild as 
master was — Sir Charles Cunningem, 
they called him. One day me and the 
master went to his house and look two 
ladies a-drivin' in the Park ; one of them 
was Lady Cunningem, and the other was 
Miss Talbot : I think she was a cousin 
to Sir Charles. I had a good look at 
them thin ; and though it was mor'n a 
year and a half after that, I knowed Miss 
Talbot in a minnit when the cap'n 
brought her one evenin' to his rooms," 

"Miss Talbot.?" 

"That's Miss Ethelridge. She look- 
ed bewildered-like, as if she didn't know 
where she was or what she was doin'; 
and master, he hurried her into the par- 
lor a'most afore we had time to see 
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tl e e's some rascality on hand ; and I 
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bottom of it ; an' sure enough he « 
An' I kep' a-lhinkin' a young thing like 
that ought to have a chance, ef so be 
they had set some of their divil's traps 
for her." 

"You're a good fellow, Terence." 

» Sure, an' ef it had been me own sis- 
ter wouldn't I have gone down on me 
knees to anybody that would 'ave gi'n 
her a helpin' hand ?" 

"But what happened?" 

"It was sort o' curious, Mister Syd- 
enham. I niver jist understood it. 
Seemed she wasn't herself at first ; she 
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looked stupid-like. It came across me 
maybe he'd had lier somewhere to get 
soda water or ice cream, or somethin', 
and drugged it : there wasn't no wicked- 
ness that Frenchman couldn't put a man 
up to. Any way, for a while she didn't 
hardly look able to speak. The cap'n, 
he put his hands up to her, but slie kep' 
him off all she could. At last, says she : 
'Cap'n Halloran, ef ye keep me from 
goin' back to me cousin's, I'll alarm the 
liouse !' Says he, ' Me sarvants is too 
well Irained for that: they niver come 
till I ring the bell!' With that she 
made a spring at the bell-rope, but the 
cap'n, he was too quick for lier. He got 
her be the hands and forced her back." 

" Is such villainy possible ?" broke in 
Sydenham. 

"Indade, an' it is," resumed the 
other : " it's every word as true as llie 
blessed Gospel. The cap'n, he says to 
her then, 'Ye can niver go home no 
more. Ye came here wi' me alone and 

" ' O' me own accord ?' says she, ' O' 
me own accord ? How dar' ye say that ?' 

" ' Me sarvants saw ye come in,' says 
he, as cool as ye like : ' I can get ^them 
to witness that no force was used. Ye're 
disgraced for ever. Ye've played me 
fast and loose, Miss Talbot, long enough : 
ye're in me power now. But I'm a jin- 
tleman. I'll send for another clergy- 
man, ef ye'II promise not for to go to 
insult him, like j'e did llie last I got ye.' 
The poor thing sunk down on a sofa, 
and I couldn't hear what she said. But 
it sort o' stirred him up, and says he : 
'It's yer only chance to go from here 
an honest woman.' With that she sprung 
up and looked all round her like a wild 
thing. ' Ye needn't look,' says he : ■ the 
door's locked,' And thin he sprung to 
the chamber door and tried it, ' Lucl y '' 
said he : ' that's locked too,' Sh 
to the window, but he sna]>ped the p 
over it, and that ivas so high it t 

of her reach. Then she seemed 1 k 1 
gi'n it up, walkin' away, slow and d 
perate-like, to the fire-place. Th 
the mantelpiece, bless the luck , wa.-> 
lyin' a dirk— the prettiest little thing ye 
ever seed, Mr. Sydenham — " 



" Thank God !" his auditor ejaculated. 

" It was in a blue velvet sheath, and 
when the cap'n went on some o' his 
wild sprees o' nights he mostly took it 
along. She had it in her hand in a mo 
ment : I seed the blade flash in the light. 
Then she was as quiet as if she'd bin in 
her own drawin'-roora. It was grand to 
see, Mr. Sydenham. The cap'n, he was 
a-goin' up (o her, but I think she scared 
him — and he wasn't no coward, naither. 
She didn't say a single word, but she 
raised her arm as steady as if it had 
been a fan she was holdin'; and I guess 
he saw in her eyes what would come 
next. Anj'how, he started back, and 
says he : ' For God's sake, Miss Tal- 
bot !' She jisl lowered the dirk a little, 
and says she, soft-like, as if she'd been 
a-speakin' to some nice young man at a 
party: ^ ¥ or your &3kt, Cap'n Halloran. 
I don't think yer soul's ready to appear 
afore its Maker ; but it might ha' bin 
there by this ef ye'd come one step 
nearer. Ye expect a life o' pleasure, I 
suppose, and ye wouldn't like to have it 
cut short to-night. Take c^re!' Mr, 
Sydenham, I never heerd soft words cut 
so since me mother bore me. Thin I 
saw her touch the point of the dirk, and 
there was blood on her finger when she 
drew it away. But she sort o' laughed, 
and she said to him, jist as easy as if 
she'd been talkin' uv his white ve.st : 
' It's lucky the gallants, now-a-days, don't 
wear no shirts o' mail anaith their doub- 
lets. Nothin' less'll turn that edge.' 
Ye belter believe, Mr. Sydenham, she 
had made him feel it was dead earnest." 
■" Well ?" cried Sydenham, as Terence 
paused in his story. 

" I saw the cap'n was a'most at his 
wits' end. He walked back and forth, 
and I heard him cussin' to hisself One 
lime when he came close to the door I 
w E he said somelhin' about taming 
w Id b ds in a cage. Then he made for 
h tl er door to unlock it. And didn't 
I k tracks for the street door, to be 

d 1 r him? When he came along, 

J h : 'Teddy, don't let nobody in 

but \ ealmong, ef ye vally yer place.' 

Then he turned as he was goin' out and 

says he to me : ' That poor lady in the 
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parlor is clane out of her mind, I'm 
goin' for the doctor. Nobody must go 
Ficar her or say a word to her. She's 
dangerous when' she gits in them fits.' 

"I waited till I knowed he must be 
out o' sight, and thin I jist quietly un- 
loclied the bed-room door. She was 
standin' a-gazin' at the fire ; and says I, 
' Miss Talljot, ef so be ye want to go to 
yer own folks, it's me that'll help ye 
away.' Oh, Mr. Sydenham, I niver was 
so besfiamed in all me hfe. The poor, 
sweet cratur went down on her knees to 
me, that wasn't nothin' mor'n a sarvant, 
and jined her hands, and the tears was 
in her eyes ; and when she said, ' God 
bless ye !' I 'most cried meself. But it 
wasn't no time for cryin', for the eap'n, 
he might come tack any minit. So I 
took her down the back stairs and let 
her out at the sarvanls' door, and says I ; 
' An' is it a cab ye'd be needin', miss ?' 
for I wanted to see her safe out of his 
sight. But says she, 'Ye mustn't go 
for a cab. Ye may be missed, and I 
don't want nobody to lose his place for 
me. I'll find my way.' She made me 
take a sovereign from her, and I watched 
lier all the way down the street; but 
she didn't take the road to Sir Charles', 
and I hearn she never got there." 

"Did the captain," asked Sydenham, 
" suspect that you had let Miss Talbot 
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bed-room door ?' 

"'The Divil, he knows sajs I And 
sure that wasn't no lie, Mr S)denham, 
for there's not a bit o' doubt he was 
helpin' the cap'n and knowed ill about 
it. But masler, he looked hird at me 
and says he, ' I'm thinkin there s some 
body else knows it, forbye the DivjI 

" ' True for you, cap'n,' says I ; 'for 
the lady must ha' knowed it loo. May- 
be she pried the door open wi' a knife or 
somethin'?' The cap'n, he gin a look at 
the mantel, aud there was no dirk there 
and thin he went to the door and shot 
the bolt, and looked at it keerfully. 

" ' By God,' said he, ' it's true ! She s 
the divil.' 

" Now ye see, Mr. Sydenham, j st is 



soon as I'd let the lady out, I went up 
to the bed-room, an' I look a strong, 
sharp knife, and 1 dented and scratched 
the door-bolt till a man would ha' sworn 
somebody liad been tamperin' wi' ihe 
thing. And that was the way the cap'n, 
he got chafed. Out two days after, when 
I hearn the poor young cratur was lost, 
I couldn't nohow keep me tongue in me 
head afore that Vealmong, an' I tould 
him to his face it was him that was the 
head divil o' the whole villainy. An' he 
was hoppin' mad, and got the cap'n to 
pay me off. But the black varmint did 
me a good turn, for all, for I might ha' 
stayed in the ould country an' slaved 
till me fingers was worn to the stumps 
an' me bones was old and slifT, and niver 
had no sich lovely place to live in, cor 
no sich nice jintleman to work for as 
jist yerself, Mr. Sydenham." 

" You've been to Blarney Castle, 
haven't you, Terence ?" asked Syden- 
ham, smiling. 

"An' is it at the Blarney-stone ye 
think I larnt to tell the truth, Mr. Syd- 
enham ? Sure, I niver was in county 
Cork, at all, at all. An', Mr. Sydenham, 
don't ye think yerself that's a lovely 
place, wi' the graveyard C]uite convanient, 
and all the while marble shinin' through 
the trees up there, and the waterfall 
singin' a'most like the sea, and the creek 
for Derry to sail his boat on ? And 
thin, doesn't the whole country-side know 
what a jintleman ye are, Mr. Sydenham, 
and all that ye've done for them as needs 
it, Mr. Sydenham — let alone them as 
doesn't? That's naither new nor strange." 
"Well, you shall have it your own 
way," said Sydenham, laughing. "I'm 
glad you like the place, and I'm well sat- 
isfied with the way you manage it. As 
for Norah's butter, if can't be surpassed." 
" Thin, if ye're conlinted, so is me and 
Norah ; and I hope we'll hve long to 
serve yer honor and Miss Leoline." 

" It would have been a pity and a 
sinme thougl t Sydenham, as Terence 
took his leave if that line young fel- 
low had d ed m a prison." Then his 
tl 0Uj,hts leve ted lo the strange story 
le 111 hearl Poor Ellinor ! Brave 
Elln 1 
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Later in llie evening, anoflier vi: 
came — Mr. Harper— to see Sydenliam 
as Celia's guardian. He liad been I 
Dr. Meyrac's, where he met Ethan, and 
where they had been talking over Celia's 
fortunes, and speaking of the possibility 
that Mr. Pembroke might have made 
will, which had been suppressed. Then 
Ethan had said the only chance of get- 
ting at it was to tind one or other of 
the subscribing witnesses. As Harper 
walked home, Betty Carson's story about 
signing a paper for Mr. Pembroke c 
suddenly to his mind : so he continued 
his walk to Rosebank and laid tlie tr 
ter before Sydenham. 

" I am greatly indebted to you," s 
the latter. " This may be important, 
shall see Creighton about it to-mort 

He did so. Creighton proposed that 
they should go to Betty's at once, 
told them, word for word, what she had 
told Harper. 

" Did Mr. Pembroke say anythii 
else, except that he wished you to wi 
ness the paper.'" asked Creighton. 

" Not as I remember, sir." 

" You don't know what sort of paper 

" No, sir ; only the sheets was long. 
I can't write nothin' forbye me name; 
nor I can't read writin'." 

" Who was in the room at the time ? 
— Mrs. Pembroke .■"' 

"No, sir. It was in Mr. Pembroke's 
room up stairs. Mrs. Pembroke was 
givin' Miss Celia a lesson in the parlor 
■ below. There was nobody but us and 
Mr. Cranstoun in the room." 

" How did you happen to be there ?" 

"Mr. Cranstoun met me at the front 
door, and says he ; ' Betty, Mr. Pem- 
broke xyants to see ye about the starchin' 
of them shirts o' his'n !' So I we t " 

" Did Mr. Cranstoun know yo d 

" Yes, sir. He axed me wanee 
a note along wi' Matthew— that's m 
baud that was— and says I, ' I can m 

name, and I guess it's all right, M 
stoun, but I can't read a word of 
wasn't all right, though, Mr Cre 
for I had that note to pay twice.' 



"Yes,' sir." 

" Did Mr. Pembroke keep the paper 
and put it away V 

Belty considered a little : " Now I 
think of it, sir, we heerd Mrs. Pembroke 
on the stairs sayin' somethin' to Miss 
Celia; and Mr. Cranstoun, he looked at 
Mr. Pembroke, and says Mr. Pembroke, 
hasty-like, 'Take it, Cranstoun (' and he 
grabbed it and put it under his coat, and 
buttoned his coat up ; and I remember 
I wondered what it could be that Mrs. 
Pembroke wasn't to see." 

" When was this .'" 

" Well, sir, it was in winter— I expect 
three or four weeks afore Mr. Pembroke 
died." 

" Was he ill at that time ?" 

"Not to say very ill, sir, but he was 
confined to his room, and his wife was 
desperate uneasy about him." 

" Now, Betty, I want you to consider. 
Do you think it was Mr. Pembroke's 
wiD that you witnessed ?" 

"Well, now," said Belly, with a start, 
"in course It was. And wasn't I stupid 
not to think of that before ? Yes, Mr. 
Creigliton, sure enough, an' it was his 
will he had made ; and he didn't want 
his wife to see it, for fear she'd think he 
was goin' to die right oif. Sich a good, 
considerate man as he was 1" 

" But did he say it was his will ?" 

" I guess he must have, Mr. Creigh- 
ton, What else could it be, and he sick 
and soon to die ? It was his will, sure, 
and nothin' less. I could a'mosi take 
my Bible oath on that" 

That was all they couH get. After 
they left the house, " It's no use," said 
Creighton to Sydenham. "It's a lost 
It would be the easiest thing in 
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iiitiously. But it would he a lie. 

He didn't tell lier. One could see that by 

her surprise when I suggested it. The 

idea never had been in her mind before." 

"Tut you hive no doubt it was the 



house and all the outbuildings were 
burnt to the ground ; thai the miller and 
his foreman Goddart had perished in the 
flames ; and that fhey didn't know what 
hid become of the daughter Various 



Gifls on Thy ahrine, O God, m 



An unwonted excilemenl perv d d 
Chiskauga. News had arrived, 1) 
one morning, that Tyler's mill, dwell 
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me, my child. 

The wounds on his hands were slight; 
and when Ellen had dressed them, and 
ihey had lifted him to bed again, he 
sank into a heavy sleep. 

It had been a great shock. The good 



that Harper did had been undone. At 
a lime when the miller's mind had been 
slowly regaining its tone, all the horrors 
of that dreadful night on Lake Erie had 
come back on him in full force. And 
with these came back the fancy that God 
had sent him a premonition of death. 
The logic of Preacher Larrabee's story 
was clear, indeed, but nerves already 
shattered and terribly shaken by a sec- 
ond agitation beclouded logical deduc- 
tions. The father, tender of his daugh- 
ter's feelings, succeeded, however, in 
concealing from her this superstitious 

Well did Ellen merit the old man's 
ca k h 

pe d mp 



now — all the more warmly and devotedly 

be f tl mid devotion of 

h 1 f tl The angel that 

h d t d tl d ptl f that young 

h f th 1 1 t in Heaven's 

h t D ly w red now, grat- 

\ Id d ill to all mea 
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J II b k J If f you wait on 

me so much. \ou need the fresh air. 
Take Joe t he's quiet to ride, and we 
don't need him now. Willie can slay 
by me, If you're uneasy about leaving 

When she came to see how he was 
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before she f>i;t out on her ride, she kiss- 
ed him, saying : " I promise j'ou never 
to do anything to make you sorry again. 
You know J won't. Don't you, father ?" 

" I know you're an old man's darling, 
Nell, and as good as gold. I'd let you 
do anything^— anything in this world that 
I thought would make you happy. But 
to keep company with a young man that 
—that never asked you to marry hini^ 
that would make you niiserabie, Nelly- 
miserable, mayhap, as long as you live. 
That's all I'm afraid of: I want you 
never to do that." 

" I never will." And there she slop- 
ped, on the very point of telling him that 
Mowbray and she were engaged. But, 
as once before, slie put it off with the 
thought, "When he's better and strong- 
er." And she only repealed, " I never, 

" i know you won't, Nelly. God for 
ever bless and protect you, dear child !" 

Theneefortli Ellen usually rode out 
two or three afternoons in the week. 
Of course, Mowbray got to know it, and 
of course he sought to meet his prom- 
ised wife. 

To Mowbray's questions, repeated 
each lime they met, as to her father's 
condition, she returned desponding an- 
swers. His brow clouded — Ellen tliought 
from sympathy. One day be said, " Ellen 
dear, have you ever told your father thai 
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s afraid, he's so weak," 

we couldn't marry without tell- 



" Isn't a gir! that's past nineteen old 
enough to many ?" 

" How can we be married and father 
so ill ?" 

" I don't see what's to prevent it. 
He might be ill for months or years." 

"You wouldn't like, Mr. Mowbray — " 

" Evelyn, dear Ellen." 

" Evelyn'' — hesitating and blushing-— 
"you wouldn't like your wife to spend 
half her time nursing a sick fiither." 

He would have controlled his coun- 
tenance had he been able. Eilen read 
its expression and added, "You see it 
wouldn't do." 



"Why couldn't we have a careful 
nurse for him ? You could go and see 
him when you chose." 

" Oh, Evelyn, how can you ?" — voice 
trembling and tears springing to her 
eyes. "God himself couldn't love me 
if I forsook father." 

" The Bible says a man shall leave 
father and mother and cleave to his wife." 

" Oh don't, don't ! He has nothing 
left but me. It's fourteen years since 
mother died : he has never said one 
angry word to me since ll en not e en — " 
it flashed over her th-it t wouldn t do to 
talk of that. "I've often ^eved h m, 
poor father ! I've been tl ou^l 1 ess and 
careless, and he's been so good I 
think he always felt I h d no mother, 
and couldn't bear to tl v t n e or deny 
me anything. If yo only kne Eve- 
lyn I I'm sure the B ble ne er n eant 
that a girl hke me tl at uie 1 n ost to 
forget her motiier was gone — he nursed 
and petted and loved me so — it never 
could mean that I was to go and leave 
him on his sick bed now. And he's so 
weak and helpless I If you were to see 
him, Evelyn! His hair's as white as 
snow. He's suck an old man now 1" 

She said it plaintively, dreamily — 
pausing. Then, with sudden impulse, 
" 1 won't leave him !" Mowbray started, 
and something in his tace made her 
add, " Dear, dear Evelyn, I c 
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. do ; 



plea.se, Ellen." 

"As I please? You think I don't 

" Not as well as you love your father, 

Ellen wept like a child. Mowbray 
tried to soothe her; "I know you iove 
me, dear Ellen : I didn't mean that I 
doubted your love." He would have 
been a wretch if he had doubled it under 
the look of those sad, reproachful eyes. 

All she said, as Mowbray assisted her 
in mounting her horse, was : " He would 
die if I were to leave him." 

During the long summer afternoons 
Tyler usually lay in a lethargic state. 
Very, very mournful thoughts filled the 
silent hours that Ellen spent by his bed- 
side. Never for a monietil did slie re- 
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pent her resolution. "He shall Dot die 
if I can save him :" that was lier one 
thought as to her father. Yet she made 
to herself a sort of reproach, pitying and 
excusing her lover. 

"It's not his fault"— such were the 
thoughts that swept over her solitude — 
'■it's very natural he should feel put out 
about it. What have I ever done for 
him except to love him ?— and I couldn't 
help that. He makes all the sacrifices. 
Don't I know I'm no fit match for him? 
Couldn't he marry the best lady in the 
land ? Then we're so much poorer now 
than when he asked me : all the ma- 
chinery burnt on the boat, the mill gone 
too ; yet he never said the first word 
about it. And then that talk of the vil- 
lage 1 When others left me and insulted 
me, he was always the same. And now, 
the only thing he ever asked me 1 had 
to refuse fiim. Poor Evelyn ! I know 
he must think I don't care for him as he 
cares for me. If be could only look into 
my heart ;" 

Then she began to think, could she 
ever do anything — make any sacrifice — 
for him to prove her love ? She was 
romantic in iier way, this simple miller's 
daughter ; and she felt that if her father 
no longer needed her it would be noth- 
ing lo risk her life or lose it for Evelyn ; 
but how could he ever know that ? It 
was only in novels that lovers had a 
chance to give their lives for one another. 
He had seemed to wish that she should 
tell her father of their engagement. She 
could do that, at least. So one day she 
did, adding, " I can live without him as 
long as I've y.ou, father; and may God 
forsake me jf I leave you till I see that 
you don't need me ! I told him I never 
would. But if }'0U— if you go to mother 
and I am left here— I shall want to die 
too unless I'm his wife. I love him so, 
and he's so good, father — you don't 

It was another shock, though he strove 
to conceal that from his daughter. Still, 
he received the news with mixed feelings. 
The presentiment of death had been 
gaining on him ; and who was lo pro- 
tect the orphan when he was gone ? He 
gazed on that sweet, sad face — felt that | 



the heart of love and trust that spoke 
from it was in the keeping of another 
past recalling ; and the thought came to 
him : " Nobody but a mean coward 
would injure her ; and the proud peat, 
with all his uppish ways, is no coward. 
And then he has made up his mind to 
marry the miller's daughter. Anybody 
might be proud of Nelly. Maybe he 
will" So the kind old man, thinking 
how soon he might be where he could 
never show earthly kindness more, could 
not find it in his heart to say no to his 
child's love. 

One only condition he attached to his 
consent: "It's best you should both 
have time to know your own minds. 
You're not twenty yet, Nell. In a little 
more than a year you'll be of age. By 
that time either this useless father of 
yours will be well again and able to 
spare you, or else — " 

Ellen would not let him go on. She 
had been touched to the heart by his 
prompt consent : it was a load taken off 
her mind ; and it was with a gush of 
joy and gratitude she said ; 

"You're going to get well, father: 
I'm sure you are. But come what will, 
I lake God lo witness that I will not 
marry Evelyn Mowbray till I am twenty-' 
one years old. And if I ever do marry 
him, I'll come and see you every day; 
he said I might." 

No concealment from her father now : 
it lightened Ellen's heart ; but her 
father's, alas ! — though Ihe girl knew it 
not — was loaded down with one grief the 
more. How could he have confidence 
in Mowbray ? 

Accumulating burdens were becoming 
too much for the old man's waning 
strength. Before the fatal journey to 
Buffalo he had fortitude, courage to meet 
any reverse of fortune. He had escaped 
from that burning horror — one of seven 
who had made their own way to shore. 
But he had escaped, as soldiers often do 
from the dangers of a hundred fields, to 
return home broken-down, unmanned, 
health and hope and energy gone. 

The lethargic symptoms increased. 
An hour or two a day was as much as 
he could bear to sit up. Ellen became 
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lliorouglily alarmed, .^nd A 1 t 
for Dr, Meyrac. When ll 5, 1 n th 
way back, related to him th p 1 

of Ihe shipwreck, the effe h f tl 

and llie relapse on the ht th m II 
was burnt, he looked gr b t m Ij 
said (hat it was a very r m k bl 
—such as he had read of b t 
with before. 

Alone with the miller, the latter said, 
" I shall not live long, doctor." 

"That may be. Yet I find not any 
disease pronoun ted De nerves are 
shaken: de forces aie feeble If vou 
have not hope to li\e :t miy arrive that 
you vill die. All tl e «iame jou iiiay 
yet survive. The couraee is there for 
much ;" meaning probibh thit courage 
had niuch to do witl h s patiei t s chance 



of re 



'very. 



The miller briefly related lo him his 
trance and its correspondence with real- 
ities at home The man of science 
smiled w h good na u ed incredulity : 
"It is ha a ! only Dere are dreams 
very s j, a bu dej prove not any- 
thing. Le not d s ou age yourself for 
dat," 

Harpe s e v of I e matter had done 
much n o e o qu et the miller's mind 
than Meyrac's skepticism did. Chance ? 
He knew that'couldn't be so. Then he 
brooded, more and more, over the idea 
of a death-warning. The needed courage 
that Meyrac had spoken of failed. 

Ten days later his mind began lo 
wander. He was haunted by the recol- 
lection of the man who had clung to him 
as he first rose to the surface. He ap- 
peared to re-enact the scene, struggling 
desperately, striking out his clenched 
fist, as if at an opponent ; and then, 
drooping desponditigly, he muttered, 
"What could 1 do ? Is it murder to 
strike a man that's just going to strangle 
youj"' After a time he sank into a 
comatose state, lasting many hours. 
And when at last he came to his senses, 
his feebleness was extreme. 

Another day the over-excited brain 
seemed to reproduce the scene of his 
exertions to rescue Hartland. He im- 
itated the dragging of a heavy weight 
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coma into which he constantly relapsed 
became more and more deejj. They 
scarcely knew when he passed away. 
Ellen sat, for the last two hours, his 
hand in hers, and not a movement — not 
the slightest convulsive Iwileh— gave in- 
timation of pain or struggle. Half an 
hour before it was all over she heard him 
say, in a tone that awed her— so solemn, 
so utterly different was it from his usual 
mariner— •' Deal wiih me, O God! as 
Thou wilt, but let that man love her : 
Jet him cherish her." Then the 
last, low words of all — two only : 
Nell!" 

No need to speak of the orphan's des- 
olation. For days after her father's 
death one wish was uppermost— that she 
had died with him. Even her lover was 
half forgotten. 

It was two weeks before she saw him ; 
and the first time Ihey met nothing of 
moment occurred. He spoke kindly 
and sympathiiingly, doing what he could 
to comfort her, and evincing deep regret 
tliat there had ever been any difficulty 
between her father and himself. 

At their next interview she told him 
that she had informed her father of their 
engagement, and that he had acquiesced. 
He expressed pleasure at this. 

Then they talked of the future. "How 
forlorn you must be," he said to her, 
"all alone there, with nobody to care 
for you !" 

, " Hiram's as kind and attentive as he 
can be. He seems lo guess all I need 
before 1 ask him. And then I've little 
Willie to care for." 

"That mustn't go on, Ellen," a little 
sharply, " Of course we must let some 
weeks or months pass, but sorrow can't 
call back those tliat are gone ; and if we 
could now know your father's wish, I'nv 
sure it would be thai you should be hap- 
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herself. When he grew to manhood, 
aud expenses necessarily increased, it 
was she who must be stinted that he 
might dress like a gentleman, wear fresli, 
delicate kid gloves to balls and parties 
and smoke the highest-priced Havana 
cigars. When the young man began to 
long — as youth, ever since Virgil's days, 
has always longed— for a horse, their 
scanty capital had to be encroached on 
to build a stable ; and it was the mother, 
not the son, who undertook additional 
labor^labor beyond her strength — to 
pay bills for oats and corn that the idle 
fellow might spend half his days in, 
pleasure rides. 

Seltishcess is a weed needing little 
culture, and Mrs. Mowbray had uncon- 
sciously nursed its growth for twenty- 
four years in her son Evelyn. He grew 
up utterly impatient of contradiction, and 
iceling it as an injury — almost as an in- 
i,ult-— when another's comfort, or will, or 
sense of duly even, crossed his own good 
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d p mised not to marry for nearly 



lift 



mths ; 



though the poor child had 
h dlj ourage to say it. 

Th n you did a very foolish thing : 
tl t all I can say." 

Oh Evelyn, think ! If your motlier 
I d b 1 dying, and she had asked you 
t 1 marry me til! you were twenty- 
h 1 at would you have done ?" 

M ther never would have been so 
llj She knows how unhappy it would 
h ade me ; and she never crosses 

F her didn't want to make you un- 

I pp) Evelyn." 

Th n what did he make you promise 

II t f f" 

Ell was not ready with an answer. 

It vouM make nie unhappy if you 

were to keep your promise, Ellen ; and 

if your father didn't wani th.-it, then it 

would be wrong in you — " 

" Don't say that, dear Evelyn." 
" Why not ? Why does it make me 
unhappy to wait ? Because I love you 
so dearly. What would it signify to me 
whether it was fifteen days or fifteen 
months if I didn't care for youf If you 

He was looking at Ellen as he said 
tills, and her eyes, brimful of sorrow and 
of love, would not let him go on in that 
strain. So he said, "Don't you think 
j'our father wanted me to love you dear- 
ly, Ellen ?" 

"Evelyn, Evelyn ! But I never told 
you. Half an hour before — before he 
went to mother and left me alone — that 
was his dying prayer. The very, very 
last word on his lips was my name. And 
you want me to disobey him ?" 

Was she listening to hear those last 
words of the dying repeated again ? She 
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looked p io heaven and Ihe expression 
that hg d lawed the man, 

self-indu g n a d mpassive to spiritual 
influen 

" If a he had no wished you well, 
Evelyn h w n on after a time, 
"would hem marry you? I 
don't know uhyhe made me promise as 
I did. I never can know now, except 
that I'm sure it was out of his love forme, 
I only know that I did make that prom- 
ise, and that God heard me call His 
name to witness that I would keep it. 
And then, Evelyn — " 

"Well, dear?" the tone getting im- 
patient again. 

" I think father can hear and see us 
now. When he was lying hundreds of 
miles away, all but drowned, his spirit 
saw everything 1 did and heard all I 
said, one morning at the well, to Hiram 
Goddart." 

« What did you say to him ?" 

"He spoke of proposing a partner- 
ship in the mill. When father came 
home he told me the very words." 

Mowbray laughed incredulously. Then 
his brow darkened : " Did your father 
hear Hiram propose a partnership to his 
daughter too ?" 

"You're cruel, Evelyn, and Hiram's 
as good as he can be. He couldn't help 
loving me, any more than I can help 
loving you," 

" If you think me cruel, and Hiram 
Goddart the best man that ever was, I 
suppose you can't help that either ?" 

They were sitting on a mossy bank, 
under the deep forest shade, Mowbray's 
arm around her waist. He withdrew it. 
The action, as much as the harsh words, 
overcame her. She shuddered, as one 
stricken with ague, and when she could 
speak for weeping, she said, " I don't 
know what I'm saying, Mr. Mowbray. 
I didn't mean you were cruel : when 
others were cruel, you've always been 
kind. And all I meant about Hirain 
was that he Is kind and good. Surely, 
surely you know that 1 love nobody but 

"Why do you call me Mr, Mowbray, 
if you love mc ?" 

» Did I call you so ? I think it muit 



have been because I didn't kn< 



" Ellen, whatever I ask you, you re- 
fuse me. Are you going to break otl 
our engagement and marry Hiram ?" 

That was the drop too much. With 
an uncontrollable iuipulse she threw her 
arms round his neck and hid her face in 
his bosom, her frame corivulsed with 

I' If you knew, Evelyn," she faltered 
out at last — " if you only knew how it 
breaks my heart to refuse you anything 1 
But see ! Father mustn't be angry with 
me, up there in heaven— he and mother. 
I think it won't be long till I see them 
there ; and I must be able to lell- the 
old man— him that never spoke one un- 
kind word to me— that I didn't break 
my word to him — what I promised him 
when he was dying. Oh, Evelyn, I 
must, I must ! You're good, Evelyn : 
you're so good — so good to me ! You 
don't want me, when I die, to be think- 
ing that the first word to them will have 
to be that i lied to father just before he 
left me, with a prayer to God for me on 
.his lips." 

He did not reply, but he soothed and 
caressed her, as she lay in his arms, till 
the sobs gradually ceased and she re- 
covered, in a measure, her tranquillity. 

After a time she spoke again : "You 
said if I cared for you, Evelyn. I know 
I've never done anything for you. If I 
only knew — if I could Und out — what a 
poor orphan like roe could do to show 
you what sort of love it is I have for 

It was a perilous state of feeling. 
Ellen did not know that such affection 
as hers once prompted Arria to suicide ; 
and is not suicide a sin .'' 

" That promise I gave to father," she 
pursued: "it's the only thing. Ask me 
anything else, Evelyn — anything. There's 
nothing I would deny you but that." 

" Nothing ?" A base, coward thought 
just glanced through his mind as he said 
it — so base that the man, selUsh as he 
was. slirank from it as from a serpent. 
Vice had still its "frightful mien'' to 
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" No, Evelya, nothing." Sweetly, 
calmly said. No dream of evil. Purity 
itself in that trusting smile. No inkling 
of wrong in those loving, guileless eyes. 
How sharp the rebuke so unconsciously 
given ! 

Had the girl been less generous, less 
faithful, more given to thinking of evil, 
her danger would have been much less 
than it was then. 

In their after meetings Mowbray did 
not again bring up the subject of Ellen's 
promise, nor further insist on marriage 
before the time her father had set, 

I know it is the world's way, when 
some poor young creature strays from 
the path of peace, to settle it that she sins 
at the prompting of selfish, incontinent 
passion. Alas I that happens some- 
times. But far, far more frequently the 



3ne in which selfishness 
has no part. Sometimes it is abject 
poverty that rules : dishonor is incurred 
to prolong the life of helpless father or 
mother or to win bread for orphaned in- 
fancy left to a sister's care. 

Sometimes— and this sad truth almost 
eludes attention — the motive is traceable 
to romantic self-sacritice, wild eagerness 
to prove the reality of a love arrested, 
perhaps, for the time, in its placid, le- 
gitimate course. Few men conceive of 
such a sacrifice. It is often made for 
men when they know it not. God for- 
give the sacrilegious traitors who know 
and accept it, bringing to ruin those the 
lalchet of whose shoes they are not 
worthy to unloose I If such obtain Di- 
vine mercy at the last, what wretch, 
blackened with a thousand crimes, but 
may hope for pardon too ? 
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IN the study at Rosebank, on a Satur- 
day afternoon, some ten days after 
Tyler's death. 

" Is it possible, Mr. Creightoii ?" said 
Sydenham. " It sonnds more like some 
coincidence invented to help out the plot 
of a novel than an incident in real life. 
What a strange chance !" 

>'/( there such a thing as chance?" 
replied Creighton. "We are wonder- 
fully made ; are we not also wonderfully 
led sometimes? What so strange as 
truth and God's economy ! But are you 
sure as to the name ?" 

"Terence pronounced it Cunningem, 
and called him Sir diaries." 

"It must be the same," Creighton 
said, referring to a paper before him ; 
" ' Charles Conynghame, Baronet.' " 

"So that scoundrel Cranstoun could 
not keep to the truth even about so 
simple a matter as a name, Dunmore, 
he told Celia, the guardian's nauie was." 
"He was afraid we might forestall 
him— writing first, or by the same post 
as himself." 

"The suit is in Sir Charles' own 
name ?" 

"Yes. He takes Miss Eilinor's death, 
it seems, for granted," 

" So, then, she is the heir ?" 
"As against him, certainly; but if 
my view of the law in the case— and 
Mr. Marshall's too, by the way— be cor- 
rect. Miss Celia is co-heir, and the sis 
ters will divide equally," 

" The sisters ! I can scarcely re4l 

" Mr. Cranstoun, however, would s^y 
your ward was excluded from the sue 

"Celia will be delighted," 
"That's a great deal to say for mj 
one, Mr. Sydenham." 



righl. 



, but you will find I < 



Creighton's face flushed with pleas- 
ure : " It does one good to meet with a 
nature so noble as that." 

" Did you know that Eilinor's name 
was Talbot ?" 

"No. And she never told me her 
guardian's name— only the general in- 
cidents of her story. I knew her only 
as Miss Ethelridge. Good that Terence 
peeped through that keyhole : how else 
should we have known what a heroine 
the young lady is ? And then his de- 
position as to her identity is the very 
thing. But 6rst I must see her, to make 
sure there's no mistake." 

That same Saturday morning Celia 
entered Eilinor's room in riding equip- 
ment, "Another French scholar," she 
said—" Ellen Tyler. I've just been to 
see the poor girl. What suffering there 
is in this world !" 

" Occupation is the surest alleviation. 
I'm glad she is coming to us." 

" How does the list of scholars stand 
now ?" asked Celia as EUinor set down 
Ellen's name. " Is it up to what it was 
when I joined you ?" 

" Not quite, I see : five less^that's 
all. Good Mr. Sydenham's kind word 
at the Mite was help in time of need." 

"And Lela's, the darling ! But I've 
something more to tell you, Ellie. I've 
had sucA a time with dear auntie I I 
never saw her so near being downright 
angry with me before. I shall have to 
give up, I'm afraid, and you .must help 

' I wish I had been there to see," 
t 'iou needn't laugh. I had got aunt 
persuaded to let me pay Mr. Hartland a 
hundred dollars a year for my board, and 
eighty more for Bess. Now that it is 
her own house she rebels, and says if I 
won t accept my board and Bess' keep 
from mv mother's sister, she'll never for- 
gi\e me as long as she hves." 
I sup is in good circumstances, and 



cibyGoOgIC 



BEYOND THE BREAKERS. 



girl if y w 11 
wanted I h Ip 



III I 






ElRe 



\ ol, and 
11 t e about 

" Ind d I d 1 k f h a few 

moie such. I had ro idea millstones 
were such pleasant wear." 

"It's serious, EUie: don't put nie 
ont. Suppose Bess and I stay with 
auntie for nothing. Mr. Sydenham pays 
me a hundred and fifty dollars a year for 
Leohne's lessons ; and I can't, with any 
propriety, spend more than that on dress 
and knickknacks." 

'I So you want to violate our articles 
of parlnership, and make me take all the 
profits f" 

« What a darling you are to guess it 
so nicely 1 Precisely, my dear: that's 

"You know, Celia— you know I can't 
do that." 

"Indeed I don't. But MI tell you 
what I do know. If you stand out 
against me, I'll stand out against auntie 
■—I will. So you may take your choice. 
Then I want to whisper something in 

'I Be reasonable, Celia^" 

"Certainly, if you will only listen. 
'Strike, but hear!'" 

"Well?" 

Celia whispered : " It's all in the fam- 
ily, my dear. Ethan will be auntie's 
heir. If I don t pa^ auntie Ethan u 1! 
lose a hundred and e ghtj dollars a ^ear 
That's all the same -is tf Mrs Ethan 
lost it : ' they twam shall be one flesh 
you know. I d be getting paid twice 
Ellie: is that ^^hat jou call reason' 
Then how are you aoing (o buj th-^t 
furniture? Ethan tells me h a lecie s 



"You are too bid Bit Ellinor 

took the laughing gul in her aims and 
caressed her and kissed 1 er and called 
her pet names till ne (her could refn n 
from tears. What they both cried for I 
don't exactly kno« 

After a while Leha siid There are 
two sisters, Ell e — at least thet mide an 



agreement they were to be sisler.s. I 
think the elder will be married soon. I 
don't believe the younger will ever mar- 
ry — not for many years, at all events ; 
and she has more than enough lo live 
on comfortably. Now do you think it's 
just the sisterly thing for these two to 
keep such strict accounts that the elder 
can't have what she needs for wedding- 
things and to do a little toward house- 
furnishing, because the younger may 
possibly need some money ten years 

"Ten years, Celia? You're going to 
make him wait that length of time ?" 

" Whom ?" 

A knock at the door and Nelly came 
in : " Mr. Creighton, Miss Ellinor, for 

"In a minute or two, Nelly, please 
tell him." Then, when the girl had gone: 
"If you don't know, Celia, or if Nelly 
did not stumble on the answer, then I 
can't pretend to guess. Wait for me, 

In quarter of an hour she returned 
pale and agitated. 

"What has Mr. Creighton been tell- 
ing you ? Bad news, Ellie ?" 

» No." Then, after a pause, " I ought 
to be glad." 

" And yet you're sorry. You'll tell 
me all about it, won't you ?" 

" Yes, dear. I promised you I would, 
some day," She drew Celia to the sofe, 
retauiing her hand. 

" After mother's death I had a guard- 
ian— a rich man, not a good one— Sir 
Charles Conyngliame, Mr. Creighton 
came this morning lo know from me 
if that -was his name. I don't know 
why 1 ot from idle curiosity, he said, 
and that he would tell me more to-mor- 
row He had heard the name, it seems, 
from a i lan who once saved me — saved 
me I n ustn't think from what— at my 
utn ost need : a brave, good young fel- 
low tlie father of little Derry and Kath- 
leen Strange that I didn't know him 
again when he brought them to school !" 
Terence, the Irishman, who manages 
Mr S)denham's farm?" 

■^ es ; but I must go back to my 
ilorj Her gaze, as she paused, seem- 
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manage pip m a 

by som g f I t rr bl t 

say, but I d t h 11> 

happy d y 1 1 I / / i ppy d > 

but the p t h C C 

stance, bl 1 j Id th 

I ; and J d f 1 h 

Ihatth y m b 1 k 1 O I Id 

hood's II [ I 1 f 11 

the rest, y b d i t m) 
first wl t ik f k— ] J 

old th — f C Id 

• She's Lady C > h > 

nurse \ 1 p d t 1 b 1 

placed 1 1 h 

"Sh d > 3 1 th 

" Her husband afterward became my 
guardian — yes. I remember, when the 
marriage was over, I put my arms round 
the bride and told her, crying bitterly 
the while, what nurse had said, and 
askeS her if she wasn't my cousin Con- 
stance any more. She smiled, then 
cried a little herself — which i thought 
was very strange on her wedding-day — 
and said she was my own very cousin 
Constance, and always would be till she 
died, and that there was nobody in all 
the worM she loved as well as me. I 
suppose her husband didn't quite like 
that, but he took me up kindly and kiss- 
ed me, and told me mjm na had aj,re<,d 
that 1 should come ind ^ee Cousm Con 
stance whenever I liked Didn t you 
Mrs. Talbot ?' he said appeahng to her 
and she assented 
" Mrs. Talbot ? 

" Ah ! I forgot Mimma, who liked 
show and station gave me three bip 
tismal names — Marj Ellinoi Ethtlridge 
Elhelridge was her miiden name Con 
stance always called me Ell e and I 
only brought two of m} fo ir names with 
me to democratic America 

" Had Lady Convinghime children ' 

" None— except me, she used to say. 

Mamma died when I was twelve years 



old, making Sir Charles her t 
and leaving me in his care, the property 
to go to him in case I died unmarried 
and without a will. I should have been 
perfectly happy with my cousin, only 
th I g Id I w that she was 

1 ppy SI h db r-persuaded 

t th m S U 1 s was rich, 

d I t, d t d general way, 
b t th t y f 1 d serving the 

m f 1 H b m a gambler, 

t k p d p d mpany, and 

k h d d f t thousands, on 
h f t h C t nee behaved 

d bly 1 m H w s proud of 
h d g d 1 1 h g as long as 

1 ) 1 t d B t I t sympathy. 

It p I p Id there be ? 

S F 1 m t Ik f people who 

th k tl 1 tl d to rank and 

f t b tl t ken the trou- 

bi t b b I W 11, my dear, 
S CI 1 fth e." 

" Poor Constance !" 

" And if you had known, Celia, what 
a noble, loving darling she was ! To 
me friend, sister, mother — teacher, loo, 
and guardian. If I know anything, if 
I'm good for anything, it was her doing. 
I don't think one human being ever 
owed more to another than I to her. 
When I lost her — " 

" She died i"' 

« When 1 was seventeen. We had 
been a year in Paris. The fashionable 
dissipation into which she was forced 
wore upon her, but fer more her hus- 
band's increasing dissipation. Titled 
sw ndlers profess onal gamblers jockejs 
and stable boys were his compan ons. 
He seemed to become dily more reck 
less and was otten embarrassed tor 
money Once 1 ren ember we had 
baihffe m the house But I th nk in 
other giief wore on Constances spirits 
more than all the rest In some way — 
perhaps from himself when flushed with 
W1I e — she must have come to know that 
he was using the moiey which as exec 
utor had been placed in hii hands 
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"Your property, Ellie'" 

"Yes. Some eight t th d 

pounds — I don't know I t 

On her deathbed, when d 1 w i 

fever, Constance spoke, if d d 

which I shall remembe t y dj 
day, of some terrible d h — 
breach of trust of whi h h hi d 
had been guilty. Sudde ly 1 km 

in her arms, lamenting o m 
oh so pitiHil ! — then cryi g t 1 y 

heart would break. Lat 1 k w 1 
it meant. I'm sure it h t d h 
death. Next morning— 1 C 1 a, I 
never an orphan till then 

Celia had taken £111 h m 

and when a burst of gri f 1 II d p 
to that moment, had sub d d h k d 
her, " Had you to remai S CI 1 
house ?" 

"What could I do ? Wh 
turned to London, his 1 d t 
Mrs. Beaumont — hard, h htj t 

cratic in the worst sens — t k p 

house for him. To he I 
cumbrance, and no day p d 11 

she did not make me fe I t I as f 
worse than alone. If a f rv t i 
could have brought death I 1 Id 
have been with my lost d 1 tg 

" You were spared to d d 1 

and for me to love you. Ell 

" God overrules all, b t tl d j 
I had not learned to realize that. I fell 
into a weak, nervous state. The phy- 
sician recommended exercise. To avoid 
driving out with Mrs. Beaumont, whom 
:I hated, I went regularly to a noted 
Tiding- school not far otF." 

There she stopped. Celia guessed 
the reason. " If it pains you to go on, 
dear — " she began. 

" I'm a coward : that's the truth. I 
linger over details, because the rest — 
Never mind, I want you to knov it ill 

" Well, Ellie .'" 

"The style of people who freqiented 
our house after dear Connj s death 
changed much for the worse Among 
ibem was one whom we had known 
while Constance was alive and who hid 
-seemed to me, at first, better thin nost 
of the others. He was i,n CI irles 
limate friend — Captain Hiliorin ut tl e 



Guirds He was handsome, and I think 
} e have been good. I liked to 
t Ik 1 im more than he deserved ; even 
Ih I used to be conscious that I did. 
\ th re was something genial and 
pi t enough about him, except now 

d 1 1 when a certain look came over 
h f 1 can't describe it, but it gave 

m tl dea of a reckless, self-indulgent 
m At other times I felt in his society 
q 1 tisfied, and, strange to say, often 

A I do, sometimes, near you, Ellie." 
\ dear. Once or twice in the 
g I had to leave the drawing-room 
ft t Iking with him, for I was actually 
f d 1 should go to sleep. Yet it was 
m t me before it occurred to me that 
1 1 d nythiag to do with it ; I thought 
only nervous weakness. One 
when he called to see me, and 
1 I pleaded my engagement at the 
d g hool as excuse for cutting short 
tl t, he begged so hard to accom- 

p J m that I yielded, though till then 
I 1 d ver allowed any one but a ser- 
t I attend me. During the lesson 
h ra ned in a small gallery overlook- 
1 riding-arena, and to which gen- 
tl accompanying young ladies to 

tl h ol were admitted. Once or twice 
d g the hour I rode a sleepy fit came 
m , so that the riding-master no- 
ticed it and asked me if I had not been 
up very late the night before. In return- 
ing home the unaccountable feeling so 
gained on me that I must have walked 
some distance in an unconscious state. 
The thundering rap which announced 
our return awoke me on the doorstep." 
" What a wonderful thing !" 
"When I thought it over, it recalled 
to me a discussion I had heard, a few 
evenings before, between Captain Hal- 
loran and several other gentlemen, but 
to wl Lh, at the time, I had paid little 
attenton. They bad spoken of huijiau 
n agi el im and its strange effects, and 
now t suddenly occurred to me that my 
drowsiness might be due to magnetic 
influence." 

U d you avoid him ?" 
I never allowed hira to go with me 
tu the riding-school again ; and 1 tried 
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to keep away from him as much as I 
could. liul: I found that a difficult thing 
to do. Several times, when he sat down 
by me and began to talk, I resolved, as 
soon as common politeness permitted, 
to rise and leave him. But when 1 tried 
to rise I felt that I had lost the power. 
It seemed to me as if he were telling me 
to sit still, and that I had to obey him. 
I felt, too, a sort of fascination, partly 
painful, partly pleasurable, in yielding to 
this mysterious authority." 

'■ Poor Ellie !" 

" I had a sense of danger, too ; d 
had it been possible I would have I f 
the house for some other where the p 
tain could not reach me ; for in hi b- 
sence he was comparatively indiffe t 
to me, and I had self-control en h 
left earn lly I d ti t I m ht n 

see hin B t S Ch 1 w 

the only 1 t I k y 1 ab t 

—the o ly p d d i o I 

had any 1 

" Did C pt H 11 m k 1 t 

you, Ell ? 

"Ab t 3 1 1 If f L dy 

Conyngh d 1 h p p do 

With a t ff t I 1 r t 

him; a d j 1 d I is f fe 1 



almost 
Mrs. 1 



) 



1 



llj t 



,dhn 



e day 1 I f It tl t 1 ously 

needed 1 Ip I k d 1 1 w 1 knew 
that Si Ch 1 Id t Then 

it came t b t y p P ty The 
captain said my guardian had squander- 
ed every penny of it, and of course would 
resist my marriage with any one. Then 
he professed that he cared nothing about 
the money: his fatlier would 'come 
down handsgmely,' he said, in case of 
marriage. But on my guardian's ac- 
count it must be a private marriage — by 
special license. 'I have it here,' he 
said, taking a paper from his pocket. 
I've often wondered, Celia dear, how the 
poor little birds feel when the serpe 
eye is on them and they can't even 
a wing. When I read that licen 
seemed to me like the fiat of doom If 
I had had anybody to sustain i 1 
could have escaped. But ever; 1 



seemed crumbling around me, life value- 
less, and nothing worth stnving for or 
striving against. 1 had, indeed, misgiv- 
ings about my suitor, jet I felt a sense 
of protection a soothing ol ner\es, when 
I was near h m All the other habitnis 
of the house were repulsive to me. 
Captam Halloian saw his advantage and 
pressed it, assuming my consent. I 
felt thai I was giving op, half by attrac- 
tion ind hllf in despair." 

^ nu agreed to marry him ? Poor 
d 1 

W 1 It came to the point, and he 

Id one afternoon, that he had a 

square off to take me to his 

t where the clergyman awaited us, 

I p d and flatly refused to go. To 

mj p e, he said it should be just as 

I pi d he would wait my time and 

pi he would speak to his servant 

id s the carriage. How long he 

y 1 f er his return to the drawing- 

I ver knew, nor when nor how 

I 1 ft 1 house. I first awoke to a 

f y situation (as I had done in 

g from the riding- school) at the 

I d t tat-at of a fashionable knock. 

II d the captain swearing at his ser- 
t t naking such a noise, and he 

1 k d n asily at me. But I had pres- 

f nd enough to express no sur- 

p d followed him submissively into 

the house, with one resolve on which I 

not to suffer that stupor to return." 
" Was the clergyman there ?" 
" A roan with a hateful countenance, 
but scrupulously dressed in canonical 
robes. Then there was what seemed, at 
least, a lady, over-dressed, very conde- 
scending, and to whom the captain in- 
troduced me, calling her aunt : several 
younger ladies also, and a baronet, a 
friend of the captain, whom I had often 
met at our house. When the 'aunt' 
kissed me I shuddered. You will think 
me superstitious, I know, dear — " 
F h ps not, Ellie." 
I ame to me, I cannot tell how— 
I upp e a Swedenborgian would say 
n y r sight was opened — it came 

n in words 1 think, but flashing 
mind as if I had heard some 
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one whisper : ' No aunt, no clergyman ; 
all false 1' I turned suddenly lo the wo- 
man, who spoke to me in what she 
meant fur an affectionate style, infro- 
ducing to me two of the young ladies 
dressed in white, who were lo act, she 
said, as my bridesmaids. They also ad- 
dressed to me some civil commonplaces. 
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"■Home,' I said, 'to Sir Charles'." 

'"You hear?' said Sir George to the 
captain : ' it can't go on.' 

"' Sir George,' cried Halloran, 'you 
shall answer for this.' 

" 'All right, my good fellow,' said Sir 
George, coolly. ■ But will you take her 
home, or shall I ?' 
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1 h b havior. It occurred to 
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1 Th evulsion of feeling was 
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d 1 Gradually that subtle 

fl b to steal over me again. 

Tl ) m d very long, but such 

h f on that I did not care 

hit I felt as if I could go 

f The last thing I re- 

m mb w h thought that, though I 
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« Did it ?" asked C 1" 1} 

" Alas, dear ch Id I 
there. When I Iv t p 1 



of a house that w k 1 m 1 

seemed lo be di d ! t p m t 
after the foreign f 1 Th I h d 

been opened by H 11 g m 1 m 

1 recognized ; a d th p I 

caught a momenta y t mp f f — 
that of a servant bl k— 1 1 I f It 
sure was the same p 1 t 

that belonged to I p h 

sumed to marry Th tl wl 1 

base plot lay b b f d 

I knew that 1 1 d b b ht 

trance, lo Capta H 11 p 

apartments." 

" Good Heavens !" exclaimed C 
"What ■/jrf you do?" 

Then EUinorrarrated to her friend 
substance of the scene with which u 
readers are already familiar, ending with 
her escape, by Terence's aid, into the 

" And then ?" asked Celia, breath- 

" I hurried, Ik t wh tl p 

ing through street t t t d I 
darkness came o It J m If 
part of the city q d ft t f m j 
I had ever seen— th t d 

dingy, the house p d d ty It 

must have been so d p t 1 1 
for, to my terror, I w 1 

costed in a shock m by I 

men, from whom Jhdhg t tdffi 
culty in escaping. Th by d ff 
ed me no aid t ind d y 1 m m d 
to afford them am t O p h p 

it was my dress, t ly t f pi 

there. One rufli f t !k 
in the most revolt 1 m p d 

by force to thrust m 1 bl 

looking house. Wj m b It 

policeman to the p t At fi t / m 

ed disposed to t m w th d y 
also. But when I pi d t h I 
I had lost my wa h b 
spectful and offer d t t k t th 

nearest stand for 1 th y 

a desperate resol I k p f 

me. What expla t my 1 

was now possibl I li t 



d' n and that insolent sister of 
1 

Out of iLie world !■ 

— th w e the terrible lines that beat 

h m I into niy brain. Vet I strug- 

gl d f ontrol as long as 1 was with 

th p 1 an, entering a cab, and, when 

h k d 'here the man should drive 

t g ""y guardian's address, in 

G f t eet, Piccadilly. Soon after, 

h w I stopped the cabman, asked 

wh 1 is the nearest of the bridges, and 

b d h m drive there. He hesitated, 

m tt omething about his fare. But 

p oduced a sovereign and in- 

d irned, I shuddered fearfully 

w nd he had obeyed my order. 

n d o hear the rebuke : ' You fear 

man and affront the presence 

C d I had my hand on the cab 

d w o lower it and call the driver. 

But Despair prevailed, ever recalling 

with frighful iteration, the lines : 



I w b de myself. I felt as if I were 
p d b) the Furies. Oh forgive me, 

d I g 

C I uld not reply for weeping. 
It uel, dear child," Ellinor re- 
d t grieve you so, but the rest is 
I Id In the very act of springing 
f m th b idge a friendly hand held me 
b k I turned, indignant at first, but 
wl I m t Mr. Creighton's honest, man- 
ly f d heard a few words of gentle 

p 1 t on, the evil spirit was exor- 

d ^ I was scarcely ' clothed in 

ray ht mind.' The remaining events 

f tl ht are phantasm agon ah I 

\ were roughly repulsed from sev- 

1 1 rs where Mr. Creighlon sought 
t 1 a room for me. At last I 

f d J If in bed Toward morning 
I k t a sort of stupo from which 

k k t mv chin ber door aroused 
m I h d 1 n do vn n> clothes, so 
I d unlocked 1 door. It was 

M C 1 1 n He be ged me, though 
t as ly mor n^ t co e with him 
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■\X once a;, he had lemied a lod^int; for 
me As he hurried me into tl e street 
I loui d that we were leavins; a hotel 
and I turned for an exphmt yx\ asking 
him wheie I had passed the n ght He 
IS one of Gods noblemen Ceha with 
the true mst nets of God s nobihtj I 
shili never forget how he ■ipoke to me 
— -w th such deKate foibeirance with 
such tender re^'ard for mj teel tigs 
Forgne me joun„ lady he said it 
was an absolute necessitj, since the 
alternative was that we should remain 
all night in the street, I had to give 
you my room.' Then, when he saw how 
dreadfully embarrassed 1 was, he added ; 
' You are too weak now to tell me hy 
what terrible cruelty or injustice you 
were brought to despair, and perhaps 
you may never think me worthy to know. 
But to-morrow I .shall call to ask if 1 
can take a message to your friends or 
serve you in any way.' All the rest of 
his conduct was of a piece with this. 
When he found I was resolved never to 
see my relatives again, but to maintain 
myself by needlework, and that I posi- 
tively refused to accept money from him, 
he refrained from visiting me except at 
considerable intervals ; and when, after 
several weeks, he was obliged to leave 
London, he told me he had written about 
tne to his uncle, an old Quaker gentle- 
man, who would visit London In a month 
or two. I told you the rest. When 
Mr. Creighton took leave I don't think 
I said one grateful word, but I know 
Elizabeth Browning's glorious lines were 
in my heart ; 

' TIki 1 do not Ibaiik al all : 
I but lliank God, who made iliee ivbal thou art— 
Sq wholly godlike.' 

I don't know which I venerate most — 
Mr, Creighton, young as he is, or that 
saint-like old man. Uncle Williams, as I 
used to call him. They did far more 
than to save me from suicide : they re- 
conciled me to life in a world where 
such honor and loving-kindness are to 
be found." 

Celia took the weeping girl in her 
arms and kissed her again and again. 
" Tliey were as kind to me as to you," 
she said : "■ they sent me a sister." 



CHAFFER XLIII. 



Midsjanmer Nighls Dream. 

Ai'TFR a t me whe I e two girls had 
become qu e e Cel f II into a reverie. 
When si e look d ui and saw Ellinor's 
eyes on he h th t derful look of 
lo^e they omet mes wo e, she said, "I 
keep th k n — hut 1 's foolish and 
ungrateful too — if jou only were my 
real, real sister." . 

" Ah, that reminds me — I've some- 
thing to teil you, Celia. It's almost as 
strange as that dismal story of mine, but 
it's not gloomy. Last evening I picked 
up a little book — a wonderful book, 
Celia; you must read it — Isaac Taylor's 
Physical Theory of Another Life. Con- 
stance had once given me a copy of it, 
and it brought her forcibly to my mind. 
When I went to sleep, thinking of her, 
there came to me. such a vivid dream. 
I can scarcely yet believe that I didn't 
actually see my darhng standing beside 
the bed." 

" She appeared to you ?" 

"As in very life, Celia, except that 
she seemed idealized, etherealized. How 
beaulifiil she was !" 

" Did she say anything ?" 

" Not at first, but above her head — it 
seemed in letters of light — were the 
words : ' Bring forth the blind people 
that have eyes.' (I found the text this 
morning in Isaiah.) Then 1 saw in the 
distance, but gradually enlat^ing or ap- 
proaching (I couldn't tell which), two 
figures — you, Celia, and, strange to say! 
myself. I — or rather my 'double' — 
seemed groping as if to touch you. 
Then I thought Constance turned, raised 
her hands as in blessing over us, and I 
heard, in a tone that went to my heart, 
the word 'SISTER I' With a start I 
awoke, and it was long before I could 
convince myself that Constance wasn't 
there." 

"What could it mean, Ellie?" hesi- 
tatingly, 

Ellinor smiled ; " That I shall be 
blind, and that you will be to me a sister 
and a blessing." 
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" And you smile ?" 

" Constance smiled when she turned 
and blessed us, though I had to grope 
for you, dear child." 

"But I'm not your real sister; so 
maybe you won't be really blind." 

"As God wills,"' 

"And if God does will it, Til try to 
be 'eyes to the blind ;' but, at all events, 
you must be my real cousin — my cousin 
Ethan's wife, Ellie dear. I don't think 
he would live if you were to refuse him." 

Supper was late that evening at Dr. 
Meyrac's. They were waiting for Ethan 
Hartland, who had been invited to join 
them, but had first to go on business to 
Mount Sharon. 

When they were seated, and Ethan, 
had been telling them the news from the 
county-seat, EUinor suddenly exclaimed, 

" Who put out the lamp ? Or was it 
the oil that failed ? But in a single mo- 
ment — how strange !" 

No one replied. They all turned, in 
amazement, to Miss Ethelridge. She 
was not in the habit of jesting, and the 
look on her face was of unmistakable 
surprise. 

" What did you say ?" Ethan began, 
after a pause. Ellinor looked at him^ 
at least her eyes, bright with intelligence, 
were directed, inquiringly, to his fece. 
Was it possible ? His very heart stood 
still at the thought. 

" Ellinor, dear child," said Dr. Mey- 
rac in French, " I would see you a mo- 
ment in my stud)'." He went up to her 
and took her hand ; " Shall I conduct 

Ellinor's mind was in a maze, but she 
assented. "What is it, doctor?" she 
asked as he led her off. 

"Is she ill, mamma?" said Lucille 
Meyrac. 

"Alas, my child ! It is as your father 
has feared. But how very, very sudden ! 
And without the least pain, for she evi- 
dently thought not of it." 

" Bli,4id, mamma ?" And the girl 
turned pale as a sheet. 

" I remember that your father once 
told me of just such a case — in some 
town of the provinces. But I was in- 



credulous. It is rare : it usually occurs 
by degrees." 

" Is it paralysis of the optic nerve f" 
Ethan forced himself to ask. 
"Yes. Poor dear mignonne !" 
Then they were silent. After a time 
the doctor and Ellinor returned, and he 
assisted her to her seat Ethan's bitter 
grief gave way to wonder and admiration. 
Not a trace of sorrow on that placid face. 
Could she not see him .'—for the brilliant 
eyes turned to his, he actually thought, 
as if to discover how he bore it. But 
he knew now. It had come in very 
deed I How glad he was she didn't see 
his tears 1 Did she not see them ? — 
for .she .said, in a tone that sank into his 
heart of hearts, "Do not grieve, dear 
friend. It is a relief to me that it is all 

Dr. Meyrac was often abrupt, and 
now and then somewhat despotic, but he 
was a man of instinctive delicacy. He 
had found out how it stood with Ethan 
and Ellinor, and he so contrived it that 
when supper was cleared away they were 
left alone. "It is he who must be her 
physician henceforth, my dear Elise," 
he whispered to his wife, "See to it 
that no one intrudes on them." 

Nor must we. When, at the end of 
an hour, Ethan rose to go, Ellinor said : 
" To-morrow evening, dear, dear Ethan. 
Cannot you wait for my decision till 

He kissed her fervently and tore him- 
self away, without trusting his voice to 



Immediately after breakfast next morn- 
ing, Creighlon called at Mrs. Hardand's 
and sent up his card to Celia. She 
came down at once, but with her hat and 
shawl. 

" You were going out. Miss Pem- 

" To see poor Ellie. You have 

" Yes. But I have something to tell 
you that you ought to know before you 
go. It relates to her." 

The evening before, Ethan had, with 
ditEculty, persuaded Celia not to, see 
Ellinor that night. When she came 
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down fo meet Crejgbton she had been 
nervously inipn.t}ent, and, almost uncon- 
sciously, had lemained standing. But 
his words itcjiled her. Lajing aside 
hat and shawl, she sealed herself. " I'm 
afraid I've been very rude, Mr. Creigh- 
ton," she said, blushing a little : " I shall 
be most happy to hear what you have to 
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said. Ah ! that explained her lather's 
flight. But he must have loved Ellie, 
She thought of him taking his first-born 
in his arms, kissing her, weeping over 
her, perhaps, before he left ; grieving 
after her, too, no doubt, even when a 
second daughter came. How strange it 
all was ! 
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Morning and night, the glorious break 
of day and the peace-breath iiig twilight, 
all one changeless blank now ! Over 
the whole fair external world the black- 
ness of darkness for ever ! She had 
been told of it the evening before : she 
had lain awalte half the night thinking 



of it 



but— 



"Because tbinga seen are greater than lEiinp heard"— 

she had never felt it, it had never be- 
come part of her consciousness, till now. 
She had t t II I ' ter the in 

credible b t 1 t f 1 

moment, p d f 1 d Ell 

Ellie !■' all 1 Id b t tl 

blind can d t t b 11 t 

and no w ds Id h Id 1 If 

much as th w 1 

After tl fi t e t t f 1 

Celia St 1 d b ly f mp 
Ellinor's it t [ d d 

their usu I tl if t. Tl tl 

returning tranquillity, came back to her 
also the astounding, the rapturous news. 
The long swell after the tempest vras 
there still, but the sun broke out on it. 

— The sun, warm and cheering. Her 
heart overflowed under its glow. " Ellie," 
she said, and the blind girl started : she 
felt that there was joy in the tone— 
"dear Ellie, you don't knov) what I've 
got to tell you. It would have made 
me — it has made me — oh so glad !" 

"Then it will make roe glad, too, 
dear child. Tell it me." 

" 1 have a right to take care of you 
now. Till you're married, Ellie, no- 
body—nobody in all the world— will have 
the same right." 

"What is it, Celia?— what is it?" 
The eyes turned eagerly, restlessly to 
Celia's face, as if, for the first t n 
the soul within were impatient of the 
darkness. 

"Your mother thought herself a wido 
She was not. Your father — our fa 1 e 
Ellie ! MrAiX—our father came to tl 
country and changed his name from Tal 
hot to Pembroke." 

" To Pembroke 1" Celia feared, for 
a moment, that Ellinor would faint, she 
grew so deadly pale : the conflicting 
i of the last twenty-four hours 



had sorely tried her nerves. But the 
color gradually returned to her cheeks, 
the sightless eyes lighted up, and a look 
came over h*r fece such as Celia had 
never seen there before. It awed her. 
It seemed to her the expression of heav- 
enly joy. 

" God is good !" Ellioor said in a low 
tone — " oh how good ! In man's hands 
that's terrible I but in His—" Then 
her lips moved as in prayer. 

Yet after a lime there wa.s 3 sudden 

revulsion She came back to this lower 

w Id II 1 feelings of her im- 

p 1 b k ng over the bounds 

h wl I h h d schooled them to 

b 1 H J J exultant. Triumph 

tl p Celia now read in 

1 f Ell took the astonished 

II m k sed her passionately 

ga d I ughing and crying 

h th h I " Sister I" she re- 



t 






of her excited feel- 
ings changed once more. " Constance 
knew it," she said, humbly : " she knew 
all that awaited me. Really blind, Celia; 
and this my real, real sister!" Grad- 
ually the wild excitement subsided, and 
she added : . " God has given you your 
wish, dear child, and we shall be so 
happy !" 

The first day of blindness ! Yet it 
was said from the very heart. 

When they had sat together a little 
space in silence, Ellinor resumed : " I 
think you know I would never tell you 
anything but the very truth." 

" I don't beheve in what I see and 
feel more than I do in your word." 

" I'm very glad of that. Then see, 
dear ' In the last few hours two things 
1 e I appened to me. I have become 
b! d— I dire say for life; and I've found 
out tl at he very girl I would have 
chos o t of all the world — out of all 
tl e H Id Celia— is my own, actual sis- 
te Do you think that I would take 
back my sight on condition that I should 
remain all my life blind to what you've 
told me just now ? I've gained far more 
than I've lost. As God is my witness, 
I do most religiously believe it." 

" Oh, Ellie, how can you talk so ?" 
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A kDOck at the door, and Dr. Mey- 
rac came in: "I think my patient Iiad 
belter keep out of churcli this morning, 
Mademoiselle «lie. We must have her 
a little accuslODied to her new phase of 
life before she goes into public." 

They assented, and then they told 
him the news. He was much surprised, 
of course, but he received it quietly, wilh 
French politeness: "I know not which 
of the two is the more fortunate. You 
are worthy of each other, my dear young 
ladies." 

Then the business aspect of the affair 
struck him : " Ah, it is charming. That 
good-for-nothing of a Cranstoun is check- 

, For the first time that day Celia saw 
a painful expression cross her sister's 
face, but Eilinor said nothing until the 
doctor, after inviting Ceha to dinner, left 
the room. Then she took Celia's hand: 
" Sister, I see what good Dr. Meyrac 
means. It is to Sir Charles Conyng- 
hame that Cranstoun has written. If 
suit is commenced, it will be in Sir 
Charles' name." 

"It has been commenced." 

"Ah I Then my name can be used 
(o arrest or defeat it; but it will he a 
mere form. We know well enough — 
Mr. Creighton is convinced — that — that 
father made a will, witnessed by Cran- 
stoun, leaving his American property to 
your mother and you." 

" He thinks so— that's all : there's no 
proof of it." 

"Of course it's so. He knew — or he 
thought— that I was provided for. We 
must respect his wishes, Celia." 

" Sister Ellie, you can't always have 
your own way, even if — " She com- 
menced the sentence playfully, but broke 
off with a deep sigh. 

" Even if I am blind. Well, dear ?" 

Celia sat lost in thought for a brief 
space ; then she looked up ; " There's 
nobody you respect more than Eliot 
Creighton." 

" Nobody." 

"You didn't hear his election-speech ; 
I did. That man wouldn't swerve one 
hair's breadth from the right for favor of 



" He's the very soul of honor." 

" Well, Ellie darling, there's one thing 
—only one — that we two sh a' n't agree 
about. Let us refer it to him and abide 
his decision." 

After some further talk, in which Celia 
stood her ground resolutely, her sister 
assented ; and it was agreed that after 
dinner they would visit IVIrs. Creighton. 
" I can't see my way," Eilinor said, " but 
I shall be love-led." 

They found mother and son at home. 
Mrs. Creighton was a charming old lady 
— charming and handsome loo — wilh 
bright, tender eyes tindimmed by her 
fifty years. It was touching to see her 
reception of the blind girl. If she had 
been her own daughter, she could not 
have folded her in her arms wilh warmer 
tokens of atfeclion. And she was de- 
lighted when the sisters — each setting 
forth the rights of the other — submitted 
their difference to her son as referee. 

" Wise girls !" she said. " You're 
too romantic, both of you, to be trusted. 
I haven't quite made up my mind which 
of )'ou two I like best ; and I'm not 
sure that Eliot has. So I think you 









EUinor thought she knew very well 
which \^«s the fevorite, but she did not 
say so. And it was on her lips to re- 
ply, " Mr. Creighton might be trusted to 
arbitrate between his best friend and his 
worst enemy," but neither did she make 
that remark. She quietly awaited Creigh- 

"I dare say mother's right" — he hes- 
itated a moment, just a h'ttle bit abashed, 
then suddenly closed the sentence — " in 
what she says about romance. The mat- 
ter ought to be decided at once, and I'm 
afraid it can't be without help. You 
honor me very highly, young ladies ; 
and, sincp von wish it. I'il do mv best." 



■e you wish it, I'il do my best." 
e sent them his decisii 
It read as follows : 



■n that e 



" Proof that Miss Talbot lives ai 
establishing her identity, sent to £ 
Charles Conynghame, will probably i 
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duce him to withdraw li is suit. If not, 
the identity can be established and he 
will certainly be defeated. 

" Tlien l!ie law of Ohio will regulate 
the case I believe that by that law 
M r lb t d M P mb k 



But 



la! 



d po t by tl S 

I m J be Ik M 1 lb t h 

p bl) I d 1 d 1 1 

II t d bt tl t h 1 t F d 
k P b k ( T lb ) I f II 

1 t t w II p b bly b f d d 

n whi th 1 1 ft t Ih 

f d i t t. -11 w!l dd 
p b blj I t t t l> k M 
1 mb k II f th A 

P P t 

U d th t I h k 

th m tl ht t be d d d d 

f w! t m } bl) lud 

th b th hfdFdk 
Pembroke (or Talbot), 

"But it was evidently his intention to 
leave half his property to each of his 
daughters. My opinion is, therefore, 
that each sister should take half of the 
American property, and that if any por- 
tion of the property now held by Sir 
Charles Conynghame as executor of tiie 
late Mrs. Talbot and guardian of 
daughter should hereafter be recove 
that also should be equally divided 
tween the sisters aforesaid. 

(b t,ned) Eliot Creighton 

S denhan w! o had called fo see E 
1 nor vns at Dr. Meyrac's when 
document arr ved. It was submitte 
h m as Lei a s j,uardian, and he hea 
approved t 

So tl at iffa r as such differences al- 
wajs cin be betveen reasonable people, 
was settle 1 at o ce. 

And this opmion of Creighton helped 
Ellinor to decide in another matter more 
important than raoney. Ethan came for 
his answer. Celia had half won his 
cause in the course of the day, "We 
frail mortals are never satisfied," she had 
said to Ellinor: "prosperity spoils us— 
the more we get the more we long for. 
1 found a sister : now I want a brother 

i6 



Ellinor had been arguing herself into 
the conviction that to one of moderate 
means like Ethan a blind wife would be 
a pecuniary burden such as he ought 
not to bear That scruple was removed : 
I w id t m 1 h m mpty-hand- 
d d 1 h 1 's fate, till 

th h d b tl the balance, 

th 1 1 i h had piled 

1 d bt I pi kicked the 

Tl th f twenty-four 

h M J Ell Eth 1 dge Talbot 

1th ht f d r, acquired 



D 



and part of autumn. 
,nly 



r ofe 



ethat 



y, who had avoided 

lim and his mother, 

eft Evelyn a fortune 

ted at a quarter of a 

ar Second : Creighton 

don : gossipry said 

to see about another fortune in the hands 

of a rich English nobleman, who, as 

Terence O'Reilly had found out, was 

Miss Ethelridge's cousin. 

Up to the time when Mowbray went 
on a five or six weeks' visit to New 
Voik, on. the business alluded to, he and 
Ellen had met every few days. It ex- 
cited no remark, for their engagement 
had become public, and such was the 
habit of the place. 

When Mowbray returned, it was 
known that he had been put in posses- 
sion ofthe uncle's legacy — not quite as 
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large as was reported, but a comfortable ' 
fortu — h d d \ \ y housard 
do] la b d Id dwelling, 

riclil f Id Ph 1 d Ipl . 

Th n 11 p II g d that the 

and 1 f q b h gb 

been b u ^ w 

their bouse, fu po 

siona. Early O 

and he left C 

The eveni g b 
incident iiappe d wb 

never able to p H d b 

take leave of d wh d b d 

Mrs. Harlland a 

town, and he w m g bo 

o'clock. The moo b 

the sky was d as h 

crossing a str h h d 

been opened b 

was not yet b p h d h 

seemed a dfle h d 

moment he t h h B 

removing his d 

all over, he found he was mistaken. The 
shot, he thought, liad come from behind 
a board fence to a grain-field on the right 
of the cross street ; but when he went 
up to it there was no one to be seen in 
the field. He did imagine, for a moment, 
that he could distinguish a figure gliding 
along at some distance close to the fence 
but a second look dissip d tl p 

sion ; he could see notb t g 

When he reached h h w I 

straight to his room, h p k 

ing still to do. As he d I 1 h h t 

on a table he started. 1 h 1 
dently from a good-sized fl b 11 ht 
through the hat, about two n 1 b 1 
the crown I He sank n 1 I 

thought I felt something mj h 

he said, half aloud. C 
gested a name, but all fl n 
caused him to reject t Sh f d 
him," was his thought d 1 th 

country fellows might knock a man down 
in open daylight, but they're not assas- 
sins." It was an hour before he resumed 
his packing, and by that time he had re- 
solved not to say a word to any one 



On the second morning after the de- 
parture of tlie Mowbrays, Hiram Goddart 
called at Rosebank much excited. Ellen 
Tyler, he said, who had seemed dread- 
fully depressed the day before, had not 
p le night at home. She had been 
p at supper, though she scarcely 

d anything, and had put WiUie 
ca y to bed, but her own bed had 
d y been unoccupied : she must 
h andered out, no one knew whith- 

He had inquired at the village, and 
h d not been heard of there. What 
d d to his alarm was that the night 
h d been pilch dark, and after midnight 
h ad been several hours of heavy 

This had now ceased, but the 
■n g was raw and gusty. 
Vh n Mr. Sydenham asked Goddart 
wh r Chewauna creek was high, the 
p How fairly broke down : " Surely 

d n't think, Mr. Sydenham — " There 

N , Hiram — not that. But the 
b k are steep and rocky, and she 
m have lost her way in the rAw and 

darkness." 

It was agreed that Hiram should fol- 
low the line of the creek, and that 
Sydenham should explore the various 
roads and by-paths leading from the 
mill. At Leohne's earnest instance her 
father permitted her to accompany him. 

Two or three hours were spent in 
f tl i At last S>d I m b 

tl h h It 1 w w k bef 

h n f 11 b u b dl p II 

hid It h th d t f 

Ell n d M b t d d 

f t t Whv t d t hm 

tl t h m I I d d II t 

t I t t II 1 t th n ut! 



f u 



t t h d ut on tl 

1 th d h d f 

p lyo 1 

d dl> pa! 11 ) 



I ht 



Id 



d 1 h d 
Ih ggle 

she seemed, and sunk to rest at last. 
Beautiful in their calm, innocent expres- 
sion were the sweet child- features, but 
there were traces of tears on the wan 
cheeks. 

Leoline sprang from her saddle, knelt 
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dovm and chafed the cold hands, a gust 
of mingled sorrow and Indignation fill- 
ing her eyes [lie while. Mowbray was 
one of the men whom she could not 

Sydenham had taken the precaution 
to bring with him a blanket and a small 
flask of wine. He handed these to her: 
" Are you afraid to stay here, my child, 
till I ride home for the carriage ?" 

"Afraid, papa? Don't think about 
me. But how can yoii manage to get a 
carriage here ?" 

" We are only quarter of a mile from 
the road : I'll bring two or three of the 
men, and we'll rig up a htter. If she 
revives, give her some of the wine." 

Leoline took off a thick sack which 
she wore, and contrived to substitute 
it for the thin cape that was soaked 
through. Then she wrapped Ellen up 
as warmly as she could in the blanket. 
But the poor girl seemed chilled through, 
and it was a long lime before any symp- 
toms of returning animation showed 
themselves. Soon after that Sydenham 
returned, and with him Mr. Harper. 
Ellen was a favorite of the good man. 
He had heard in the village vague 
rumors about her disappearance, and 
had come to Rosebank seeking more 

The movement of the litter seemed 
gradually to revive the sufferer. When 
they had lifted her into the carriage, Mr. 
Harper, who had been walking with 
Sydenham, came lo the door. " Elieu, 
my child," he said, " 1 promised your 
father the day before he died that if you 
ever needed help 1 would stand in his 
stead. I'm goiug to lake you home to 
my little place," 

Ellen was very, very feeble, but she 
contrived to take the kind old man's 
hand : " Oh, Mr. Harper, not to your 
house. I can't, indeed I can't — I don't 
deserve it." 

" You felt, last night, as if you couldn't 
trust in God. That was wrong. But 
we can't always do right. We can't 
always trust in God when there's not a 
gleam of light in the darkness." Then 
he entered the carriage, arranged her 
pillows, sat down opposite to her and 



bade them drive on. " You need very 
careful nursing, Ellen, and good old 
Barbara is an excellent nurse." She 
was about to remonstrate further, but he 
stopped her : " When we get home : 
you mustn't talk now." She obeyed 
him as a htlle child might, but she wept 
long and silently. 

Barbara had been in Mr. Harper's 
service fifteen years during the life of 
his wife and twelve years since her death. 
She was at heart a kind soul, though a 
little stiff in some of her notions, and her 
for her master was unbounded, 
ved the poor girl without ques- 
was unwearied in her endeavors 
ihe chill and prostration 
caused by that cruel night of storm. 

In the course of the day Hannah 
Clyraer came to aid in nursing the in- 
valid. Dr. Meyrac, in his report to 
Harper, spoke somewhat doubtfully ; 
"There \% Vi itux fluxion de poitrine — 
vat we call pneunionie— -but it may not 
come ; in two, tree days one shall know 
for sure. She seems very triste. Is it 
thai the poor child grieves ? Has that 
nothing-worth perhaps deserted her ?" 

" I fear that he has, doctor." 

" It is pity^that complicates the case ; 
visout it the pronostic would be favor- 
able. But if the heart sinks, who can 
tell ? Seek to keep the heart up. Mon- 
sieur Harper. Vou may be better doc- 
tor than me." 

In the evening Mr. Harper sat with 
the patient while Barbara was preparing 
tea, and Ellen said to him: "I hope 
you'll not be troubled with me long, Mr. 

" For your sake, Ellen, I do hope you 
will speedily recover ; and if I could see 
you more cheerful, I should feel sure 
of it." 

She lay quite still for some minutes ; 
then, hesitatingly; "Mr. Harper, is it 
wicked to wish lo die ?" 

" We must all die, but it is our duty 
to wait God's good time." 

" i think God wishes me to die. 
When people are bad they kill them ; 
and perhaps if 1 die, God will think that 
was punishment enough and let me be 
with father and mother. It would be so 
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good of Him 


H 11' Tl ' 11 


I care about n 




Harper tool 


fl 1 d b th 


his; "Why d 


) w h t d d 


chiU ?" 




" 1 am s-„cJ 


g t P pi 


will never pard 


1 I d t lh k 



that. But I th 1. f th w II N I 
laa ever -io k d m a. f lh 
^ould tell h m yll g M I 

I as suci II 1 wh I I fi 
V th htl er and 1 w t \ ^. 

I ip te of h b 



Id n 






f 



d H 
rs d h bj t 
no" farther at th t t 

Harper pond d Ell w d 

wondering wl t th m 

might be. Wh M ) II 1 

day, he told h h t h 1 d d 

"Ah what cl Id h d 

mpl t Th t 



. self-e 



O 



it." And after b f 
he took a has lit! t 

the day, Cel L 1 Ell M 

Hartland and M C ht t 

see Ellen. H ) w d d h th 
Dr. Meyrac h d b d tl t II 
In die 






d t 



lying down, bhe had 
hacking cough. She was quiet, but it 
was the quiet of resignation, Harper 
thought, not of hope. He sought to en- 
courage her : " You see, Ellen, that the 
people you esteem most all come to visit 
you and interest themselves alxiut you." 

" Yes" — it was said sadly, despond- 
ingly — " they are all kind and good ; and 
I'm very glad 1 shall not live to disgrace 
Ihem." Then, looking up earnestly in 
that tender face : " Mr. Harper, I heard 
that you can read Hebrew and Greek, 
and know all about what the Bible says 
and what God thinks." 

"It is true, ray child, lliat I have 
spent most of my life in studying the 
Scriptures in the original tongues ; but 



G d' thoughts are not as ours: His 
e past tindiiig out," 
I very sorry for tliat," 
Wl y are you sorry for it, EUeii ?" 
I m so much afraid God won't Jet 
m o father by and by, when I die ; 

d I wanted so much to know, and I 
h t mavbe you could tell me." 

P haps I can. There are some 
th that God has told us. Why are 

J fraid you will never be in heaven 

w 1 > ur father ?" 

B cause father was such a good 

— nd — " she buried her face in her 

h d nd he saw (he tears trickle over 

I tl ers : at last, in a low tone that 

w his heart, she sobbed out, "and 

1 M Harper, I'm not a good woman !" 

H per looked at her as Christ, when 

h J urned on earth, may have looked 

e humble Judean penitent. Ere 

h Id reply she intemipted him, 

p k g hastily, as if fearing her courage 

ht oive way ; " I joined your church, 

d I know I ought to tell you. I prom- 

d f her before he died that I wouldn't 

rr Mr. Mowbray till I was twenty- 

— ot for a year yet ; we've been en- 

d five months. He wanted me to 

m him sooner — this year. But I 

id t lie lo father—and he just dead 

t — c uld 1 ?" 

N : you did quite right to refuse 
1 m 

D you think so, Mr. Harper ?" 
"» s, and God thinks so too." 
"Does He?" with a pleased smile : 
in a few moments it faded : " But Eve- 
lyn was angry : he thought I didn't love 
him, and that made me very, very sorry, 
for he had been as kind and good to me 
as he could be. Then I thought what a 
poor thing I was compared to him, and 
what could I ever do for him ? And I 
told him if he would only let me keep 
my promise to father, there wasn't any- 
thing else in the world I would refuse 
him ; but Mr. Harper — " a feeling of 
oppression had been gradually gaining 
on the poor girl : she couldn't say an- 
other word. Harper was startled and 
fearful of what was coming ; and, after 
be had bathed her throbbing- temples 
and she bad gradually revived, " Don't 
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talk any more," he said ; " it exhausts 
you." 

But though face and neck were flush- 
ing scarlet, and though her respiration 
was becoming hurried and painful, she 

tended— maybe you won't believe me—" 
and she looked up at him— such an im- 
ploring look ! 

He understood it all now ! The first 
impulse was to reprove the ofiender — to 
show up before her Ihe enormity of her 
fault — but that suppliant look! His 
heart was not proof against it ; and after- 
ward, when he thought it over, he took 
himself to task for this ; but just then 
he couldn't help saying, " Say no more, 
my child. I do most religiously believe 
you. You have a riglit to be believed. 
You wouldn't tell a lie and break your 
promise to your dead father : if you had, 
you might have been that bad man's 
wife to-day." 

" Oh, please, please, Mr. Harper, don't 
call him a bad man. Fm not a bit bet- 
ter than he is." 

" What did he say to you before he 

Ellen hesitated : " I haven't seen him 
for three weeks." The sigh and the 
look- so utterly hopeless both— aroused 
in Harper as much anger as that in- 
dulgent heart of his was capable of 
feeling. 

" He forsook you without a word !" he 
broke forth, but seeing how much pain 
he gave her, he checked his indignation, 
saying gently : " Are you sorry for what 
you have done, my child ?" 

"I'm very sorry for it when I think 
of God : I'm sure it must have made 
Him angry, and I don't know as He'll 
ever forgive me. Yes, I'm very, very 
sorry: it was so wrong; only— I'ni afraid 
that's wicked too— I'm not sorry Evelyn 
found out that I told him the truth about 
putting off the marriage. He knows 
now that it wasn't because I didn't care 
for him. He knows that I do love him; 
and I can't help being glad of that." 

It was a new revelation to Ihe warm- 
hearted, guileless minister. He looked at 
the girl with dimmed eyes, wondering, the 
while, whether that passage about Jona- 



than's love "passing Ihe love of woman" 
was not a mistranslation. His voice had 
a wonderful tenderness in its tones when 
he said, "You are glad you made him 
know that you love him, even though he 
deserts you without a single farewell ?" 

"Oh, Mr. Harper, how can I help 
forgiving him that? He is so rich now. 
He will have a great, fine house, with 
carriages and horses and servants ; then 
fashionable people, that know so much, 
will all come to see him. And I know 
so little : I can scarcely speak French 
even. He would be ashamed of me if I 
was his wife." 

"You have forgiven him everything, 
then ?" 

■' I love him. Oh yes : I couldn't go 
and leave him for ever and not forgive 
him. I should never be happy, even 
with father, if I did that." 

No complaint of death— not a spark 
of resentment toward the author of all 
her sufFerings; loving still. Ellen had 
never read Goldsmith's two celebrated 
stanzas : she only acted them out. Her 
feeling was that she had "stooped to 
folly," and that she had to die.* 

The kind old man's heart yearned 
toward her : he couldn't help it. " My 
poor child," he said, " you asked me if I 
could tell you whether God would forgive 
you and suffer you to be with your father, 
if vou died—" 

'" When I die. Don't be sorry for 
that, Mr. Harper : I'm glad. You know 
I mustn't bring shame on your church 
and Miss Celia's school ; and maybe 
they won't think so hard of me when 
I'm dead. Then, if I can only get to go 
to father, I'll be a great deal happier than 
if I had to stay here. Do you really 
think God will let me ?" 

« I'll tell you what Jesus Christ once 
did and said, and then you can judge ; 
that's better than to take my word for it. 
It was when he was preaching in a city 
of Galilee, probably Nain. He was in- 
vited to dine with a mjn named Simon, 
one of those called Pharisees, who 
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Ihouglit themselves saints or godly 
men — better than all others ; the people 
thought them so too. In those days 
men did not sit at meals : they lay 
on couches, with their feet uncovered. 
While they were at table a woman came 
in : most persons believe it was Mary 
Magdalene, but I don't think that was 
her name. This woman—" he hesi- 
tated — " you have done very wrong, 
Ellen, but this woman was a far more 
grievous sinner than you've ever been. 
AH tlie city knew of her evil doings. 
Decent people would not associate with 
her. No doubt Simon thought she 
would never be forgiven, and he was 
shocked when he saw her come into the 
house and stand behind the couch where 
Jesus reclined. She wept, thinking of 
her sins ; she kissed Jesus' feet, and 
anointed them with precious ointment 
and wiped them with her long hair. It 
was all she could do to show her love." 
Ellen had been gazing at the narrator, 
her soul in her eyes. She must, no 
doubt, have read that chapter of Luke 
before, but how litlle common iterances 
— set words repealed week by week — 
come home, especially to the young and 
the happj ! The story 



H 



When 

Mr. H 

"V 
he sad 



Chris w d w 

sort of woman this was , how Jesus, 
divining Simon's thought, told him the 
parable of the two debtors ; and how 
Simon had to admit the likelihood that 
when both these men were frankly for- 
given their debts, he to whom most was 
forgiven would love the most. Then 
came the comparison between the cold 
receptian given to his guest by the self- 
instalied saint and the humble, tender 
regard of the self-accusing sinner. And 
finally the words — how few how simple ! 
yet embodying the very essence of all 
that Jesus came to teach and to die for 



— " I say unto thee, her sins, which are 
many, are forgiven ; for she loved much." 
To the last that look of eager, doubt- 
ful inquiry I Then, when the gracious 
words came, such a deep sigh of relief I 
Her head drooped, her eyes filled with 
tears of joy and gratitude : her lips 
moved — 

" The voiceless piayer, 
Uiilieard by all save Mercy's ear ; 



"And you forgive me, too?" were the 
first words Ellen was able to utter. 

" I, dear child ! A sinner like me 1 
I forgive you wilh all my heart and soul. 
Dare I condemn when my Saviour pro- 
claims forgiveness?" 

Ellen never directly reverted to the 
subject afterward, but from that time her 
quiet wish for death was unmixed wilh 
despondency. The words of consolation 
had allayed grief and fear. Herself for- 
giving, she readily believed in forgive- 
ness. Her sufferings thenceforth were 
physical only. 

But these were great. At times, next 
day, she seemed unable to endure a re- 
Fever and cough had 
as d o had the feeling of op- 
were great thirst, much 
d do appetite whatever — a 

d win also on the chest. 

^ d the test of ausculta- 

he then told Harper, a 
pneumonia, caused by 
H led Ellen — with some 
d, for he had lost, under 
simdar treatment, one or two patients 
lately by this disease, and his professional 
faith in the theoi7 about the congested 
lung that must needs be unloaded by use 
of the lancet was beginning to be shaken. 
Hannah Clymer, relieved on alternate 
nights by Norah, spent most of her time 
by Ellen's bedside, and ere many days 
had passed she came to feel as if the 
life of some dear child of her own was 
at stake. So gentle and uncomplaining 
— such a calm cheerfulne.ss even. Entire 
'oblivion of her wrongs, utter forgetful- 
ness of self; no "See how a Christian 
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CHAPTER XLV. 






ONE evening, three days before El- 
len's death, Barbara had come to 
Mr. Harper, alarmed ; "There's a man 
been prowling around the house, even- 
ings, a'most ever since that poor girl 
came here, Mr. Harper. I don't like 
his looks nor his ways. Just afore I 
closed the shutters to-niglit there was 
his face at the window." 

"Of Ellen's room ?■■ 

"Yes, sir." 

"You know, Barbara, that I've never 
locked an oiit<iide door nor fastened 



■Und 
sheen th m 

house H rp 

ed hat. Aa he approached him, the 
other took off his hat, saying : " I ask 
your pardon, Mr. Harper, but I wanted 
to know how Miss Ellen is to-night." 

Harper could not remember where he 
had seen the speaker before, but the 

* One of the bandsomest and most meiltorious of 



tone was civil, and lie replied : " I am 
sorry to say she is no better — worse in- 
deed ; I'm afraid we shall lose her." 

The moonlight fell distincdy on a 
handsome face, with something of a 
dissolute look over it, Tlie face dark- 
ened — with anger, Haiper thought, as 
much as sorrow — and the fellow mutter- 
ed what sounded very hke a curse. 
But if it was a curse, he restrained him- 
self instantly, and said with emotion, 
for his voice trembled; "I worked for 
her father, and they always treated me 
well. There never was a better girl." 
Then, abruptly, "Do you believe in 
hell f" 

Harper looked at him in astonish- 
ment and the man, as if he felt there 
added, " I hope you'll 
Harper. I didn't mean 
il question of a good 
at took poor Miss El- 
for her. But they say 
learnin', and I thought 
know whether there is 

H a man in earnest, and 

on Mr. Harper's vul- 
The latter replied : "It 
question. I'm very 
nnot read the Word of 
Go H rew and Greek. The 

men, and some of them 
rs. In our Authorized 
H rew word sheol is usu- 
ally trajislated hell ;' but the Hebrews 
realty meant by it a vast pit, a common 
grave underground — nothing more. 
The Jews seemed to have thought that 
our rewards and punishments were on 
earth, not hereafter." 

"But you don't think that's so, Mr. 
Harper, do you ?" 

"No: I only tell you what the Jews 
believed. In the New Testament ^orffj 
means the state of the dead in general — 
a sort of intermediate existence : we do 
wrong to translate it 'hell.' There is 
another Greek word, gehenna, that was 
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used in Ctrist's day, and sometimes by 
Clirist himself, to typify a place or state 
of punisliment. Yet it was, in fact, the 
name of a deep valley or gorge near 
Jerusalem, into which the dead bodies 
of criminals and the carcases of animals 

■'Then you don't believe there's a 
lake of fire that bad men are thrown 
into when they die ?" 

" In God's Word, correctly translated, 
I find nothing to prove that," 

" I'm sorry for it : there are some of 
us that need hell'fire. But you think 
bad men will be punished In the next 
world, don't you, Mr. Harper ?" 

"Undoubtedly: the Bible declares 
that they will, and nothing can be more 
certain ; yet in regard to the actual con- 
dition of the dead, either before or after 
the resurrection, the Scriptures teach us 
very little. But why are you sorry there 
is no proof that there is a hell of burn- 
ing flames?" 

The man— it was our old acquaint- 
ance, Cassiday — hesitated: "I won't 
tell you a lie. I was thinking of John 
Mowbray. There ought to be just such 
a place for him." 

■'You mustn't talk so. God alone 
sees what ought to be. But what do 
you know about John Mowbray ?" 

"That he's an infernal scoundrel. 1 
oughtn't to talk so before you, Mr. Har- 
per, and I didn't intend to. But I'll tell 
you what I do know about him : The 
evening before he left, when I was out 
in the country a mile beyond the Wid- 
ow Hartland's, I passed a house where 
a young man lives that Mowbray was 
intimate with. The window was open, 
and the two were laughin' and talkin'. 
I thought one of them used Miss Ellen's 
name, and I couldn't help atoppin' a 
moment. I'm not over-particular, Mr. 
Harper, but when I heard that boastful 
liar speaking of a virtuous young lady 
that he had been engaged to as if she 
was— well, as no man that's a gentle- 
man, or a gentleman's son, has a right 
to talk— if I had had him just then by 
the throat, may-happen he'd have found 
out, by this, whether you're-right about 
aburnin' hell or not." 



"That would have been murder." 

" 1 know that's an ugly word ; and I 
suppose it would be hard to get such a 
thing out of a mail's head afterward r 
maybe it's best when a fellow misses 
his chance and can't do all he's a mind 
to. But I wonder what God takes care 
of a blackguard like that for, and sends 
him cartloads of money, as if he were 
the pick of the earth ?" 

Before Harper could reply to a difR- 
culty that millions have tried in vain to 
solve, Cassiday had swung the gate vio- 
lently open ; then, recollecting himself, 
he closed it gently, again took off his 
hat to Mr. Harper, and strode down the 
sidewalk toward the village, as if the 
avenger of blood were behind Mm. 

"Astrange'man!" thought Harper— 
"not altogether evil." Then his thoughts 
reverted to Mowbray. The good man 
didn't like to feel as he felt just then to- 
ward him. 

Ellen's funeral was numerously at- 
tended. The body was laid, as she had 
earnestly requested, beside her father's. 
The services were simple, and affected 
many to tears : there were two mourn- 
ers who seemed unable to restrain them- 
selves — Hiram Goddait, good, kind- 
hearted young fellow, and Willie, who 
had been a special favorite of Ellen's. 
He felt, poor little stray ! as if he had 
lost a second mother. 

Ellen, who had no near relatives, had 
not, in her last days, forgotten these 
two who now so bitterly wept her loss. 
In the will which, at Harper's instance, 
she had executed, she left all the mill 
property, burdened only with a few small 
legacies, to Hiram Goddart, on condi- 
tion that he should adopt the little or- 
phan and care for him, in all respects, 
as though he were his own son. Re- 
ligiously, as if it had been a behest from 
Heaven, did Goddart carry out the last 
wishes of the girl he had so hopelessly 

During the day of the funeral, and for 
several days thereafter, all Chiskauga 
was busy talking about Ellen and Mow- 
bray. While some spoke kindly of the 
unfortunate and forsaken orphan, much 
was said that was uncharitable and un- 
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just ; and of this a good deal came to 
Barbara's ears. She repeated it to Mr. 
Harper, and he was gieatly moved 
thereby. 

The funeral was on a Monday, and 
in the course of the week it became gen- 
erally bruited about that on the next 
Sunday Mr. Harper would preach Ellen 
Tyler's funeral sermon. That was not 
strictly true, yet the spirit had moved 
him, and he did resolve to speak on a 
topic which had been strongly brought 
to his mind by Ellen's fate and the vil- 
lage comments thereon. 

Harper's church, built in the simplest 
Early English Gothic, of warm gray 
freestone, had a quaint old air about it, 
not common in Western villages. When 
the hour came, curiosity had attracted 
an overflowing audience. Seats 
were all filled — every foot of sta d g 
room occupied. 

The preacher took a brief 
of the difference in spirit betwe 
Christian system of ethics and t 
rality of all preceding creeds, 
viewed the gradual advance from 
severity and the retaliating cod 
rule under which mercy tempers 
and love is the fulfilling of th 
And he proceeded to show th h 
master-principles of that gentle r gi 
which was promulgated in Judi. 
period so remote that fifty gene 
have since risen and perished, a 
far in advance not of the practic 
but of the laws and the avowed 
ment, of the present age. Then h n 
on as follows ; 

"We are, to this day, in many 
common feelings, far more heath 
Jewish than Christian. Draco's th h 
was of avenging justice ; Judaism k 
of the offended dignity of th 
Christianity tells us ofthe joyin heaven 
over one sinner tliat repenteth, greater 
than over ninety-and-nine just persons. 
Little of that virtuous indignation against 
evil-doers, so easily put on, do we hear 
from the lips of Jesus ; and when he did 
express it, it was chiefly directed agimst 
the Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites 
who devoured widows' houses, and tlien 
standing up in the same temple as i 



humble, repentant brother, were wont 
to say : ■ God, I thank Thee that I am 
not as other men are, or even as this 
Publican.' 

"What a world will this be, dear 
friends, when we shall judge not, lest 
we in turn be judged; when we shall 
estimate at its actual wickedness that 
besetting tempter of the social circle, 
scarcely second in mischief to the de- 
mon of intemperance ; hydi-a of many 
names : now, as mere tittle-tattle, in- 
dulged in to enliven the inanity of some 
dull tea-table ; nowfc as street-corner 
scandal, raked forth to relish the twad- 
dle of loafing idleness ; and anon reach- 
ing the grade of serpent-tongued slan- 
der, delibei-ately employed to blast and 
to destroy. 

A inst calumny, in its avowed 

h p both law and public opinion are 

rr d, but as to the petty species of 

b b ng, no. whit less heinous, the 

against charity and truth are 

und in Society's most respected 

'They meant no harm; they 

w ily talking: it was but a jest.' 

A serable jest, paltry small-talk to 

h dl tale-bearers ; but bitter earnest, 

deadly defamation, to the down- 

tr dd victim ! How many of earth's 

b d purest have been hunted to 

d by ribald tongues I 

T re is another consideration wor- 

h remark in connection with this 

among human vices. The cruel 

ardly, and the defamer is no ex- 

p n to the rule. In dealing with 

ss of ofiences especially he is 

pass by arrogant trespass, while 

h b ks the bruised reed and crushes 

tl w ry soul, already brought nigh 

P hing." 

H p used. The tall, spare form was 
drawn up to its full height, the mild 
eyes lit up, and he "spoke as one hav- 
ing authority:" 

"There is a terrible wrong da.ily per- 
petrated in society ; often veiled under 
a garb of light; usually sustained by 
public opinion, vaunting itself as the 
■arguseNed; seldom exposed, because 
It netds courage to expose it, yet not 
the ks3 a wrong, cruel, flagrant, das- 
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tardly, iniquitous in principle, demoral- 
izing in result. 

"The iniquity consists in this. There 
are two culprits arraigned before the bar 
of Public Opinion — their offence mutual, 
their culpability unequal ; still more un- 
equal their power to endure the world's 
condemnation. The one, by nature the 
stronger and hardier, in most cases the 
tempter and the hypocrite, ofttimes the 
forsworn : the other, of a sex sensitively 
alive to public reproach, usually more 
sinned against than sinning ; too often 
deceived by a loyal, unsuspicious na- 
ture ; sometimes beti-ayed by a warm 
and a lonely heart. 

"And now, how deals the world as 
between these two offenders ? In what 
measure do we apportion to each re- 
spectively the anathemas of our resent- 
ment ? If the stronger animal, in the 
face of deceit detected or perjury laid 
bare, brave it out, do we indignantly 
spurn from our presence the shameless 
transgressor ? And if the deceived one, 
rudely awakened from a feverish dream, 
return, contrite and in misery, to the 
home whence she strayed, does Society, 
rejoicing over her repentance, receive 
her wili glad jubilee, saying; 'This, 
my daughter, was dead and is alive 
again : she was lost and is found ?' 

"Must I give the answer? A true- 
hearted poet, Bryan Procter, shall g" 
it for me, in some of the noblest n 
the present century has produced. Tw 
pictures he places before us : 



Grasps bu- throal, whispering huskily, 
' What dost lliou in a Christian Jaud T 
WITHIN. 



[ : by to-morrow's light 

: given to dusk; uighL 

a humao sigh 

r life and its fever o'er 1 



While the world ruus luerry, a 
WITHIN. 
He who yon lordly feast enjoyet! 



high dames they shim hiui \- 
are all triimpet-soonded— 



" Is this justice ? Is it morality ? Is 
it Christianity?" 

The congregation sat in breathless 
silence. Harper himself felt as Moses 
may have done on Mount Horeb when 
he was bidden to put his shoes from off 
his feet, for the place whereon he stood 
was holy ground. His voice had a 
touching solemnity as he continued : 
the olden t' 



bie 



question of 



m wh t similar import w 

w in the temple at Jerusalem. 
I se recent offence, proved be- 

nd d lial, was doubtless then the 
n If talk of the day — she was there, 
dst. And there also were the 
b of the nation, who walked in 
bes and loved greetings in the 
k to whom were assigned the 
eats in synagogues and the 
ms at feasts ; representatives 
nk and respectability of the 
etropolis ; the Scribes, men of 
doctors in the law ; the Phari- 
usives of their day, eonform- 
ery outward observance, de- 
) every formal ceremonial, 
e all there to tempt Him of 
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whom their officers (sent to take Hioi, 
but returning overawed) had declared : 
' Never man spake like this man.' They 
set out their case, and they asked Him. ; 
' What sayest Thou ?' 

"They were tliere to tempt Him. He 
had preached to them the novel doc- 
trine of mercy, unknown to Jewish law. 
He had inculcated forgiveness of a 
brother's sin, even to'sevenCy times 
seven. He had spoken to them the 
parable of the lost sheep, of the missing 
piece of silver, and, more forcible yet, 
of the prodigal son. And they were 
there tempting Him to deny, in prac- 
tice, the great lessons He had taught in 

" Cunningly was the case selected and 
the question put. They knew well that 
the transgression of her who st d b 
fore them, shrinking from eve 
was punishable, by a code unch d 
through fifteen hundred years, h 
terrible death — by stoning ; na h 
its very suspicion entailed social m 

munication. Would He adhere H 
integrity against venerable law — g 
united public opinion ? Slu-ewd h d 
they calculated the dilemma and 

-For a time, Jesus, as if He d 

them not, withheld His reply ; a H 

can imagine their triumphant tones — 
asked Him again ; ' What sayest Thou ?' 
"They spoke to One who knew, in all 
its mysteries, the human heart, and 
from its inmost recesses He summoned 
an ally against legal cruelty and social 
wrong. They who tempted Him looked, 
perhaps, for evasion: they maj ha\e 
expected to extort a condemnation of 
the trembhng culprit. But that glance, 
those soul-searching words, are not ad- 
dressed to her. The lightning falls upon 
them — 'Hethat IS WITHOUT SIN AMONG 

YOU, LET HIM FIRST CAST A STONE AT 

"The discomfiture is complete. Con- 
science-routed, these goodly exemplars 
of learning and virtue slink away, one 
by one, even to the last. The woman 
and her Christian Judge are left togeth- 



" How changed, now, the voice thaC 
carried dismay to the self-righteous 
heart ! ' Woman, where ate those thine 
accusers ? Hath no man condemned 
thee ?' ' No man, Lord.' ' Neither do I 
condemn thee. Go and sin no more.' " 

Again the speaker paused. When he 
resumed, there was, in the simple dig- 
nity of his manner, a touch of generous 
indignadon which awed his congrega- 
tion the more because, in the good m;iii 3 
teaching, it was so rare. They felt that 
he was speaking under the sense of a 

" Ye who lay on others' shoulders bur- 
dens grievous to be borne, and take 
measure of your own purity according 
to the fiery zeal with which you crusade 
against frailty in your neighbors — ye 

h r a pretence, make long prayei*s 

d p y frequent tithes, yet neglect the 

h er matters of the law, justice and 

m — Scribes and Pharisees of our 

m d n day, stand forth and answer ! 

H ou ever read that story ? Has 

h lesson ever come home to your 

h rt Never! never! Else had you 

d herein the rebuke of your own 

b b y — the conviction of your own 

h h nism. Inflexible judgesyoumay 

b nflinching censors — Christians 

not! Christ spake comfort where 

p secute: Christ rescued where you 

destroy. 

"Sa>, if you can, why judgment 
should not be pronounced against you. 
Is tlie voice of immaculate virtue so 
clamorous that it -will be heard ? Do 
jou feel that you are subjects of an 
especial mission — champions, your- 
selves free from all stain, and called 
upon by Heaven itself to vindicate the 
cause of offended purity ? Then show 
the chivalry of champions — the bravery 
of virtue. Let not your coward blows 
fall ostentatiously on the weak, incapable 
of defence. Assault the strong: strike 
at him who, in return, can defy and re- 
sent. Make war not on unresisting re- 
pentance, but on brazen-browed guilt: 
on the liar who deceived — on the per- 
jurer, repaying trust with treachery, 
who first swears fidelity and protection, 
and then, recreant to his oath, apostate 
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to his manhood, flings aside his victim 
to misery and to scorn. 

" You will not ? Then learn to know 
yourselves. Claiming to he guardians 
of virtue, you are but aiders and abet- 
tors of vice. Through you, tolerators 
of perfidy! the villain, whose betters 
sleep in the penitentiary, walks the world 
Tin 3 enounced, scot-free. You acquit him 
without a trial, and to his victim, con- 
demned in advance, all trial is refused, 
I do not plead for the impenitent ; re- 
pentance must come before forgiveness ; 
but this I say : by your example the re- 
turning wanderer — even if her heart be 
It d d p rifled by life's crudest 
h gh h p 
n d m p p 

ng n m — hru b k 
p d— h h d 

adp dph hm 

b h h d h — 

one who might yet be restored, a „race 
and a blessing to society. Yet, without 
quest or discrimination, you deny her 
entrance a£ every door save that of the 
abandoned : she is driven forth to per- 
dition. In league with her destroyer, it 
is you who hunt her down, until at last 
—oh, the unspeakable secrets of that 
prison-house !— there is left to the lost 
one but the fearful choice between in- 
famy and starvation !" 

As he ended a feeling seemed to cross 
the speaker that he had been carried 
away by the impulse of the moment be- 
yond the bounds of charity. For he 
added quietly, in his usual gentle tone ; 
" If in denouncing the self-righteous 
Phariseeism of the day I have been be- 
trayed into unseemly warmth, let me 
Stand excused. I assume to judge the of- 
fence, not the offenders. The men, like 
the murderers of Jesus, should be for- 
given,' for they knownot what they do.'" 

When the congregation, dismissed, 
were returning to their homes, most of 
them conversed in low and hesitating 
tones, as men are wont to do when they 
have been listening, impressed by some 
startling doctrine which they lack alike 
argument to confute and courage to 
accept and to act upon. 



Ultimately, however, truth prevailed. 
Ellen's offence was of rare occurrence 
among these simple people, and public 
opinion on the subject had not crystal- 
lized as rigidly as in older communities. 
Harper's stirring appeal to that still, 
small voice so often overborne by pre- 
judice had great effect : the sad fate of 
the culprit, too, induced gentle judg- 
ment: so that, except by Mrs. Wolf- 
gang, Cranstoun and their incorrigible 
set, the girl was seldom mentioned in 
Chiskauga thenceforth, except kindly 
and charitably, as "poor Ellen !" 

One of Mr. Harper's congregation 

ne heartsick — heartsick ! Yet 

h nd tlie sickness was unto heal- 

unto death. Celia had clung 

h 'e for Mowbray so long as that 
Id frame excuse for his short- 

m n But eyes and heart were both 
opened, at last, to the enormity of his 
offence. She saw, as if clouds had been 
lifted from the future and the truth let 
in, that, as Sydenham had expressed it, 
her way had been barred in mercy. The 
blow that threatened to deprive her of 
fortune and reputable name had saved 
her from marriage with an unprincipled 
traitor. She was, indeed, very heart- 
lonely : his image, all unworthy as he 
was, haunted her still; but she had 
weathered the breakers on which a life's 
happiness might have been wrecked. 



CHAPTER Xl.vr, 

IN LONDON AND CHTSKAUGA. 
■■ Bliud people that have eyes," 

Mr. Williams, intimately acquaint- 
ed with our minister to England, had 
furnished his nephew with a letter of 
introduction; and the minister, who 
happened to have met Sir Charles 
Conynghame in society, gave Creighton 
a note to that gentleman, endorsing the 
bearer's character and standing. The 
house whither the Directory led the 
young lawyer was in a narrow street of 
plain, small dwellings, situated, how- 
ever, in a fashionable neighborhood. 
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The furniture of the parlor into which, 
after giving a servant his card and the 
minister's letter, Creighton was ushered, 
had once been handsome, but was now 
a good deal the worse for wear. 

The hour was early for London, but 
the master of the house, attired in a rich 
dressing-gown, soon made his' appear- 
ance. His manner was coldly polite. 

" You are a lawyer from America, I 
believe, sir ?" 

"Yes." 

"May I ask what procures me the 
honor of this visit?" 

"More than eight years since a ward 
of yours. Miss Mary EUinor Ethelridge 
Talbot, suddenly disappeared from 
your house. She is now living in a vil- 
lage in one of our Western States — the 
State of Ohio — and she has employed 
me professionally to confer with you In 
regard to her property in your hands." 

"A very unlikely story, sir." 

"True, Sir Charles; but you are no 
doubt familiar with the French proverb ; 
' Le vrai n'est pas toujours le vraisem- 
blable' — Things that seem to us unlikely 
are sometimes the exact truth." 

"You expect me to beheve that Miss 
Talbot, after withholding from me, for 
eight or nine years, all knowledge of 
her existence, has suddenly turned up 
in the wilds of America ?" 

" Precisely, except that you are slight- 
ly in error on a point of geography. 
The wilds of America are about a thou- 
sand miles west of Chiskauga, where 
Miss Talbot resides." 

" I can imagine but one motive for 
such conduct, and that might invalidate 
your client's testimony." 

"What motive?" 

"A disreputable hfe." 

"Out again. Sir Charles. With this 
very handsome little dagger" — handing 
him one with a smile— "on the after- 
noon of the seventeenth of May, 1848, 
Miss Talbot effectually defended her 
honor against a very disreputable and 
very constant guest of yours. Captain 
Halioran of the Guards. You will ob- 
serve that the Halioran crest is on the 
blade." 

"Pardon me, Mr.^" referring to the 



letter in his hand — " Mr. Creighton ; but 
Yankee ingenuity has never been dis- 
puted. Tlie dirk is very nicely gotten 
up, including the gilt H 00 the sheath — 
quite a capital piece of workmanship. 
But I think an English court of law 
would hardly believe that a young lady 
who had voluntarily eloped with an 
officer would defend herself, the same 
afternoon, against him, using his own 
dagger." 

"We are losing time. Sir Charles, 
fencing with blunt foils. It would no 
doubt be tedious to you to go over with 
me these documents," taking a package 
from his pocket: "perhaps you will 
kindly refer me to your lawyers ?" 

"Messrs. Ashhurst & Morris, Old 

"I shall have the honor of proving, 
to the satisfaction of these gentlemen, 
that Miss Talbot, deceived by shameful 
artifice and promise of immediate mar- 
riage, was conducted to a house of 
equivocal character — was introduced, 
by Captain Halioran, to the mistress of 
that house as to his aunt ; that, after the 
exhibition of what purported to be a 
special license, an attempt was made to 
perform the ceremony, the individual 
who personated the clergyman being 
the captain's valet ; that one of the 
habitufe of your house. Sir George Per- 
cival, was present — " 

"Ah!" 

"I tiiink the two young gentlemen 
afterward had a duel in consequence of 
what passed. We shall prove that Miss 
Talbot refused to let the ceremony pro- 
ceed, appealing to Sir George ; that, in 
consequence of his remonstrance. Cap- 
tain Halioran promised to comply with 
Miss Talbot's demand to be driven 
home, instead of which he conveyed 
her to his own private apartments ; that 
when he attempted insult the young 
lady, snatching from his parlor mantel- 
piece the dagger which I had the honor 
of showing you — " 

"For which you have Miss Talbot's 
testimony." 

" I beg your pardon — the deposition 
of an honest, brisk young Irish fellow, 
Halloran's groom," 
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'■ I do not ask you to believe that : the 
captain supposed the interview to be 
wiUiout witness. But I need not pro- 
ceed with d'etalls into the truth of which 
your lawyers will inquire. Miss Talbot 
escaped on the evening of her abduc- 
tion, supported herself for months by 
needlework, and was rescued from pov- 
erty and approaching blindness by an 
old Quaker gentleman, my uncle. He 
procured her a passage to America, 
where she remained for some time as 
governess in my aunt's family. She is 
now the principal of a successful sem- 
inary for young ladies in the same vil- 
lage in which I myself live, and is en- 
gaged to be married to a most respect- 
able yoving gentleman in good circum- 
stances." 

Sir Charles, as his visitor proceeded 
calmly with these details, had gradually 
become very grave. Creighton's easy, 
assured manner alarmed him. 

"I can say nothing in regard to your 
extraordinary story, Mr. Creighton, un- 
til my lawyers report to me." 

"Of course not. Sir Charles. I wish 
you good-morning." 

The senior partner of the law-firm 
proved to be an honest and judicious 
man. Creighton liked him, and disclosed 
to him frankly the extent of his powers. 
Ellinor had authorized him to com- 
pound the matter with her guardian 
on any terms he (Creighton) saw fit to 

"I don't mind teUing you, Mr. Ash- 
hurst," he said, "that Miss Talbot is 
extremely unwilling to institute legal 
proceedings against Sir Charles. Lady 
Conynghame was the dearest friend of 
her youth — a second mother to her. 
She prefers to take a portion only of 
what is due to her, if necessary to avoid 

"You honor Ine by such plain deal- 
ing, Mr. Creighton, and you shall have 
no cause to repent it. I have begged 
Sir Charles, again and again, to trans- 
fer his law business to some other firm — 
it is very unpleasant to act for so reck- 



less a spendthrift — but his father was 
very kind to me in early life, and the 
son clings to me still. If he has, as I 
fear, squandered Miss Talbot's proper- 
ty, his conduct is unpardonable. But 
his affairs are in terrible disorder ; and 
he has great difficulty in extracting from 
the ruins of an excellent property a de- 
cent support. Leave these papers with 
me ; and if, as I see no reason to doubt, 
your case is satisfactorily made out, I 
will tell you, on my honor, what I think 
Sir Charles can do, and whether he is 
willing to do it." 

Creighton left with him Sir George 
Percival's address (in London, as good 
luck would have it) ; Terence's deposi- 
tion ; his own affidavit, detailing the at- 
tempt to commit suicide; that of the wo- 
man with whom Ellinor had boarded as 
seamstress ; that of Mr. Williams and 
of his sister ; and finally Mr. Williams' 
letter recommending Miss Ethelridge to 
Mr. Sydenham. 

A week afterward, Mr. Ashhurst said 
to him, on returning the documents : 
"You have worked up your case most 
creditably, Mr. Creighton, It is clear 
as noonday. Ah ! I mustn't forget to 
return you the dirk — spolia opima — that 
brave young lady's property by right of 
war. By the way, I sought out the 
maker, Rodgers, and he showed me, on 
his books for 1846, the order Halloran 
gave for that very dagger, the Halloran 
crest to be enameled on the blade," 
'■What will Sir Charles do ?" 
"Withdraw at once the suit against 
Miss Pembroke ; and as to your client, 
I'm really ashamed to tell you — " 

"I'm sure you've done your best, Mr. 
Ashhurst." 

" Indeed I have ; and that best is that 
Sir Charles proposes to pay you, against 
a receipt in full, three thousand pounds 
— little more than one-fourth of what he 
legally owes Miss Talbot ; but to raise 
it he will have to resort to the Jews and 
submit to ruinously usuriour terms." 
" Three thousand pounds only ?" 
"I believe, on my soul, it is the best 

"Your word suffices, Mr. Ashhurst. 1 
accept on behalf of my client." 
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"The money shall be paid to you 
mthm three days." 

Creighton was greatly pleased. For- 
merly he had liked London as a resi- 
dence, but just at present he pined for 

Meanwhile, Celia and Eltinor con- 
tinued their school. The latter, not- 
withstanding her infirmity, could give 
lessons, as usual, in English literature, 
in history, mathematics, French and 
other branches — even, in botany and 
mineralogy. She continued— what had 
always been her habit — to take the 
senior class out once a week into the 
forest. She could still distinguish most 
of the wild flowers by their odor ; and 
when at a loss she caused one or other 
of her pupils minutely to describe the 
specimen, which her accurate know- 
ledge of botany almost always enabled 
her to classify. It was her wont also, 
when they reached some eminence 
commanding an extensive prospect, to 
require of each in successien a word- 
painting of some portion of the land- 
scape, or perhaps of a gorgeous sunset, 
or of some picturesque effect of light 
and shade from flitting clouds. 

Two excellent results were thus ob- 
tained: the giris acquired a habit of 
exact observation, and a facility in de- 
scribing what they observed. The prac- 
tice awoke artistic taste and a love of 
natural beauty ; and as the pupils per- 
ceived the pleasure it gave their teacher, 
their affection for her added zest to the 
exercise ; so that it became at last one 
of their favorite amusements. 

After a time, too, EUinor, greatly to 
her surprise, found that, in some strange 
manner for which she could never ac- 
count, new powers came to herself. 
She could walk unattended throughout 
the streets of the village, without risk 
of injury or d-.r.ger of losing her way. 
When some months had passed there 
was developed a faculty even more 
wonderful than this. 

It happened, one afternoon, that a 
letter arrived from Creighton, stating 
the resuh of his negotiations with Sir 
Charles Conynghame. Ethan, who had 



been out all day, attending to some sur- 
veying for Mr. Sydenham, was return- 
ing about five o'clock on horseback. 
As he rode slowly down the main street 
of the village, he observed Ellinor on 
the sidewalk at a little distance. She 
was approaching a ladder that had been 
carelessly left standing against one of 
the houses. Ethan instinctively check- 
ed his horse, and was about to call out 
to her in warning, but, as she came 
within three or four feet of the ladder, 
she turned out so quietly and naturally 
to avoid it that he was half tempted to 
believe she had recovered her sight. 
Nor was that all. There were two 
horsemen a little in advance of him. 
She suffered them to pass, and then de- 
liberately crossed to where her lover, 
still fixed in astonishment, had remain- 
ed; Coming up close to his bridle-rein, 
she laid a hand on his horse's neck and 
said ; " Have you heard the news, dear 
Ethan f A letter from Mr. Creighton : 
he will be at home in a few days." 

"Good Godl" he exclaimed, startled 
out of all self-possession, " is it possible 
that you see, EUie darling?" 

" No : I shall never see again ; but 
God is very good to me. Without sight, 
I can feel my way to you."* 

Ellinor was on her way to fulfill an 
engagement to tea at Mrs. Hartland's. 
In the evening they all walked down to 
the lake to visit Mrs. Creighton and 
ascertain whether she too had a letter 
from her son. 

The genial old lady was in high spir- 
its, with a long letter on the table be- 
fore her. Ellinor expressed her entire 
satisfaction widi the settlement that had 
been made, and asked if Creighton's 
letter to his mother contained any fur- 
ther news. 
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"Yes, an article that may interest 
Celia : he met, in London, her old friend 
Miss Ballantyne, now Mrs. Stanhope, 
on her bridal tour." 

Elizabeth Ballantyne, a connexion of 
Mr. Hartland, and formerly a resident 
of Chiskauga, had left the village two 
years before on a visit to Columbus, and 
they had recently heard of her marriage 
to a gentleman of wealth and position, 
some twenty-five or thirty years her 

"I should so much like to know how 
Lizzie and her husband get on," said 
Celia to Mrs. Creighton. 

"Quite as well as could be expected. 
Eliot says, considering the disparity be- 
tween twenty-three years and fifty." 

" That considering must be a terrible 
drawback, I think," Ethan said. "I 
have oo faith in such matches. I'm 
sorry for Lizzie." 

"Yet she may have married for love," 
rejoined Mrs. Creighton. "I saw a news- 
paper paragraph the other day — wheth- 
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't tell- 



about General Changarnier, I think it 
was while he was commander-in-chief 
of the army of Paris, under the Presi- 
dency of Louis Napoleon, He had been 
invited (so the story ran) to a large din- 
ner-party, at which the subject of mar- 
riage between young girls and old men 
— so common in France — came up 
Th g n h b m 



his jears, just enterm^ the world, A 
young lady, wealthy and well connect- 
ed, recently come out, and who had 
been observed to listen with eager eyes 
and changing color, suddenly complain- 
ed of illness and was compelled to leave 
the dinner-table." 

"She might." broke in Ethan, "have 
been enamored of his rank or of his 
African renown." 

"Perhaps. Yet that was a remark- 
able mode of showing such a species of 
atfcction. And she might have really 
loved him — if not exactly for himself, at 



least, like Desdemona, 'for the dangers 
he had passed.' At all events, the cir- 
cumstance excited remarks which came 
to the general's ears. Explanations fol- 
lowed which opened his eyes — or his 
heart. The young lady, who had fainted 
after she left the room, revived, and Is 
now Mrs. General Changarnier." 

"I haven't a bit of faith," said Ethan, 
" in a man marrying for pity, or because 
a young lady's secret has leaked out." 

"Yet that will happen, sometimes; 
and then the vanity of fifty-five is very 
apt to be flattered by the love of twenty- 

"A vanity^prompted match is worst 
of all." 

"That's true enough, Mr. Hartland, 
Alt I meant to say, as possibly applying 
to Celia's friend, is, that young ladies 
are wayward, and will sometiiues fancy 
old men." 

Mrs, Hartland did not intend to look 
at Celia, and very surely Celia did not 
intend to blush. Yet both things hap- 
pened ; and though Mrs. Creighton was 
too well bred to betray that she noticed 
it, she certainly did. 

There was a somewhat awkward 
pause. To make matters worse, just at 
that moment Sydenham entered, and 
Celia, to her utter discomfiture, felt her 
blush deepen. She could have pommel- 
ed herself from sheer mortification at 
b n so silly, and at feeling embar- 
d she did, in replying to Syd- 

h m reefing. Mrs. Hartland evi- 
d -ed her embarrassment, and 

N C hton looked so grave that 
S d m said, involuntarily, "No bad 
new a, I hope, from your son ?" 

The question seemed to recall her from 
some uneasy train of thought. "Only 
good news," she said, smiling. "He 
has arranged the business of these young 
ladies, and 1 trust we shall see him in 
a few days." 

This led to a business talk in connec- 
tion with the compromise Creighton had 
effected, and with which Sydenham was 
ranch pleased. As no further allusion 
was made by any one to the Stanhopes 
or to General Changarnier, the rest of 
the evening passed off tranquilly. Syd- 
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enham accompanied the Ilartland par- 
ty home. 

A week later, one chilly autumn even- 
ing, Mrs, Creighton's little parlor looked 
cheerful by the bright firelight. Two 
hours before, her son had arrived, bring- 
ing with him, on a visit froin Philadel- 
phia, his sister Harriet Clifford, a young 
widow without children ; but she was 
up stairs, unpacking her trunk. 

Eliot had wheeled a sofa toward the 
fire, and was seated beside his mother, 
his arm round her waist. 

He passed a hand caressingly over the 
soft, smooth bands of the gray-streaked 
hair : " I wonder if you'll ever seem old 
to me, mother ? It won't do for you to 
be a grandmother till you get one or 
two respectable wrinkles." 

■'If I thought that was the only ob- 
stacle, I'd try to be grave and thought- 
ful, so as to qualify myself." 

'"But you think there may be other 
obstacles P" 

" Perhaps. Harry, poor child ! thinks 
there never was such a man as her hus- 
band— -unless, maybe, her brother; and 
her brother — " 

" You don't think his chances of mar- 
j-ylng are good, either ?" 

The mother hesitated: "I wonder if 
.anybody's son, twenty-six years of age, 
ever chose his old mother for confidante 

"Can't say. Everybody is not as 
wise as your son, mother dear, nor as 
lucky. They might not get the exact 
truth in return for their confidence — as 
J shall." He tried to say it lightly, but 
ithe mother detected his deep emotion. 
How willingly she would have suffered 
it all for him ! But each must bear his 
own burden ; and then, after all, what 
did she really know ? 

" I feel sure she is not engaged, and, 
for aught I can tell, there may be no 
chance that she will be ; but you are 
right about getting the exact truth from 
:me." And she told him the Changar- 
■nier episode. 

Of the elements that make up the pas- 
sion of jealousy there was, in Creighton's 
nature, but one — if indeed it be one — ■ 
its sorrow. Terribly grieved and dis- 



appointed he was. He felt, as thou- 
sands have felt in ages past, as thou- 



sands in ages to come will feel, that 
there was no more cheering suitshine 
for him in this life — that his path hence- 
forth was in the cold gray twilight. 
Then it came over him that he couldn't 
give her up. Shakespeare, interpreter 
of every human emotion, had truly 
interpreted his : 



n, ihere 
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And where Ihou an not, desolslion." 

He did not doubt his fate : bold and 
self-reliant in worldly affairs, he was 
diffident, as true love is till one blessed 
word is spoken. But not for that was 
his esteem, his fi-iendship for Sydenham 
one jot the less. "She could not have 
made a worthier choice," he said to his 
mother, sadly, not bitterly. 

" I'm not sure that she has — " 

Harriet, who came in at the moment, 
overheard the words : " Done what, 
mother? Gone and engaged herself? 
In trouble, poor brother?" going up to 
him and kissing him. Then, to her 
mother; "Would she have done for a 
daughter-in-law ?" '' 

Eliot could hardly help smiling, de- 
spite his heavy heart. His looks ex- 
pressed his surprise. 

"Eliot dear," she went on, "if any 
one has a sister that he cares for, and 
that he considers a good judge of her 
seK, and if he wishes to keep her in the 
dark, he shouldn't talk to her a dozen 
times in the course of a three-days' 
journey about one particular young 
lady that he hopes she will like. But 
you haven't answered my question, 
mother." 

" Eliot and I seldom disagree in mat- 
ters of taste. Whether she will do for 
a sister-in-law I can't tell. Have you 
made up your mind that anything mor- 
tal is worthy of that brother of yours ? 
I hope you've kept up your music lately ; 
before Eliot marries you ought to have 
St. Cecilia's power. You know 

■ She drew an anKol down.' " 

"But if the angels are all of one sex, 
mother, that wouldn't help matters." 
"1 don't believe they are." 
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"Neither does brother, I know, 
she angelic?" 

"No," replied her mother. "She's 
good, lovable mortal, very pretty, tc 



I used to think her somewhat weak of 
purpose, and a little sentimental in her 
ways, but whea she believed her money 
to be lost, and since, she has shown cha- 
racter and force." 

" She has a noble spirit," Eliot put in : 
"any man might be proud of such a 
wife." 

"1 think St. Celia will do," said 
Harriet. "May I hear how it stands, 
brother ?" 

■■Tell her, mother," And Harriet 
heard all about the telltale blush and 
the French general. 

'■ You did very well," she said to her 
brother, ■■to admit me as a confidante. 
I'm little more than a girl yet" — with a 
sigh — ■■ and girls get to learn each 
other's secrets. Don't imagine I have 
the least intention of prying into your 
lady-love's. But I want to tell you 
what happened to me a few weeks ago. 
I have a very dear friend, some eighteen 
years old, who has just such a trick of 
blushing as your Celia has," 
"J:^ Celia!" 

■'Never mind: it was a slip of the 
tongue ; and who knows but it may 



come right some da,y ? Lucy— that's 
the young girl's name — asked me one 
day if 1 could give her any idea how 
she might cure herself of a weakness so 
annoying. ■ I can't tell you,' she said 
to me, ■ how often these foolish cheeks 
of mine give false notions of my feel- 
ings; people will put silly things in 
girls' heads, and then if 1 blush when 
something recalls the idle nonsense, it's 
set down to a serious fancy or a hidden 
passion, when nothing is farther from 
my thoughts.' Now, Eliot, may not 
Lucy's case be this young lady's also ?" 
Creighton began to think that possi- 
bly it might, "Would you mind, moth- 
er," he s^d, "if I left you for half an 
hour or so? I hate to do it this first 
night, but I suppose I ought to report 
progress, just in a few words, to these 
young ladies." 

" Of course you ought. Take an hour 
or more: Harry and I have hardly had 
a chance for chat yet. And, Eliot, I 
think you had better go first to Mrs. 
Hartland's. EUinor is very often there 
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EUinor was there, and Sydenham 
was not ; yet it was an hour and a half 
before Creighton returned home. And 
though he lay awake that night for two 
hours, thinking over his reception, he 
could rot make up his mind whethei 
he ought to hope or despair. 
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WHO is Dr. Rowe?" said Elliiior; 
they were speaking French, and 
it was in Meyrac's parlor, after tea, 

" I think Monsieur le Docteur must 
have heard of him," Creighton. replied. 

" Is it the phiianthropist," asked Mey- 
rac, "who has done so much for the be- 
nevolent institutions of New England 
and for the education of deaf-mutes and 
of the blind ?" 

"The same. 1 made his acquaintance 
a few days since, in passing through 
Boston." 

" I should have been enchanted to be 
of the party." 

"His conversation would have inte- 
rested you. I asked him which he 
considered the greater loss — sight or 
hearing." 

"That does interest me. Well?" 

" His reply surprised me, ' There is 
no comparison,' he said ; adding that 
he had sometimes half doubted whether, 
under favorable social conditions, loss 
of sight was a misfortune at all. ' I knew 
a lady,' he went on to say, ' the head of 
a fomily with sevei*al children, who be- 
came blind a good many years ago. 
She was a somewhat nervous, anxious 
creature before her loss : now she is 
cheerful, tranquil.' Dr. Rowe thought 
her husband really loved her better, ad- 
mired her more, than, he had ever done ; 
and the relation between mother and 
children was beautiful." 

"Yet we must not generalize too has- 
tily," Ellinor put in. 

"'I do not think Dr. Rowe did, I 
suggested that probably this was a 
bright, lively, affectionate household. 
He admitted that it was, and that with 
other surroundings the result might 
have been very different. ' The blind,' 
he said, ' live more in the world of the 
affections than we do, and that is the 



highest world, after all. Their pleas- 
ures are more strictly social than ours : 
they miss love more, and they enjoy it 
more. Blindness, to a convict in soli- 
tary confinement, might become an in- 
tolerable afilictlon, far heavier than loss 
of hearing. But in cheerful society it 
is natural that the deaf, daily witness- 
ing the outward signs of thoughts and 
emotions that escape them, should be 
fretful or impatient, for the tender voice, 
the accent of affection, cannot be inter- 
preted through the fingers.' The doctor 
added that it was his firm belief, found- 
ed on years of daily observation, that 
the inmates of a well-conducted blind 
asylum were happier and better satis- 
fied with their iot than the average of 
persons without its walls." 

"As to that," said Meyrac, "I agree 
with him. Yet if the regulations out- 
side of the asylum were as wise as those 
within it, that might alter the case." 

"And then," added Ellinor, "it can- 
not be denied that in losing sight we 
lose much power of usefulness." 

"Thatdepends," said Creighton. "Are 
you sure that children would not be 
better taught if instruction came more 
by conversation and less through books ? 
By the way," he added, taking a volume 
from his pocket. "I've brought a little 
book for your acceptance. Miss EUmor. 
You know of Francis Huber ?" 

"The naturalist, who wrote so much 
on the domestic economy of the bees?" 

" The blind man who, fifty years ago, 
dictated to his wife, Maria Aim^e — well 
named ! — a book that is still considered 
the best authority on die subject. Some 
of his eulogists assert — -but I dare say 
that's exaggerated—that nothing of im- 
portance has been added to the natural 
history of the bee since his time." 

" You were thinking of a blind friend, 
Mr. Creighton : that's like you. Does 
the volume contain the result of Huber's 
observations?" 

" No — the memoir of his life by his 
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friend, Monsieur de Candolle ; and with 
such a pretty love-story in it !" 

"May not one hear tJiat?" asked Lu- 
cille Meyrac. 

"Certainly, mademoiselle. WlienHu- 
ber was litde more than a boy, he and 
the daughter of a Swiss magistrate, 
named Lullin, fell in love with each 
other. Even then he had commenced 
his researches ; and blindness was 
brought on, while he was still quite 
young, from intenaeness and minute- 
ness of observation. The prudent 
father, thinking no doubt, like you. 
Miss EUinor, that the youth's usefulness 
was hopelessly impaired, forbade the 

"Ah, what unhappiness !" said Lu- 
cille. 

" The noble girl declared that she 
would have submitted to her parents' 
will if the man of her choice could have 
done without her. As it was, she re- 
fused many brilliant offers, waited till 
she was her own mistress at twenty-five, 
then married her first love, shared his 
enthusiasm and his labors for forty 
years, and aided to make her husband 
one of the celebrated men of his day. 
'As long as she lived,' he said in his 
old age, ' I was not sensible of the mis- 
fortune of being blind.' " 

"But that is altogether charming," 
exclaimed Lucille. "Shall I read it to 
you when you have leisure. Mademoi- 
selle fileonore ?" 

" Dear child, yes : I shall be de- 
lighted." 

Just then Ethan joined their party, 
and Ellinor told him of Creighton's gift. 

Meanwhile, Lucille, who had taken 
up the book, smiled brightly at some- 
thing that met her eye. 

"I'm curious to know wliat that is," 
said Creighton. 

"May I read, mamma?" 

"Certainly, my child, if Monsieiu- 
Creighton desires it" So Lucille read: 

" Huber w-is bahitu-illj cheerful 
When any one spoke to him on sub 
jects which interested his heart his 
noble figure became strikingly am 
mated, and thevincit-s ol hia counte 
nance seemed bj a m>stcrioub magir 



even to light up his eyes, which had 
been so long condemned to blindness." 

"I know who is just like him," the 
girl added. 

Ethan's looks showed that he knew it 
too. How late he stayed that night I 
don't know, nor did Dr. Meyrac ; on 
such occasions he always trusted Elli- 
nor to lock up the house. 

Next morning, Ethan called on 
Creighton to ask if he would act as 
"groomsman" in a ceremony to be 
perfonned that day three weeks. 

'■ Most willingly ; but you take me by 
surprise." 

" We did not intend to marry till next 
spring, when our cottage on the lake 
will be ready ; but mother told us that 
if we wished to make her happy, we 
would have the marriage at once and 
spend the winter with her. Last even- 
ing I got EUinor's consent." 

"An excellent arrangement, I think." 

"1 want your aid in settling all her 
property upon her." 

"Ah ? That is right : I'll attend to it 
with pleasure. If we lived a dozen 
miles farther west— just over the Indi- 
ana line — it would be unnecessary : the 
State laws there anticipate such inten- 
tion as yours. Marriage in Indiana, 
since the year 1853, conveys to the hus- 
band no property, either real or per- 
sonal, of the bride. But as to that 
matter, we, this side of the line, are still, 
like Simon the Sorcerer, ' in the gall of 
bitterness' — or, which is pretty much 
tlie same thing, in the bonds of the 

"I thought tliat had been modified 
some ten years ago." 

"Slightly: so that the husband's in- 
terest in the real estate of the wife can- 
not be taken for his debts, nor conveyed 
nor encumbered without the wife's con- 
currence : and one or two other similar 
items. But a husband in Ohio becomes 
the absolute owner of his wife's personal 
property, even so far that if both unite 
in selling her land, the money received 
for it is his, and if he buys other land 
with it, that too is his, and descends to 
his heiis. As to the wife's real estate, 
he cannot, indeed, sell it without her 
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; but. except in case of de- 
sertion or failure to provide for his fam- 
ily, he has the control of it, and the 
rents and profits are his while the mar- 
riage lasts." 

"Twelve miles of longitude make aO 
that difference 1" 

"Even so; yet an Indiana lawyer 
told me, the other day, that he did not 
believe one vote in twenty of their peo- 
ple could now be had to change the 
law back again." 

"Well, one Ohio wife shall have 
the same rights as if she were an In- 
dianian." 

"The wonder is, Mr. Hartland. that 
any man can omit such an act of com- 
mon justice without feeling self-con- 
demned as a tyrant." 

After paying all law-expenses {includ- 
ing a fee of one thousand dollars, which 
they had the greatest difficulty in get- 
ting Creighton to accept, his chaise be- 
ing five hundred dollars only) each of 
the sisters had abo«t twenty-six thou- 
sand dollai-s, invested so as to bring in 
nearly eighteen hundred a year. Tiiey 
were rich ! — far richer, they both felt, 
than either had ever been in her life 
before. They would not have been 
poor if they had lost it all. 

After Ethan had looked over the 
statement of Ellinor's property, and 
was about to go, Creighton felt tempted 
to inquire who was to be bridemaid, 
but he refrained ; it would be the bride's 
sister, of course. The thought made 
him grave. 

The marriage was quite private and 
simple. Tlie bridegroom was more 
self-possessed than his groomsman, and 
Celia showed evident emotion ; prob- 
ably because, as soon as breakfast was 
over, she was to part with her sister on 
a ten-days' tour to Niagara and the 
Canadas. Dr. Meyrac gave the bride 
away. When the carriage which con- 
veyed the two to the station bad driven 
off, he said to his wife : " But it is aston- 
ishing ! One reads of such things — " 

" What things, my friend ?" 

"That face of young Hartland's. I 
wish I were sure that any of us will 
have such moments by and by in 



heaven as he is having now in that 

" But, Alphonsc, has not the good 
God—" 

"Without doubt. It may be that it 
is all well arranged. Yet one likes to 
be certain, my dear. In waiting let us 
hope." And he took his hat and cane 
to visit a patient. 

The next day was Saturday, with a 
bright November sun cheating one into 
the belief that wmter was yet afar off. 
Mrs. Creighton and her daughter sat in 
the afternoon sewing. 

The girl dropped her work on her 
knee: "So Eliot's gone out riding with 
Miss Pembroke ?" 

"Yes." 

"How much does that mean in this 
part of the country, mother ?" 

" Not much if it happen but occasion- 
ally ; only that the girl thinks well of 
her cavalier, and has no objections to 
become better acquainted with him." 

" That's something ; but of course she 
thinks well of brother, and who wouldn't 
want to be better acquainted with him ? 
Still, you think she might say yes to 
somebody else next week ?" 

" Certainly, and no one would think 
strange of it." 

"Well, that's sensible; and she looks 
like a sensible girl and a nice girl 
enough : then twenty-six thousand dol- 
lars is a convenience fnr a young 
lawyer^" 

"For Goodness' sake, Hair>, don t 
say that before your brother ; he's crazy 
enough on that subject already." 

" He's a noble fellow, and I won't 
plague him. But I can't see why the 
male animal, when he accepts without 
scruple a maiden's 'priceless affec- 
tions ' — with a life's devotion thrown 
in — should shy off at a little yellow 
dross. Then she ought to be veiy 
grateful to him for tlie skill and care he 
has shown in recovering her property, to 
say nothing of saving her sister's life." 

" Worse and worse, Harry ! Do pray 
be careful. If there's one thing Eliot 
has a horror of, it's marrying a woman 
who should accept him out of gratitude. 
He's haunted by that idea." 
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"Yet gratitude, like pity, is akin to 

"Or to friendship. Mr. Sydenham 
is a charming man, very handsome, I 
think, and doesn't look a day over 
thirty-five years old — hardly that. And 
the girl may have no heart to give." 

Harriet took up her work with a sigh. 
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adelphia ? 

"Nothing of the sort." 

"Then you can stay. I must work 
hard now, and I will." 

"I wonder if I could guess what put 
it in your head to ask me, just this min- 
ute, about staying ?" 

" Don't you believe that I like to have 
you with us ?" 

" Indeed I do : you're a jewel of a 
brother. I wish I were a certain young 
lady that I wot of, or else that she knew, 
as well as 1 do, what a jewel of a hus- 
band you'd make." 

"A girl may think that a young fellow 
would make a creditable husband, and 
yet fancy some one else and marry him." 

"No doubt. Willyougivemeapeuny 
for my thoughts ?" 

"A silver penny, if I had it— copper's 
too base: ah! here's a tiny three-cent 

"You were thinking that if a man's 
ladye-love refuses him, what's best for 
him, and what he ought to turn to, is 
hard work ; and that's quite true. 
Then you were thinking, besides, that 
if a man works hard all day, and hasn't 
a nice wife to come home to for comfort 
in the evenings, the next most comfort- 
ing things are a nice mother and sister. 
The mother might see that the tea was 



warm and strong and the omelettes up 
to the Paris notch ; and the sister, that 
no button was off and no stocking un- 
darned. I think I'll stay." 

"You're a clairvoyante, Harry, and a 
dear girl besides," with a kiss. 

"Poor brother!" giving him two in 

■'What did she say, Eliot dear?" 

his mother in a low voice. 

m ashamed to tell you. I think 

h nature of women lo tliink better 

nen than we deserve. She said : 

Y e as good as you can be, Mr. 

C ghton. I honor you, and 1 feel the 

h n you have done me. I owe you, 

ving Eilie from death, a debt of 

de that a lifetime couldn't pay, 

B link far too highly of you to otfer 

■ou ought rot to accept — what I 

k you would refuse — a divided 

h 

She's a good child, brother. It's 
hard for a girl that's not engaged to let 
a man into such a secret. She does 
honor and trust you, or she wouldn't 
have done it. I'll stay and get better 
acquainted with her." 

" It's no business of ours," said Mrs. 
Creighton, "and I'll try to put it out of 
my head ; but I should like to know just 
how Mr, Sydenham feels toward her." 

"As if anyone she cared for could 
help loving her!" said poor Eliot, with 
a deep sigh. 

"So you've made up your mind," 
said Harriet, "that it's Mr. Sydenham?" 

" if you had seen her blush when she 
could hardly get that little mare of hers, 
Bess, past the lane that turns off to Rose- 
bank, you wouldn't ask that." 

"Ah, well! itcan'tbehelped. There's 
a wide, wide gap between a wife and a 
sister, or even between a wife and a 
mother, Eliot ; but yet — " ' 

"Don't, Harry. 1 must get such fan- 
cies out of my head. I must work, 
work !" The mother's eyes filled with 
tears, but she said nothing. He went 
on ; " Help me to think of that, mother. 
And help me to remember how many 
millions never dreamed of such love as 
is mine already, here by this fireside." 

Happy they who can turn from what 
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thejf have lost to what they still enjoy ! 
It was a bright, blithe fi d 

little group gathered d 

each other, in a quiet w ry 

To any one who was I g 

temperament there w h 

home- atmosphere, red pc 

and harmony, about ti 
and its inmates. Alas h as 

are found but here and d h 

social bleakness of this d 

Early next morning H ff d 

met Celia Pembroke oh h 

Chiskauga Institute. S d d 

they walked on togetlie P m 

broke," she said, "I ta gh 
eighteen months whe as g 

younger than you. Le m h p h 
your sister's classes til h 
want something to do.' 

"I shall be deUghted 
wondering how we s dm 
We have more pupils t b 

While EOie and I wer d 

support on our teaching 
fell off. Now that we ai b 
to your brother — in easy ta 

scholars pour in." 

"The way of the world, Miss Pern 
broke. By the way. smce we're to 
teach together, hadn't we better be Ce- 
lia and Harry to each other ? You 
needn't adopt the final _><, if you don't 
like it. I've been thinking myself of 
spelling it with an is, like Mattie, so as 
to avoid the imputation of trenching on 
the masculine prerogative." 

Celia laughed and assented. The 
two took to each other from the first, 
and Mrs. Clifford proved an excellent 
teacher. 

That afternoon Celia had a music- 
lesson to give at Rosebank, but when 
she rode up she found Leoline's pony, 
Bucksfoot, saddled and bridled at the 
door, and Leoline herself came out, 

"Papa suggested that we might not 
have many more such splendid after- 
noons before winter sets in, and diat 
we had better make the most of it." 

" I believe your father has intuitions, 
Lela; I did want a ride — that's the 
truth." 



Leoline, as our readers may have ob- 
was sometimes troubled with a 
desire to see her friends happy, 
lied to mind her father's advice 
nterfere in Celia's love-matters, 
er they had chatted some time 
ther things, she didn't think she 
as d obeying his injunction by say- 
g mewhat abruptly, "I wonder, 
dear, if you'll ever marry ?" 
o not think I ever shall." 
Th t's what I was afraid of. But 
n't do for an old maid. I'd make 
m h better one ?" 
Why ?•' 

V 1, I don't exactly know. I'm 
girl that's nearly so apt as you 

T take a fancy to a handsome 

asn't going to be so rude as to 

h , though maybe it's true enough : 

aJ n love isn't much in my way. 

nake such a good wife, Celia — 

b er than hard-hearted I. Papa 

d yesterday." 

H said I'd make a better wife than 

N exactly ; he's too polite a papa 
for that. But he said you'd make an 
admirable wife, and of course he knows 
I wouldn't." 

"But I'm not inclined to fall in love 
with handsome faces, or any faces, 

Leoline looked grave ; then, after a 
pause, "I'm very sorry for that." she 
said, thoughtfully. 

"Sorry that I'm getting to be a little 
more like you ? You ought to be glad. 
You would never have made such a 
mistake as — " 

"Never mind about that, my dear. I 
once heard papa say it was one of the 
fellings that 'lean to virtue's side' to 
think better of others than they deserve. 
I like you all tlie better for it ; but I 
can't be glad to think of you as an old 

"Why not?" 

"Because, as I told you papa said, 
you'd make somebody such a good 
wife. And then wife and mother — 
you know," 
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"But if you don't take to that voca- 
tion, why should I ?" 

■'Oh, I'm difierent. It's a pity I don't 
take to it, but how can I help that?" 

'■ I think I know one who might get 
you out of that difficulty, if you'd let 
him — . some one I once heard you 
admire." 

"Naughty creature! but you're mis- 
taken : that wouldn't work : i told you 
it wouldn't, from the tirst. I'm a hope- 
less subject in that line, Celia, but you're 

" Suppose nobody wants me." 

" That's not a supposable case. I can 
suppose that yon don't want them, and 
it makes me sorry to think of it." 

" Lela darling" — her eyes moistening 
a little — "let me tell you sometliing. I 
hope you'll never, never have such an 
experience as I've had. I know it was 
sent in mercy. I feel — oh so thank- 
fully !— all I've escaped. I hope I shall 
never see him as long as I live ; but 
yet, for all that — " 

" It's I that have been a naughty girl, 
Celia. Papa told me not to meddle 
with your love-affairs, and I didn't in- 
tend to do it. But now I've gone and 
made you think of things that — that it's 
not the least worth while — " 
, " It is not your doing, Lela, it's mine. 
I can't help thinking about them : some 
day I hope I shall be able to help it." 

"And some day I hope you'll be 
somebody's pet and make him *<? happy. 
And till that time comes I'll let your 
heart alone. It has been plagued 
enough already, without my blundering. 
Let's have a good gallop, Celia." 



CHAPTER XLVIII, 

Winter passed Of those in whom 
our readers take interest no one died — 
no one had been married Ethan and 
EUinor were established at Mrs Hart- 
land's. IfDr Ro»e hadiisited them, 
his doubts as to whether, in a genial 
home, blindness waaalnajs a mistor- 
tune, might ha\ e btcn strengthened 

EUinor liad intended to (.ontmui, her 



labors at the Chiskauga Institute, but a 
conversation with Dr. Meyrac modi6ed 

"You have done nobly, so far, Mad- 
ame Hartland,". he said; "but a mar- 
ried woman, when she can afford it, 
should husband her strength and her 
thoughts for home necessities and home 
duties : the next generation may benefit 
thereby. Permit me to suggest that you 
gradually withdraw from the school, 
and let Madame Clifl'ord, if she will, 
take your place." 

Much to Ethan's satisfaction, EUinor 
followed this advice; only retaining, 
for the present, the senior classes in 
English and French literature, and, 
when the weather permitted, continuing 
those weekly excursions to the woods 
which her pupils had come to regard as 
a pleasure and a privilege. 

Celia spent a good deal of her time at 
Rosebank; sometimes remaining there, 



t Leoline's 



urgent 



, for the 



night. She felt the less scruple in so 
doing because her aunt had now a 
daughter as well as a son to gladdea 
her liresidc, and seemed contented and 
happy beyond what her niece had ever 
believed she could be. Those fancies 
about Sydenham, of which Meyrac 
(though of course he could not have 
deciphered them) had detected the un- 
wholesome tendency, were gradually 
fading out; a grandchUd or two, Ceha 
felt convinced, would dissipate them 
altogether. Now and then the widow 
took hereelf to task — for Alice was given 
to setf-accusation— because she could 
not help feeling the death of her hus- 
band to be a welcome relief. He wag 
so good a man, she thought, and she, 
as his relict, ought to be mourning his 
loss. He had been just, upright, a 
faithful provider, a man who intended, 
no doubt, to make his wife comfortable; 
but good? — how about that simple, 
homely virtue ? Musselmen buy birds 
in the market and set them free, under 
the beautiful superstition that the souls 
of these Uberated captives will one day 
bear witness to their kindness before 
the throne of God ; but if Hartland had 
li\ ed in Mecca, he would have regarded 
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such ransom as money thrown away. 
Like the Pharisees in Jesus' day, he had 
failed to " learn what that meaneth ; ' I 
will have mercy and not sacrifice.' " 
Can there be goodness without m y ■' 
Is a domestic martinet a good n n 
Harshness, exaction of implicit b d 
ence, severity in household rul — 
these the qualities that fit a hum 1 

for a high place m another world h 
love is supreme ? If in that wo Id 
"know even as we are known," Th n 
Hirtland had already found o 
the widowed partner he had left b h d 
ought to rejoice, not to lamen h 
Death had freed her from tyrann 

Celia was a frequent visito al 
during the early part of winter, M 
Creighton's. Harriet Clifford and h 
had become fast friends, and h n 
tended her visits to the cottage n h 
lake in pure kindness. When h 
fused Creighton she earnestly fel 
she valued no one more highl 
friend. Besides, she was deeply gr 
ful to him for all he had done f 1 
sister and herself; and, though sh h d 
resolved never to marry him, n 

every account she wished, as m h 
possible, to take off the edge of h 
fusal, and to show him that sh I k d 
his company. Must she make as g 
of an excellent and agreeable man m 
ly because she could not give h'm h 

All this was very well intended d 
indeed generous, on Celia's par 
don't think it was very wise. a 

pretty theory enough that a you 
free in every respect but one — n 
that she has no heart to give i 
riage— should cultivate the frie d h p 
of a man a few years older than h 
and deeply in love with her, af 
had refused to be his wife. Vet i p 
tice, somehow, it doesn't work, 
she thinks that by and by sh n 
change her mind— when Celia refused 
Creighton she had no such idea — she 
may be doing a ci uel thing. 

That was the last thing the girl 
dreamed of doing or meant to do. She 
saw that when she entered Mrs. Creigh- 
ton's parlor the son's eyes lighted up. 



The evenings were pleasant to her : 

they seemed even more pleasant to him, 

and Celia liked to give pleasure. Then 

they talked of Europe, of London and 

nders, of Paris and its attractions, 

f El 's student-life in Gottingen, of a 

h had paid to Rome and to Na- 

pl Sometimes they branched off to 

h objects, literary, artistic, scien- 

h Creighton was thoroughly well 

d f sprighdy intellect and compre- 

h n mind. He had been a shrewd 

h r and he was an excellent talker : 

1 1 ked to listen to him. Surely 

h as no harm in all that — great 

g d ndeed. 

A d then it was not as if he could 

m k her motive. Forewarned, fore- 

d She had told him in plain 

m hat she wished his friendship, 

d h t she did not wish, because she 

Id not return, his love. It was quite 

f There was no inkling of flirtation 

b t. Why couldn't he have her 

f f iend and some one else for a 

f ? — Leoline, perhaps ; she wished 

h « uld. 

Ah Celia ! I think you couldn't have 
h p d knowing that you were not a dis- 
ble person. And you surely 
d d need to be told that Creighton 
h gh you particularly attractive, 
Th long talks the poor fellow had 
w' h u about France and Germany 
d ly — were they just the likely 
h do you think, to turn his thoughts 
ne as a wife ? You didn't cat- 
11 that matter well. 
O ood came of it, however. Creigh- 
th w himself, heart and soul, into 
h p ession. He worked up his law 
ith untiring industry. One or 
portant ones were thrown into his 
h d He electrified the court and his 
b h n of the profession by several 
efforts, resulting in uiilooked- 
cess. How much midnight oil 
he burned — for Chiskauga had no gas — 
1 am not able to say; but he grew ner- 
vous-looking and pale. Gradually he 
attracted to himself the best half of 
Cranstoun's practice.' He was spokea 
of as a rising man. 
An unexpected event still further 
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brightened his business prospects. Amos 
Cranstoun, disappointed on every side, 
foiled alike in his plot against Celia and 
in his intrigues against the Institute, see- 
ing a profitable practice melt firom him 
day by day, sold out his Chiskauga pos- 
sessions in disgust and emigrated to 
Texas. 

He persuaded Cassiday to join him. 
Ever since Ellen Tyler's death the latter 
had been restless and unsettled. Once 
or twice he had relapsed into his old 
habits of intemperance ; and Ethan, 
highly though he prized him as groom, 
had told him that the next time it hap- 
pened he should be dismissed. Cas- 
siday preferred, as others in higher 
places and similar circumstances have 
done, to resign his office. 

"What did I tell ye, Teddy?" said 
Norah to her husband when she heard 
of their departure. "Didn't it answer 
best to let the spalpeen go ?" 

"But God hasn't drownded him, as 
ye thought He would." 

"An" hasn't He sint him off on wan 
o' them steamboats down the Missis- 
sippi, an' isn't that the next thing to it?" 
The same evening Norah had a let- 
ter, out of which, when she opened it, 
dropped a hundred-dollar note. When 
she had recovered from her amazement 
she and Terence read : 
"Mistress Norah O'Reilly; 

" It was very good in you to nurse 
Miss Ellen Tyler when she lay sick. 
She and the old man were both very 
kind to me. I don't carg about livin' 
here, now she's gone. I planted some 
flowers on her grave, and I want you 
to keep them in order and water them, 
and to set out some more when they're 
gone. The note that's in this letter will 
help pay for your tiouble. I'll send you 
seventy dollars more from Texas just as 
soon as 1 can spare it. B. C." 

Terence was the first who spoke : " Ef 
Cod gets him drownded on the way 
down, ye'U lose yer seventy dollars, 
Norah." 

His wife did not answer: she was 
fairly crying. "God forgi' me!" she 
sobbed out at last. 



"An' is it cryin' ye are, acushla ? He 
was niver worth it. But i expec' it's a 
true sayin' for all, that the Divil isn't not 
half as black as he's painted. I'm mighty 
glad 1 didn't go after the fellow wi' a 
shillalah, any how." 

One pleasant day early in March, 
Ellin or being somewhat indisposed, Ce- 
lia had taken her place in the weekly 
excursion to the forest. On the way 
they met Leoline and Creighton on 
horseback. She mentioned this to Har- 
riet Clifford on her return, 

"Leoline is a charming girl," said 
Harriet — "bright, outspoken, and a 
young person of much character, who 
improves greatly on acquaintance. I 
like her. Mamma told me of her ' speak- 
ing out in meeting.' There isn't one 
girl in a hundred would have had cour- 
age to do it." 

This set Celia a-thinking. For sev- 
eral weeks past she had been visited 
with qualms about the discretion of her 
visits to the lake cottage, and she had 
made these less frequent, usually timing 
them when she thought Creighton was 
likely to be absent. When he visited 
her, which might be once a week on 
the average, the symptoms made her 
uneasy: he was getting thinner, and 
she noticed a restless, nervous, unset- 
tled look that was anything but habitual 

"You work too hard," she said to him 

"Hard work is wholesome for me," 
was the reply, but she did not like the 
bitter smile with which he said it. 

After the encounter above mentioned, 
and Harriet's comments in connection 
with it, Celia scarcely visited the Creigh- 
tons for six or eight weeks. Then con- 
science upbraided her for treating good 
friends so coldly. With all her love for 
her sister, she missed their society, think- 
ing of them often and uneasUy. She was 
not satisfied with herself. 

"You are working too hard, Celia 
dear," Harriet said to her one day after 

Celia had it on the tip of her tongue 
to say that hard work was good for her. 
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but she remembered the spiritless smile 
with wliicli Creighton had. made the 
same reply, and merely said, " Not 
harder than you, Harriet; one feels 
languid the first warm days in spring. 
I'll come and have some music with 
you to-night : that will brighten me up." 

She came. In the course of the even- 
ing Mrs. Creighton begged for the bal- 
lad, "When stars are in the quiet sky." 
Celia had sung it once or twice in the 
early days of tlieir acquaintance ; and 
now, for the first time, the request em- 
barrassed her. With self-chidings for 
being so siliy, she sat down to tlie piano 
at once. There was some uncertainty 
in her voice at first, but Mrs. Creighton 
thought and said that she outdid her- 
self. Creighton said nothing, and his 
conversation, that evening, was less in- 
teresting than usual. Celia was grave 
and evidently out of spirits, though she 
did her best to conceal it. After a time 
Ethan dropped in, and she went home 
with him. 

Next day, on her return from school, 
Celia found a letter on her tabie. She 
knew the handwriting, and locked her 
door before she opened the suspicious- 
looking missive. Her color came and 
went as she read ; 

" To Miss Celia Pembroke : 

" I write because I would not have a 
hasty answer, and because I want to 
say what I have to say, calmly. 

" It can't go on, Miss Pembroke. As 
God is my witness, I have done my best. 
A hundred times I've taken myself to 
task. Heaven help me ! I ihink I've 
done little else (except what I've been 
driven to) than take myself to task all 
this last winter. You can say nothing 
to me in the way of reproach that I 
have not said to myself. I know I 
onght to be able to go on with my work 
in peace, but I cannot : the doubts, the 
uncertainties of my position thrust them- 
selves into my office-hours. I ought to 
submit to the inevitable — and when 1 
know it is the inevitable 1 suppose 1 
shall learn to submit to it— but I need 
not submit to the tortures of suspense ; 
they darken my life. 



" 1 know that all you said about wish- 
ing me for a friend, and then all your 
visits to mother's house, were as kindly 
meant as they could be, I enjoyed 
your visits far too much ; and when you 
discontinued them lately 1 felt miser- 
able. But don't you see that there must 
be an end of this .' I would be an un- 
grateful wretch if I did not value your 
friendship : priceless it would be to me 
if I cared for you less. But, Celia (let 
me speak to you tliis once — Eliot to 
Celia), even if I could keep on working 
near you, it would never do for me to 
stay here and be only your friend. If 
you knew just how I feel toward you — 
how day by day and week by week the 
yearning grows — you would not wish 
me to stay on such condition. If I did, 
and you married here, how would you 
like, each time you saw me, to feel that 
I loved you as no man ought to love 
anotlier's wife ? Do you think 1 would 
ever subject you to such an indignity ? 
That's one of the things I can help — 
and I will. 

" Don't vex yourself about it if I have 
to go. It's not your fault that I had to 
love you. It may be my fault, but it is 
certainly not yours, if you have no heart 
to give in return for mine. 

"Have you none to give ? 1 tliought 
I could leave Chiskauga with the an- 
swer I had from you six mondis ago 
about that. But I felt last night— no 
matter why— that I couldn't go without 
asking-— not the same question I asked 
then — not whether you would be my 
wife now — but only, just as I have pud 
it, whether you have a heart to give 
that might, some day, when past re- 
grets shall have faded, possibly turn to 

" I cannot go without trying the sole 
chance that remains. But if you liave 
to dismiss me, I ask only four words : 
' There is no hope.' Absolve me, I en- 
treat, from the impertinence of desiring 
to know why there is none. I want the 
bare fact — that which regards my own 
fate only, not any one else's. 

" If it must be, we shall leave Chis- 
kauga in three or four weeks. And if 
I must hear, some day, of your marry- 
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ing a man worthier and happier than I 
shall ever be, oh be sure, Ceha— be 
sure — that your sister herself will have 
no good wislies for your welfare, heartier, 

"Eliot Creighton. 
"Chiskauga, May z, 1857. 

"P. S. My present income from my 
profession, if you care anything about 
knowing, somewhat exceeds two thou- 

Abrupt enough : not much of a love- 
letter — not a fine sentence or impas- 
sioned period in it. Yet it awoke to 
consciousness some fruitful thoughts 
that had been lying, half dormant, in 
the girl's heart. It was one of Celia's 
idiosyncrasies that odd scraps of poetry, 
floating like driftwood on the Missis- 









e and acctunulate 



11 the nooks and corners of her brain ; 
now sinking out of memory, anon com- 
ing to the surface when some strong in- 
fluence, as just now, stirred the depths. 
The scrap which emet^ed on the pres- 
ent occasion was a stray stanza, trans- 
lated from some German sonnet or 
other, the rest of which had been swept 
down the Lethean stream. The waif 
had haunted her several times, espe- 
cially during die latter part of the 

" ' Now kH me how Love cometh !■ 



Had that young dream of hers been of 
something other than love? Was it 
but a fancy, built on the shifting sands 
of Impulse, which, when the winds 
and the waters beat against it, ought to 
be overthrown ? 

The dream was fading away — no 
mistake as to that. Nor did it seem 
less certain to the girl's awakened sense 
that the fancy had never been founded 
on esteem. Could she ever have re- 
spected as husband a youth idle of habit, 
infirm of purpose, selfish to the mother 
who loved and indulged him ? And 
then, if that terrible tragedy had hap- 
pened after their marriage, could she 
have lived, as wife, with Ellen's hctray- 
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er? She shrank appalled from the 
thought. 

If Love, once the heart's inmate, can- 
not go, this had been but its worthless 
similitude. The sooner the thing was 
out of her sight — ten feet underground 
— the better. 

In after time — because the heart, if it 
be genial, waxes charitable with years 
— there was a certain reaction : then 
news of his well-being came to be grate- 
ful ; but not now. She wished no news 
about him : she was sure of that after 
she had read Creighton's letter. 
' That night she lay awake she knew 
not how long. Next day her school- 
hours were invaded, as Creighton's of- 
fice-hours had been, by vagrant doubts. 
In the afternoon, after giving Leoline 
her music-lesson, she had a long, sol- 
itary gallop in the woods : then she 
slackened rein and let Bess walk laiily 
back. By the time she reached home 
she had decided that she must have a 
talk with Creighton. Ere she went to 
rest she wrote and burned up several 
notes. Next morning, before break- 
fast, she indited and sent to one whose 
heart was beginning to wax sick with 
"hope deferred," the following: 
"To Eliot Creighton, Esq, : 

" 1 have taken time, as you wished, 
to think over your letter, and 1 am not 
willing to dismiss you, as you phrase it, 
with four words. Can you spare time 
to ride out this fine morning ? 

" Celia Pembroke. 
" Sattirday." 

Almost before breakfast was over 
Creighton's horse was at the door. 
While they travei-sed the village little 
passed between them. As they rode by 
Harper's modest dwelling, Celia said, 
" I'm sorry you missed that sermon after 
Ellen's death." 

" Good Mr. Harper wrote it out at my 
suggestion: and I have not read so 
powerful an appeal for many a day. 
Your sex is often adored, but seldom 
fairly treated. Flattery, Courtesy, In- 
dulgence are gay courtiers, but grave, 
sober-eyed Justice is worth them all." 
Celia had concluded, the day before. 
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that it was good for a wife to be proud 
of her husband. The thought came to 
her again. 

"Which road do you prefer?" Creigh- 

"Shall we ride toGrangula's Mount?" 
Then, with a smile, she added, " I have 
pleasant associations with it." 

Creighton ought, in common civility, 
to have expressed his assent, but he did 
not. Perhaps, too, it was his part to 
allude the first to the letter he had writ- 
ten, but that also he neglected. He 
spoke, instead, of Ellinor, saying how 
much pleasure it gave him to see her so 
bright and contented. "It was but the 
other day," he added, "your sister said 
to me that she had never known what 
s till she became blind." 
let with in Madame 
Roland's autobiography may explain 
that, I think." 

"And the sentiment was — ?" 

"Thathappiness depends not so much 
on events as on the affections." 

" It is one of the foundation-truths of 
the world. Every year stamps it more 
and more on one's heart." 

"On some hearts." 

They were getting didactic. Conver- 
sation flagged till, arrived at the Mount, 
Creighton. to use the language of the 
country, had " hitched their horses to a 
swinging limb" and they had seated 
themselves in the shade. 

"Mr, Creighton," Celiathen said, her 
voice somewhat unsteady, " I am per- 
fectly sure that if I married a worthy 
man, no one would congratulate me 
more sincerely than you. But when 
you wrote that were you thinking of any 
one in particular ?" 

The usually self-possessed Creighton 
reddened with embarrassment, and Ce- 
lia, despite the guard she thought she 
had set on that silly habit of hers, blush- 
ed over face and neck. 

" I pained you, Miss Pembroke," he 
broke fordi when he saw her emotion ; 
" I had no right — " 

"I think you had a right," she tried 
to say quietly. " I wished to tell you — " 
There she stopped, and, after a mo- 
ment's hesitation, abiuptly and very 



irrelevantly, it seemed, she added : 
"Harriet tells me you've been reading 
Sir Charles Grandison lately." 

He could not imagine what this was 
leading to, but he answered, instinctive- 
ly, "Yes." 

" Have you come to the episode about 
Sir Charles' ward ?" 

"Emily Jervois ?" Then it flashed 
on him — her hopeless love for her 



In 



"Her 
in love" — she said it with a 
of smile — "I never was in love with 
either of my guardians." 

"Thank God!" He did not intend 
to say it aloud. The tone of his voice 
went to Celia's heart : it revealed to her 
all he had been suffering, and she add- 
ed, very earnestly, 

"I have been weak and foolish, Mr. 
Creighton, but 1 solemnly assure you 
that I never loved Mr. Sydenham ex- 
cept as his daughter might ; and he, as 
surely, never dreamed of me as a wife. 
Wlien 1 spoke six months ago of a 
divided heart—" 

"It was Mowbray I" 

" It couldn't have been what we ought 
to call love, yet it wmiid come back for 
mondis in spite of pride, in spite of 
reason. Could I say yes to you while it 
haunted me ?" 

"And now, Celia, now ?" 

" Evelyn Mowbray would be less dead 
to me if he were in his grave." 

Itwas all told. And then Celia Pem- 
broke found out, for the first time in her 
life, what Love's words are like. All that 
Creighton had garnered and guarded in 
his heart for long months, that happy 
heart poured out now — a revelation of 
which she had never even dreamed. 
On the grass at her feet, both her hands 
in his, those wonderful gray eyes on 
hers, she felt that this was her first love. 
It quenched all lingering recollections 
of that other feeble counterfeit, as the 
sun puts out the faintest star. She had 
had visions, as girlhood will, of a fair 
world, but this that was opening upon 
her outshone her brightest dreams. 
Grangula's Mount was hallowed in her 
memory for evermore. 



ab,Google 



BEYOND THE BREAKERS. 



When the first wild waves of emotion 
had subsided, and on the long swell of 
satisfied affection tliat succeeded some- 
thing like conversatloti was possible, 
Creighton said: "Celia darling, what 
helped you to find out, at last, how it 
stood in that dear heart of yours ?" 

"There was a short sentence in your 
letter about leaving us in three or four 

■■ I hated to write that. It seemed so 
like an appeal to your pity." 

"Did it ? Perhaps we might both have 
been much to be pitied if you had gone : 
at all events, t discovered when that 
alternative came suddenly before me, 
that / should be. I wanted to know if 
I really, really loved you ; and when I 
found out that I couldn't let you go—" 

A sudden interruption prevented the 
conclusion of the sentence ; not that 
any impertinent intruders showed them- 
selves ; it would have been quite awk- 
ward if they had. 

When Celia recovered herself— all to 
the bright bloom that would linger— 
she said : 

"Now it is my turn, Ehot— " 



"Is it?' 
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"Don't be foolish— my turn I 

"Ah !" 

"The other evening, when yi 
that you couldn't go without interrogat- 
ing your fate— 'no matter why' you 

"You want to know about the wkyf" 

"Yes," 

"Yesterday I should have been 
ashamed to tell you. If there's one 
creature I despise more than another, 
it's a man who presumes on a woman s 
favor. But that eveningwhen >ou sung 
to us, it was like Nourmahil s song in 
Lalla Rookh." 

" The air with the ' deep magiu. n t 
that the dark sorceress taught her? 
You must have apOHcrful im-igina 

" I wonder who taught you such an 
expression of that exquisite fanci of 
Bulwer's. There was soicery n it 
I'm certain. I never f It its bcT t> be 
fore. Did you think of i le LlI i — 



did you care for me a liUle while you 
were singing?" 
"Yes." 

" I thought so. It was the first time I 
had thought it." 

"You did not use to care for me." 
"When?" 

"When you first came here." 
"I was drawn to you the very first 
evening we sang together. But you 
were an heiress then, and I was a poor, 
briefless lawyer. You were engaged, 
too, and I had no business to care for 
you as I did. It provoked me." 

"I thought there was something wrong 
—that I had displeased, disgusted you, 
perhaps — " 

" I -was disgusted, but it was with my- 
self for my own folly : that was all." 

"It seems to me so strange now that 
there ever was a time — " 

" The future, Celia ! — the bright, hap- 
py future ! Let the past go," 

" I thought my fate a cruel one. How 
little I knew about it !" 

I don't believe either of them ever 
knew how long they sat there under 
that magnificent ^elm. In after years 
they made an annual pic-nic pilgrimage 
to the spot on a certain anniversary. 

As they mounted- their horses at last 
and tmned toward home, Creighton 
asked : " Celia, what made you say you 
had pleasant associations with Gran- 
gula's Mount ?" 

"Because it was here I first got an 
idea what sort of man Eliot Creighton 
was. By the way, saucy Leoline, who 
had been admiring you that day, told 
me, as we were riding home, that you 
would never fancy her, but that I was 
just the sort of person you would he 
suie to fell in love with." 
Sagacious girl !" 

I wish she could find somebody 
worthy of her — " 

No hurry, Celia. Far better she 
shoild enjoy in that pleasant house of 
her father's a few years of beautiful 
girlhood, fancy free." 

bhe's only three years younger than 



But three years of innocent gladness, 
e jears to lay in a stock of strength 
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